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OF  THE 

PUBLISHER  of  the  Surreptitious 
Edition,  1735, 

E prefume  nve  nuant  no  apology  to  the  "Reader  for  this 
publication,  but  fome  tnay  be  thought  needful  to  Mr, 
P ope : ho'-wenjer,  he  cannot  think  our  offence  fo  great  as 
theirs,  -who  firjl  feparately  publijhed  njohat  nve  hanje  here 
but  colleSIed  in  a better  form  and  order.  As  for  the  letters 
•we  ha<ve  procured  to  be  added,  they  fer^e  but  to  complete^ 
explain,  and  fometimes  fet  in  a true  light,  thofe  others, 
•which  it  nuas  not  in  the  Writer’s  or  our  ponver  to  recall. 

'This  ColleSlion  hath  been  onving  to  federal  cabinets : 
fome  dranun  from  thence  by  accideiits,  and  others  (enseK 
of  thofe  to  ladies)  <vvluntarily  ginsen.  It  is  to  one  of  that 
Jex  •we  are  beholden  for  the  •whole  correfpondence  •with 
H.  C.  Efq.  nwhich  letters  being  lent  her  by  that  gentlesnan, 
pe  took  the  liberty  to  prhit ; as  appears  by  the  follonwhig, 
•which  •we  pall  gi've  at  length,  both  as  it  is  fomething  cu^ 
nous,  and  as  it  may  fer-ve  for  an  apology  for  ourfel^vest 
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PREFACE  TO  THE 


To  HENRY  CROMWELL,  Efq. 

Junezj,  1727. 

^^FTER  To  long  a filence  as  the  many  and  great 
oppreffions  I have  fighed  under  have  occahoned, 
one  is  at  a lofs  how  to  begin  a ktter  to  fo  kind  a friend 
as  yourfelf.  But  as  it  was  always  my  refolution,  if  I 
• muft  fmk,  to  do  it  as  decently  (that  is,  as  filently)  as  I 
could ; fo  when  I found  myfelf  plunged  into  unfore- 
feen  and  unavoidable  ruin,  I retreated  from  the  world, 
and  in  a manner  buried  myfelf  in  a dlfmal  place,  where 
I knew  none,  and  none  knew  me.  In  this  dull  unthink- 
ing way,  I have  protradled  a lingering  death  (for  life 
it  cannot  be  called)  ever  fince  you  faw  me,  fequeftered 
from  company,  deprived  of  my  books,  and  nothing  left 
to  converfe  with,  but  the  letters  of  my  dead  or  abfent 
friends ; among  which  latter  I always  placed  yours, 
and  Mr.  Pope’s,  in  the  firll  rank.  I lent  fome  of  them 
indeed  to  an  ingenious  perfon,  who  was  fo  delighted 
with  the  fpecimen,  that  he  impoi-tuned  me  for  a fight 
of  the  reft,  which  having  obtained,  he  conveyed  them 
to  the  prefs,  I muft  not  fay  altogether  with  my  confent, 
nor  wholly  without  it.  I thought  them  too  good  to  be 
left  in  oblivion,  and  had  no  caufe  to  apprehend  the 
difobliging  of  any.  The  public,  viz.  all  perfons  of  tafte 
and  judgment,  would  be  pleafed  with  fo  agreeable  an 
aniufement;  Mr.  Cromwell  could  not  be  angry,  fince 
it  was  but  juftice  to  his  merit,  to  publifh  the  folemn 
and  private  profeflions  of  love,  gratitude,  and  venera- 
tion, made  him  by  fo  celebrated  an  author ; and  fm- 
cerely  Mr.  Pope  ought  not  to  refent  the  publication, 
fince  the  early  pregnancy  of  his  genius  was-  no  dilho- 
nour  to  his  charafter.  And  yet  had  either  of  you  been 
alked,  common  modefty  would  have  obliged  you  to  re- 
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fufe  what  you  would  not  be  difpleafed  with,  if  done 
without  your  knowledge.  And  belides,  to  end  all  difpute, 
you  had  been  pleafed  to  make  me  a free  gift  of  them, 
to  do  what  I pleafed  with  them ; and  every  one  knows, 
that  the  perfon  to  whom  a letter  is  addrefled,  has  the 
fame  right  to  difpofe  of  it,  as  he  has  of  goods  pur- 
chafed  ;vith  his  money.  I doubt  not  but  yoUr  generofity 
and  honour  will  do  me  the  right,  of  owning  by  a line 
that  I came  honellly  by  them.  I flatter  myfeli,  in  a few 
months  I fhall  again  be  vifible  to  the  world ; and  when- 
ever through  good  providence  that  turn  fliall  happen,  I 
(hall  joyfully  acquaint  you  with  it,  there  being  none 
more  truly  your  obliged  fervant,  than.  Sir, 

Your  faithful,  and 

mofl:  humble  Servant, 

E.  Thomas^ 

P.S.  A Letter,  Sir,  direfted  to  Mrs.  Thomas,  to  be 
left  at  my  houfe,  will  be  fafely  tranfmitted  to  her,  by,' 

Yours,  etc. 

E.  C U R L L, 

To  Mr.  POPE. 

Epfom,  July  6,  1727.- 

W",“  thcfe  letters  were  firft  printed,  I wondered 
how  Curll  could  come  by  them,  and  could  not 
but  laugh  at  the  pompous  title;  flnce  whatever  you 
wrote  to  me  was  humour,  and  familiar  raiJIeiy.  As 
loon  as  I came  from  Epfom,  I heard  you  had  been  to 
fee  me,  and  I writ  you  a fliort  letter  from  Will’s, 
that  I longed  to  fee  you.  Mf:  D-— — s,  about  that 
nmc,  charged  me  with  giving  them  to  a millrefs/which 
I pofitively  denied;  'not  in  the  leaft, 'at  that  tiinb, 
thinking  of  it;  but'  fome  time  after,  finding  in  the 
News-papers ‘-r/etters*  from  LhdV  Patkington,  Lady 
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Chudleigh,  and  Mr.  Norris,  to  the  fame  Sappho  or  E.  T. 
1 began  to  fear  that  I was  guilty.  I have  never  feen 
tliefe  Letters  of  Curil’s,  nor  would  go  to  his  fliop  about 
them  j I have  not  feen  this  Sappho  alias  E . T.  thefe 
feven  years.— Her  writing.  That  I ga-ue  her  ^etny  to  do 
<^hat  Jhe  nx^ould  ^nih  ’em,  is  draining  the  point  too  far. 
I thought  not  of.it,  nor  do  I think  die  did  then;  but 
fevere  necedity,  which  catches  hold  of  a twig,  has  pro- 
duced all  this ; wliich  has  lain  hid,  and  forgot,  by  me 
fo  many  years...  Curll  fent  me  a letter  lad  week,  de- 
fmng  a pofitive  anfwer  about  this  matter ; but  finding 
I would  give  him  none,  he  went  to  E.  T.  and  writ  a 
Podfcnpt  in  her  long  romantic  letter,  to  direft  my  an- 
fwer to  his  houfe  ; but  they  not  expefting  an  anfiver, 
lent  a young  man  to  me,  whofe  name,  it  feems,  is 
Pattifon  : I told  him  I fhould  not  write  any  thing,  but  I 
believed  it  might  be  fo  as  die  writ  in  her  letter.  I am 
extremely  concerned  that  my  former  indifcretion-  in 
putting  them'  into  the  hands  of  this  Pretieufe,  diould 
have  given  you  fo  much  didurbance ; for  the  lad  thing 
I diould  do  would  be  to  difoblige  you,  for  whom  I have 
ever  preferved  the  greated  edeem,  and  diall  ever  be.  Sir, 
Y our  faithful  Friend,  and 
mod  humble  Servant, 

Henry  Cromwell. 

To  Mr.  POP  E. 

Augiift  r,  1727. 

-pHOVCHl  writ  my  long  narrative  from  Epfom  tiH  I 
was  tired,  ]^et  I was  not  fatisfied ; led  any  doubt 
diould  red  upon  your  mind.  I could  not  make  pro- 
tedations  of  my  innocence  of  a grievous  crime ; but  I 
was  impatient  till  I came  to  town,  that  I might  fend 
you  thofe  Letters  as  a clear  evidence  that  1 was  a per- 
feft  dranger  to  all  their  proceeding.  Should  I have 
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protefted  againft  it,  after  the  printing,  it  might  have 
been  taken  for  an  attempt  to  decry  his  purchafe ; and 
as  the  little  exception  you  have  taken  has  ferved  him 
to  play  his  game  upon  us  for  thefe  two  years,  a.  new 
incident  from  me  might  enable  him  to  play  it  on  for  two 
more. — ITe  great  value  Ihe  exprefles  for  all  you  ^yrite, 
and  her  palTion  for  having  tliem,  I believe,  was  what  pre- 
vailed upon  me  to  let  her  keep  them.  By  the  interval  of 
twelve  years  at  leaft,  from  her  pofTefTion  to  the  time  of 
printing  them,  it  is  manifeft,  that  I had  not  dae  lead 
ground  to  apprehend  fuch  a defign : but  as  people  in 
great  ftraights  bring  forth  their  hoards  of  old  gold  and 
mod  valued  jewels ; fo  Sappho  had  recourle  to  her  hid 
treafure  of  Letters,  and  played  off  not  only  youv’s  to 
me,  but  all  thofe  to  herfelf  (as  the  lady’s  lad  dake) 
into  the  prefs. — As  for  me,  I hope,  when  you  fhall 
coolly  confider  the  many  thoufand  indances  of  our  be- 
ing deluded  by  the  females,  dnce  that  great  Original  of 
Adam  by  Eve,  you  will  have  a more  favourable  thought 
of  the  undefigning  error  of 

Your  faithful  Friend, 

and  humble  Servant, 

Henry  Cromwell. 

Non»  Jhould  our  apology  for  this  publication  be  as  ill  re- 
ce  I've  cl,  as  the  lady^s  feems  to  ha<ve  been  by  the  gentlemen 
concerned ; njoe  Jhall  at  leaf  hanje  Her  Comfort,  of  being 
thanked  by  the  ref  of  the  ‘world.  Nor  has  Mr.  P.  him- 
Jelf  any  great  caufe  to  think  it  much  offence  to  his  madefy, 
or  refie6lion  on  his  judgment-',  ‘when  ‘we  take  care  to  inform 
the  publick,  that  there  are  fe‘W  Letters  of  his  in  this  collec- 
tion,‘which  ‘were  not  ‘written  under  t‘wenty  years  of  age:  on 
the  other  hand,  ‘we  doubt  not  the  reader  ‘U’ill  be  much  tnore 
fur pr  fed  to  find,  at  that  early  period,  fo  much  ‘variety  of 
fyle,^affe£ling  fentiment,  and  jufnefs  of  criticifm,  in  pieces 
‘which  muf  ha've  been  ‘writ  in  hafe,  'very  fe-w  perhaps  e'ver 
reviev.'id,  and  none  intended  for  the  eye  of  the  publick, 
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CATALOGUE 

OF  THE 

Surreptitious  and  Incorrect  Editions 

O F 

Mr.  POPE^s  LETTERS. 

I.  pAMiLiAR  Letters  to  Henry  Cromwell,  Efq. 

by  Mr,  Pope,  lamo.  Printed  for  Edmund  Curll, 
1727. 

^ [In  tins  are  Ferfes,  etc.  afcribed  to  Mr.  P.  which  were 
not  /j/j.J 

II.  Mr.  Pope’s  Literary  Cprrefpondence  for  thirty  years  ; 
from  1704  to  1734.  Being  a CoHeftion  of  Letters 
which  palled  between  him  and  feveral  eminent  per- 
fons.  Printed  for  E.  Curll,  8»,  1735.  Two  editions. 
— The  fame  in  1 2mo,  with  cuts.  The  third  edition. 

[Thefe  contain  feveral  Letters  not  genuine.'] 

III.  Mr.  Pope’s  Literary  Correfpondence,  Vol.II.  Print- 
ed for  the  fame,  8”,  1735*  volume  are  no 

Letters  of  Mr.  Pope’s,  but  a few  of  thofe  to  Mr. 
Cromwell  reprinted ; nor  any  to  him,  but  one  faid  to 
be  Bifhop  Atterbury’s,  and  anodier  in  that  Bifliop’s 
name,  certainly  not  his  : One  or  two  Letters  from  St. 
Omer’s,  advertifed  of  Mr.  Pope,  but  which  proved  to 
be  only  concer7iing  him ; fome  fcandalous  Refleftions  of 
one  Le  Neve  on  the  Legiflature,  Courts  of  Juftice, 
and  Church  of  England,  pag.  1 16,  1 1 7.  and  the  Divi- 
nity of  Chrifl  exprefsly  denied,  in  pag.  123, 124.  With 
fome  fcandalous  Anecdotes,  and  a Narrative.] 

The  fame  in  duodecimo. 

IV.  Mr.  Pope’s  Literary  Correfpondence,  Vol. III.  Print- 
ed for  E.  Curll,  8°,  1735.  is  onlj  one  Letter 
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A CATALOGUE,  etc. 

by  Mr.  Pope  to  the  Dutchefs  of  Buckingham,  which 
the  Publifher  fome  way  procured  and  printed  againft 
her  order.  It  alfo  contains  four  Letters,  intitled,  Mr. 
Pope’s  to  Mifs  Blount,  which  are  literally  taken  from 
an  old  Tranflation  of  Voiture’s  to  Mad.  Rambouillet.] 
I’he  fame  in  duodecimo. 

V.  Mr.  Pope’s  Literary  Correfpondence,  Vol.  IV . P tint- 
ed by  the  fame,  contains  not  one  Letter  of  tliis  Author. 
The  fame  in  duodecimo. 

VI.  Mr.  Pope’s  Literary  Correfpondence,  Vol.  V.  con- 
taining only  one  Letter  of  Mr.  P . and  another  of  the 
Lord  B.  with  a fcandalous  Preface  of  Curll’s,  how 
he  could  come  at  more  of  their  Letters,  8°,  printed 
for  the  fame,  1736. 

VII.  Letters  of  Mr.  Pope  and  feveral  Eminent  Perlbns.v 
Vol.  I.  from  1705  to  1711.  Printed  and  fold  by  the 
bookfellers  of  London  and  Weftminfter,  8°,  1735* 

The  fame,  Vol.  II.  from  17 ii,  etc.  Printed  and 

fold  by  the  bookfellers  of  London  and  Wellminfler, 
8®,  1735. — The  fame  in  lamo,  with  a Narrative. 

VIII.  Letters  of  Mr.  Pope  and  feveral  Eminent  Perfons. 
From  1705  to  1735*  Printed  and  fold  by  the  book-~ 
fellers  of  London  and  Weilmiiifter,  lamo,  1735. 

[This  edition  is  faid,  in  the  title  to  contain  ?nore. 
Letters  than  any  other,  but  contains  only  Two,  faid 
to  be  the  Bilhop  of  RocheEer’s,  and  printed  befoi'e 
by  CurlL] 

IX.  Letters  of  Mr.  Pope  and  feveral  Eminent  Perfons. 
From  the  year  1705  to  1735.  Vol.  I.  and  Vol.  R. 
Printed  for  T.  Cooper,  at  the  Globe  in  Pater-nofter 
Row,  1735,  izmo. 

[In  this  was  inferted  the  Forged  Letter  from  the 
BiJhop  of  Rochefter,  and  fome  other  things  unknown 
to  Mr.  Pope.] 
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prefixed  to 
TheFirfbGENuiNE  Edition  in  Quarto,  17 37. 

J F what  is  here  oiFered  to  the  Reader  Ihould  happen  in 
any  degree  to  pleafe  him,  the  thanks  are  not  due  to 
the  Author,  but  partly  to  his  friends,  and  partly  to  his 
enemies  : it  was  wholly  owing  to  the  alFedion  of  the. 
former,  that  fo  many  Letters,  of  which  he  never  kept 
copies,  were  preferved ; and  to  the  malice  of  the  latter, 
that  they  were  produced  in  this  manner. 

^ He  had  been  very  difagreeably  ufed,  in  the  publica- 
tion of  fome  Letters  written  in  his  youth,  which  fell  into 
tiie  hands  of  a woman  who  printed  them,  without  his 
or  his  correfpondent’s  confent,  in  1727.  This  treatment, 
and  the  apprehenfion  of  more  of  the  fame  kind,  put 
him  upon  recalling  as  many  as  he  could  from  thofe  who 
he  imagined  had  kept  any.  He  was  forty  to  find  the 
number  fo  great,  but  immediately  lelfened  it  by  burn- 
ing three  parts  in  four  of  them : the  reft  he  fpared, 
Jiot  m any  preference  of  their  ftyle  or  writing,  but 
merely  as  they  preferved  the  memory  of  fome  friend- 
fliips  which  will  ever  be  dear  to  him,  or  fet  in  a true 
light  fome  matters  of  fadl,  from  which  the  fcribblers  of 
the  times  had  taken  occafion  to  afperfe  either  his  friends 
or  himfelf.  He  therefore  laid  by  the  Originals,  toge- 
ther with  thofe  of  his  correfpondents,  and  caufed  a copy 
to  be  taken  to  depofit  in  the  library  of  a noble  friend  ; 
that  in  cafe  either  of  the  revival  of  llanders,  or  the  pub- 
lication of  furreptitious  Letters,  during  his  life  or  after^ 
a proper  ufe  might  be  made  of  them. 
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The  next  year,  the  pofthumous  works  of  Mr.  Wy- 
cherley were  printed,  in  a way  difreputable  enough  to 
his  memory.  It  was  thought  a juftice  due  to  him,  to 
Ihew  the  world  his  better  judgment;  and  that  it  was 
his  laft  refolution  to  have  fuppreffed  thofe  poems.  As 
fome  of  the  Letters  which  had  paffed  between  him  and 
our  author  cleared  that  point,  they  were  publifhed  m 
1729,  with  a few  marginal  notes  added  by  a friend. 

If  in  thefe  Letters,  and  in  thofe  which  were  printed 
without  his  confent,  there  appear  too  much  of  a juve- 
nile ambition  of  wit,  or  affedlation  of  gaiety,  he  may 
reafonably  hope  it  will  be  confidered  to  and  at 

nvhat  age,  he  was  guilty  of  it,  as  well  as  how  foon  it 
was  over.  The  reft,  every  judge  of  writmg  will  fee, 
were  by  no  means  efforts  of  the  genius,  but  emanations 
of  the  heart : and  this  alone  may  induce  any  candid 
reader  to  believe  their  publication  an  adl  of  necellity, 

rather  than  of  vanity. 

It  is  notorious  how  many  volumes  have  been  pub- 
liftied  under  the  title  of  his  correfpondence,  with  pro- 
mifes  ftill  of  more,  and  open  and  repeated  offers  of  en- 
couragement to  all  perfons  who  fliould  fend  any  letters 
of  his  for  the  prefs.  It  is  as  notorious  what  methods 
were  taken  to  procure  them,  even  from  the  publifher’s 
own  accounts  in  his  Prefaces,  viz.  by  tranfadling  with 
people  in  neceflides  *,  or  of  abandoned  -f-  charadlers,  or 
fuch  as  dealt  without  names  in  the  % dark.  Upon  a 
quarrel  with  one  of  thefe  laft,  he  betrayed  himfelf  fb 
far,  as  to  appeal  to  the  Publick  in  Narratives  and  Ad- 
vertifements : like  that  Irlfh  highwayman  a few  years 
before,  who  preferred  a bill  againft  his  companion,  for 

• Sec  the  Preface  to  vol.  I.  of  a Book  called  Mr.  Pope’s  Literary 
Correfpondence. 

I-  Poftfeript  to  the  Preface  to  vol.  iv. 

J Narrative  and  Anecdotes  before  vol.  Ii» 
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not  fharing  equally  in  the  money,  rings,  and  watches, 
they  had  traded  forinpartnerfhip  upon  Ho  unflow-heath. 

Several  have  been  printed  in  his  name  which  he  never 
writ,  and  addrefled  to  perfons  to  whom  they  never  were 
written  * : counterfeited  as  from  Bilhop  Atterbury  to 
him,  which  neither  that  Bifliop  nor  he  ever  faw  -f- ; and 
advertifed  even  after  that  period  when  it  was  made  fe- 
lony to  correfpond  with  him. 

I know  not  how  it  has  been  this  Author’s  fate,  whom 
both  his  fltuation  and  his  temper  have  all  his  life  ex- 
cluded from  rivalling  any  man,  in  any  pretenflon  (ex- 
cept that  of  pleaflng  by  poetry),  to  have  been  as  much 
afperfed  and  written  at,  as  any  Firll  Minifter  of  his 
time  : pamphlets  and  news-papers  have  been  full  of 
him,  nor  was  it  there  only  that  a private  man,  who  never 
troubled  either  the  world  or  common  converfation 
with  his  opinions  of  Religion  or  Government,  has  been- 
reprefented  as  a dangerous  member  of  Society,  a bigot- 
ted  Papift,  and  an  Enemy  to  the  Eftablifliment.  The 
unwarrantable  publication  of  his  Letters  hath  at  leaft 
done  him  this  (ervice,  to  Ihew  he  has  conllantly  enjoy- 
ed the  friendfliip  of  worthy  men ; and  that  if  a cata- 
logue were  to  be  taken  of  his  friends  and  his  enemies^ 
he  needs  not  to  blulh  at  either.  Many  of  them  having 
been  written  on  the  moft  trying  occurrences,  and  all  in 
the  opennefs  of  friendfhip,  are  a proof  what  were  his 
Teal  fentiments,  as  they  flowed  warm  from  the  heart, 
and  frelh  from  the  occaflon ; without  the  leaft  thought 
that  ever  the  world  Ihould  be  witnefs  to  them.  Had 
he  fat  down  with  a defign  to  draw  his  own  pifture,  he 

* In  Vol.  iii.  Letters  from  Mr.  Pope  to  Mrs.  Blount,  &c. 

f Vol.  H.  of  the  fame,  8vo,  p.  20.  and  at  the  end  of  the  Edi- 
tion of  his  Letters  in  izmo,  by  the  bookfellers  of  London  and  Weft- 
minfter  j and  of  the  laid  Edition  in  izmo,  printed  for  T.  Cooper, 
*735* 
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could  not  have  done  it  fo  truly ; for  whoever  fits  for  it 
(whether  to  himfelf  or  another)  wiU  inevitably  find  the 
features  more  compofed,  than  his  appear  in  the  e ^ 
ters.  But  if  an  author’s  hand,  like  a painter  s,  be 
more  diftinguilkable  in  a flight  (ketch  than  m a fi^ed 
pidure,  this  very  carelelTnefs  will  make  them  the  better 
known  from  fuch  counterfeits,  as  have  been,  and  may 
be  imputed  to  him,  either  through  a mercenary  or  a 
malicious  defign. 

We  hope  it  is  needlefs  to  fay,  he  is  not  accountable 
for  feveral  palTages  in  the  furreptitious  editions  of  thofe 
Letters,  which  are  fuch  as  no  man  of  common  fenle 
would  have  publilhed  himfelf.  The  errors  of  the 
prefs  were  almoft  innumerable,  and  could  not  but  be 
extremely  multiplied  in  fo  many  repeated^  editions,  by 
the  avarice  and  negligence  of  piratical  printers,  to  not  ^ 
one  of  whom  he  ever  gave  the  lead  title,  or  any  other 
encouragement  than  that  of  not  profecuting  them. 

For  the  Chafms  in  the  correfpondence,  we  had  not 
the  means  to  fupply  them,  the  Author  having  deftroyed 
too  many  Letters  to  prefer ve  any  Series.  Nor  would  , 
he  go  about  , to  amend  them,  except  by  the  omiflion  of 
fome  palTages,  improper,  or  at  lead  impertinent,  to  be 
divulged  to  the  Publick  i or  of  fuch  entiie  Letters,  as  > 
were  either  not  his,  or  not  approved  of  by  him. 

He  has  been  very  fparing  of  thofe  of  his  Friends, 
and  thought  it  a refped  Ihown  to  their  memory,  to  fup.-  • 
prefs  in  particular  fuch  as  were  mod  in  his  favour.  As 
it  is  not  to  Vanity  but  to  Friendjhip  that  he  intends  this 
Monument,  he  would  fave  his  enemies  the  mortification  ,i 
of  Ihowing  any  further  how  well  their  Betters  have 
thought  of  him  : and  at  tlie  fame  time  fecure  from  tlicit 
cenfure  his  living  Friends,  who  (he  promifes  them) 
(hall  never  be  put  to  the  blufti,  this  way  at  lead,,  for 
their  partiality  to  him. 
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Buthowever  this  Colleftion  may  be  received,  we  cannot 
but  lament  the  Caufe,  and  the  NeceJJity  of  fuch  a pubHca- 
tion,  and  heartily  wifh  no  honeft  man  may  be  reduced  to 
the  fame.  To  date  the  cafe  fairly  in  the  prefent  fitua- 
tion.  A Bookfeller  advertifes  his  intention  to  publilh 
your  Letters : he  openly  promifes  encouragement,  or 
even  pecuniary  rewards,  to  thofe  who  wiU  help  him  to 
any ; and  engages  to  infer t whatever  they  fhall  fend. 
Any  fcandal  is  fure  of  a reception,  and  any  enemy  who 
lends  it  fcreened  from  a difcovery.  Any  domeftic  or 
lervant,  who  can  fnatch  a letter  from  your  pocket  or 
cabinet,  is  encouraged  to  that  vile  praftice.  If  the 
quantity  falls  Ihort  of  a volume,  any  tiling  elfe  lhall 
be  joined  with  it  (more  efpeciaUy  fcandal)  which  the 
colleftor  can  think  for  his  Intereft,  aU  recommended 
under  your  Name : you  have  not  only  Theft  to  fear,  but 
Forgery.  Any  Bookfeller,  tho’  confcious  in  what  man- 
ner they  were  obtained,  not  caring  what  may  be  the 
confequence  to  your  Fame  or  Qmet,  will  fell  and  dif- 
perfe  them  in  town  and  country.  The  better  your  Re- 
putation is,  the  more  your  name  will  caufe  them  to  be 
demanded,  and  confequently  the  more  you  will  be  in- 
jured. The  injury  is  of  fuch  a nature,  as  the  Law 
(which  does  not  punilh  for  Intentions')  cannot  prevent; 
and  when  done,  may  punifh,  but  not  redrefs.  You  are 
therefore  reduced,  either  to  enter  into  a perfonal  treaty 
with  fuch  a man  (which  tho’  the  readied,  is  the  meaned 
of  all  methods),  or  to  take  fuch  other  meafures  to  fup- 
pref#  them,  as  are  contrary  to  your  inclination,  or  to 
publifli  them,  as  are  contrary  to  your  moded^  Uther- 
wife  your  fame  and  your  property  fulfer  alike ; you  are 
at  once  expofed  and  plundered.  As  an  Author y you  are 
deprived  ofthat  power,  which  above  all  others  conditutes 
a good  one,  the  power  of  rejedling,  and  the  right  of 
judging  for  yourfelf,  what  pieces  it  may  be  mod  ufeful. 
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entertaining,  or  reputable  to  publifh,  at  the  time  and 
in  the  manner  you  think  bell.  As  a Marty  you  are  de- 
prived of  the  right  even  over  your  own  fentiments,  of  the 
privilege  of  every  human  creature  to  divulge  or  con- 
ceal them  ; of  the  advantage  of  your  fecond  thoughts ; 
and  of  all  the  benefit  of  your  prudence,  your  candour, 
or  your  modefly.  As  a Member  of  Society,  you  are  yet 
more  injured;  your  private  condudl,  your  domeflic 
concerns,  your  family  fecrets,  your  paffions,  your  ten- 
demeffes,  your  weaknefies,  are  expofed  to  the  Mifcon- 
ftruftion  or  Refentment  of  fome,  to  the  Cenfure  or 
Impertinence  of  the  whole  world.  The  printing  pri- 
vate letters  in  fuch  a manner,  is  the  word  fort  of  be- 
traying Converfatiort,  as  it  has  evidently  the  mod  ex- 
tenfive,  and  the  mod  lading,  ill  confequences.  It  is 
the  highed  offence  againd  Society,  as  it  renders  the  mod 
dear  and  intimate  intercourfe  of  friend  with  friend,  and 
the  mod  neceffary  commerce  of  man  with  man,  un- 
fafe,  and  to  be  dreaded.  To  open  Letters  is  edeemed 
the  greated  breach  of  honour ; even  to  look  into  them 
already  opened  or  accidentally  dropt,  is  held  an  unge- 
nerous, if  not  an  immoral  a<d.  What  then  can  be 
thought  of  the  procuring  them  merely  by  Fraud,  and 
the  printing  them  merely  for  Lucre We  cannot  but 
conclude  every  honed  man  will  mfh,  that,  if  the  Laws 
have  as  yet  provided  no  adequate  remedy,  one  at  lead 
may  be  found,  to  prevent  fo  great  and  growing  an 
evil. 


LETTERS 

O F 

Mr.  POPE, 

AND 
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Quo  Defiderio  veteres  revocamus  Amores. 
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Mr.  WYCHERLEY*, 


From  the  Year  1704  to  1710. 


LETTER  I. 

Binfield  in  Windfor  Foreji,  Dec.  26,  1704  f . 

IT  was  certainly  a great  fatisfaiflion  to  me  to  fee  and 
converfe  with  a man,  whom  in  his  writings  I had 
fo  long  known  with  pleafure ; but  it  was  a high  ad- 
dition to  it,  to  hear  you,  at  our  very  firfl:  meeting, 
doing  juftice  to  your  dead  friend  Mr.  Dryden.  I was  not 
fo  happy  as  to  know  him  : Virgilium  tantum  ‘vidi.  Had 
I been  bom  early  enough,  I muft  have  known  and  loved 
him  ; Fori  have  been  allured,  not  only  by  yourfelf,  but 
by  Mr.  Congreve  and  Sir  William  Trumbul,  that  his  • 

* If  one  were  to  judge  of  this  fet  of  Letters,  by  the  manner  of 
thinking  and  turn  of  expreflion,  one  fhould  conclude  they  had  been 
all  mif-titled  j and  that  the  letters  given  to  the  boy  of  fixteen,  wen* 
written  by  the  man  of  feventy,  and  fo  on  the  contrary : fuch  fober 
fenfe,  fuch  gravity  of  manners,  and  fo  much  judgment  and  .know- 
ledge ot  compofition,  enlivened  with  the  fprightlinefs  of  manly  wit, 
diftinguilh  thofe  of  Mr.  Pope  ; while,  on  the  other  hand,  a childifli 
jealoufy,  a puerile  affeftation,  an  attention  and  lying  at  catch  for 
tu:  rs  and  points,  together  with  a total  ignorance  and  contempt  of 
order,  of  method,  and  of  all  relation  of  the  parts  to  one  another  to 
compofe  a reafonable  whole,  maltc  up  the  charafter  of  thofe  of  Mr. 
Wycherley. 

f The  Author’s  age  then  fixteau 
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perfonal  cjuulities  were  as  amiable  as  his  poetical,  not- 
withftanding  the  many  libellous  mifreprefentations  of 
them,  againll  which  the  former  of  tllefe  Gentlemen  has 
told  me  he  will  one  day  vindicate  him  * . I fuppofe  thofe 
injuries  were  begun  by  the  violence  of  Party,  but  ’tis 
no  doubt  they  were  continued  by  envy  at  his  fuccefs 
and  fame.  And  thofe  Scriblers  who  attacked  him  in 
his  latter  times,  were  only  like  gnats  in  a fummer’s 
evening,  which  are  never  very  troublefome  but  in  the 
finefi:  and  moft  glorious  feafon ; for  his  fire,  like  the 
•fun’s,  Ihined  cleared  towards  its  fettin^. 

You  muft  not  therefore  imagine,  that  when  you  told 
me  my  own  performances  were  above  thofe  Criticks,  I 
was  fo  vain  as  to  believe  it ; and  yet  I may  not  be  fo 
humble  as  to  think  myfelf  quite  below  their  notice. 
For  criticks,  as  they  are  birds  of  prey,  have  ever  a na- 
tural inclination  to  carrion : and  though  fuch  poor  wri- 
ters as  I are  but  beggars,  no  beggar  is  fo  poor  butdie 
can  keep  a cur,  and  no  author  is  fo  beggarly  but  he 
can  keep  a critick.  I am  far  from  thinking  die  attacks 
of  fuch  people  either  any  honour  or  difhonour  even  to 
me,  much  lefs  to  Mr.  Dryden.  I agree  with  you, 
that  whatever  lefler  Wits  have  rifen  fince  his  death,  arc 
but  like  ftars  appearing  when  the  fun  is  fet,  that  tivinkle 
only  in  his  abfence,  and  with  the  rays  they  have  bor- 
rowed from  him.  Our  wit  (as  you  call  it)  is  but  re- 
fleftion  or  imitation,  therefore  fcarce  to  be  called  ours. 
True  Wit,  I believe,  may  be  defined  a juftnefs  of  thought, 
and  a facility  of  expreffion ; or  (in  the  midwives 
phrafe)  a perfedl  conception,  with  an  eafy  delivery. 
However,  this  is  far  from  a complete  definition;  pray 
help  me  to  a better,  as  I doubt  not  you  can. 

I am,  etc. 

* He  fince  did  fo,  In  his  Dedication  to  the  Duke  of  Newcaftlc, 
prefixed  to  the  duodecimo  Edition  of  Drj’dcn’s  Plays,  1717. 
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letter  II. 

From  Mr.  Wycherley. 

Jan.  25,  1704-5* 

T HAVE  been  fo  bufy  of  late  in  correfling  and  tran- 
^ fcribing  fbme  of  my  madrigals  for  a great  , man  or 
Avo  who  delired  to  fee  them,  that  I have  ^ (with  yoilr 
Dardon)  omitted  to  return  you  an  anEver  to  your  moll 
jigenious  letter  : fo  fcriblers  to  the  publick,  like  bank- 
:rs  to  the  publick,  are  profufe  in  their  voluntary  loans 
;o  it,  whilft  they  forget  to  pay  their  more  private  and 
particular,  as  more  juft  debts,  to  their  beft  and  neareft 
friends.  However,  I hope,  you  who  have  as  much  good 
nature  as  good  fenfe  (fince  they  generally  are  compa- 
nions), will  have  patience  with  a debtor  who  has  an  in- 
clination to  pay  you  his  obligations,  if  he  had  where- 
withal ready  about  him ; and  in  the  mean  time  ftiould 
cenfider,  when  you  have  obliged  me  beyond  my  prefent 
power  of  returning  the  favour,  that  a debtor  may  be. 
1 an  honeft  man,  if  he  but  intends  to  be  juft  when  he  is 
able,  though  late.  But  I Ihould  be  lefs  juft  to  you,  the 
more  I thought  I could  make  a return  to  fo  much  pro- 
fufenefs  of  Wit  and  Humanity  together  : which  though 
diey  feldom  accompany  each  other  in  other  men,  are 
in  you  fo  equally  met,  I know  not  in  which  you  moil 
i abound.  But  fo  much  for  my  opinion  of  you,  which 
is,  that  your  Wit  and  Ingenuity  is  equalled  by  nothing 
but  your  Judgment,  or  Modefty,  which  (though  it  be 
to  pleafe  myfelf)  I muft  no  more  offend,  than  I can  do 
either  right. 

Therefore  I will  fay  no  more  now  of  them,  than  that 
your  good  wit  never  forfeited  your  good  judgment,  but 
in  your  partiality  to  me  and  mine ; fo  that  if  it  were 
-pofTible  for  a hardened  fcribler  to  be  vainer  than  he  is, 
' what  you  write  of  me  would  make  me  more  conceited 


6 


LETTERS  TO  AND 

than  what  I fcrible  myfelf : yet,  I mufl  confefs,  I ought 
to  be  more  humbled  by  your  praife  than  exalted,  which 
commends  my  little  fenfe  with  fo  much  more  of  yours, 
that  I am  dilparaged  and  difheartened  by  your  com- 
mendations; who  give  me  an  example  of  your  wit  in 
the  firft  part  of  your  letter,  and  a definition  of  it  in  the 
lad;  to  make  writing  well  (that  is,  like  you)  more 
difficult  to  me  than  ever  it  was  before.  Thus  the  more' 
great  and  jufi:  your  example  and  definition  of  wit  are, 
the  lefs  I am  capable  to  follow  them.  Then  the  bell 
way  of  ffiewing  my  judgment,  after  having  feen  how 
you  write,  is  to  leave  off  writing ; and  the  bell  way  to 
ffiew  my  friendffiip  to  you,  is  to  put  an  end  to  your 
trouble,  and  to  conclude 

Yours,  etc. 


LETTER  III. 

March  25,  1705.  - 
write  to  you,  I forefee  a long  letter,  and 
ought  to  beg  your  patience  before-hand;  for  if 
it  proves  the  longed:,  it  will  be  of  courfe  the  word:  I 
have  troubled  you  with.  Yet  to  exprefs  my  gratitude 
at  large  for  your  obliging  letter,  is  not  more  my  duty 
than  my  intered,  as  fome  people  will  abundantly  thank 
you  for  one  piece  of  kindnefs,  to  put  you  in  mind  of 
bedowing  another.  The  more  favourable  you  are  to 
me,  the  more  didinftly  I fee  my  faults  ; Spots  and  ble- 
miffies,  you  know,  are  never  fo  plainly  difcovered  as  in 
the  brighted  funfhine.  Thus  I am  mortified  by  thofe ' 
commendations  which  were  defigned  to  encourage  me  : 
for  praife  to  a young  wit,  is  like  rain  to  a tender  flow’er ; 
if  it  be  moderately  bedowed,  it  chears  and  revives ; but  - 
if  too  laviffily,  overcharges  and  depreffes  him.  Mod  ' 
men  in  years,  as  they  are  generally  difcouragers  of  ' 
youth,  are  like  old  trees,  that,  being  pad  bearing  them-  ■ 
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felves,  will  fufFer  no  young  plants  to  flourifli  beneath' 
them  ; but,  as  if  it  were  not  enough  to  have  outdone 
all  your  coevals  in  wit,  you  will  excel  them  in  good- 
aature  too.  As  for  my  green  elTays  *,  if  you  find  any 
pleafure  in  them,  it  mull:  be  fuch  as  a man  naturally 
rakes  in  obferving  the  firft  Ihoots  and  buddings  of  a tree 
• .vhich  he  has  raifed  himfelf : and  it  is  impoflible  they 
ihpuld  be  efteemed  any  otherwife,  than  as  we  value 
rruits  for  being  early,  which  neverthelefs  are  the  mofi: 
nfipid,  and  the  worll  of  the  year.  In  a word,  I mull; 
?lame  you  for  treating  me  with  fo  much  compliment, 
vhich  is  at  bell  but  the  fmoke  of  friendlhip.  I nei- 
her  write,  nor  converfe  with  you,  to  gain- your  praife, 
Dut  your  affedlion.  Be  fo  much  my  friend  as  to  appear 
ny  enemy,  and  to  tell  me  my  faults,  if  not  as  a young 
.Vlan,  at  leaft  as  an  unexperienced  Writer. 

I am,  etc. 


LETTER  IV. 

From  Mr.  Wycherley. 

, March  29,  1705. 

^ o u R letter  of  the  twenty-fifth  of  March  I have 
received,  which  was  more  welcome  to  me  than 
ny  thing  could  be  out  of  the  country,  tho’  it  were  one’s 
ent  due  that  day ; and  I can  find  no  fault  with  it,  but 
hat  It  charges  me  with  want  of  fincerity,  or  jullice,  for 
ivmg  you  your  due  ; who  fhould  not  let  your  modelly 
c m unjull  to  your  merit,  as  to  rejed  what  is  due  to 
, and  call  that  compliment,  which  is  fo  fiiort  of  your 
e ert,  that  n is  rather  degrading  than  exalting  you. 
ut  ,f  compliment  be  the  fmoke  only  of  friendlhip  (as 
ou  fay)  however,  you  mull  allow  there  is  no  fmoke  but 

* Hia  Piihorals,  written  at  fixtecn  years  of  age. 
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there  is  fome  fire ; and  as  the  facrifice  of  incenfc  offered 
to  the  Gods  would  not  have  been  half  fo  fweet  to  others, 
if  it  had  not  been  for  its  fmoke  ; fo  friendlhip,  like 
love,  cannot  be  without  fome  incenfe,  to  perfume  the 
name  it  would  praife  and  immortalize.  But  fmce  you 
fay  you  do  not  write  to  me  to  gain  my  praife,  but  my 
affeftion,  pray  how  is  it  polTible  to  have  the  one  with- 
out the  other?  we  mull  admire  before  we  love.  You 
affirm,  you  would  have  me  fo  much  your  friend  as  to 
appear  your  enemy,  and  find  out  your  faults  rather  than 
your  perfedlions;  but  (my  friend)  that  would  be  fohard 
to  do,  that  I,  who  love  no  difficulties,  can’t  be  per- 
fuaded  to  it.  Befides,  the  vanity  of  a fcribler  is  fuch, 
that  he  will  never  part  with  his  own  judgment  to  gra- 
tify another’s ; efpecially  when  he  mull  take  pains  to 
do  it ; and  though  I am  proud  to  be  of  your  opinion, 
when  you  talk  of  any  thing  or  man  but  yourlelf,  I can- 
not fuffer  you  to  murder  your  fame  with  your  own 
hand,  without  oppofing  you;  efpecially  when  you  fay 
your  laft  letter  is  the  worft  (fmce  the  longeft)  you  have 
favoured  me  with ; which  I therefore  think  the  bed, 
as  the  longeft  life  (if  a good  one)  is  the  beft ; as  it  yields 
the  more  variety,  and  is  the  more  exemplary;  as  a 
cbearful  fummer’s  day,  though  longer  than  a dull  one 
in  the  winter,  is  lefs  tedious  and  more  entertaining. 
Therefore  let  but  your  friendlhip  be  like  your  letter, 
as  lafting  as  it  is  agreeable,  and  it  can  never  be  tc- 
ilious,  but  more  acceptable  and  obliging  to 

Yours,  etc. 


FROM  Mr.  WYCHERLEY. 


9 


L E T T E R V. 

From  Mr.  Wycherlet.  ' 

April  j,  1705. 

J HAVE  received  yours  of  the  fifth,  wherein  your  mo- 
defty  refafes  the  juft  praifes  I give  you,  by  which 
you  lay  claim  to  more,  as  a bilhop  gains  his  bifhopriclc 
by  faying  he  will  not  epifcopate ; but  I muft  confefs, 
wliilft  I difpleafe  you  by  commending  you,  I pleafe 
myfelf:  juft  as  incenfe  is  fvveeter  to  the  offerer  than  the 
deity  to  whom  it  is  offered,  by  his  being  fo  much  above 
it:  For  indeed  every  man  partakes  of  the  praife  he 
gives,  w'hen  it  is  fo  juftly  given. 

As  to  my  inquiry  after  your  intrigues  with  the  Mufes, 
you  may  allow  me  to  make  it,  fince  no  old  man  can 
give  fo  young,  fo  great,  and  able  a favourite  of  theirs, 
jealouly.  I am,  in  my  inquiry,  like  old  Sir  Bernard 
Gaffoign,  who  ufed  to  fay,  that  when  he  was  grown 
too  old  to  have  his  vifits  admitted  alone  by  die  ladies, 
he  always  took  along  with  him  a young  man  to  enfure 
his  w'elcome  to  them ; for  had  he  come  alone  he  had 
been  rejefled,  only  becaufe  his  vifits  were  not  fcanda- 
lous  to  them.  So  I am  (like  an  old  rook,  w’ho  is  ruin- 
ed by  gaming)  forced  to  live  on  the  good  fortune  of 
the  puftiing  young  men,  whofe  fancies  are  fo  vigorous 
that  they  enfure  their  fuccefs  in  their  adventures  with 
the  Mufes,  by  their  ftrength  of  imagination. 

Y our  papers  are  fafe  in  my  cuftedy  (you  may  be  fure) 
from  anyone’s  theft  but  my  own ; for  ’tis  as  dangerous 
to  truft  a fcribler  with  your  wit,  as  a gamefter  ivith  the 
cuftody  of  your  money Jf  you  happen  to  come  to 

town,  you  will  make  it  more  difficult  for  me  to  leai^e 
It,  who  am, 

♦ 

5 Your,  etc. 
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^/r/730,  1705. 

j CANNOT  contend  with  you:  You  muft  give  me 
leave  at  once  to  wave  all  your  compliments,  and  to 
colled  only  this  in  general  from  them,  that  your  defign 
is  to  encourage  me.  But  I feparate  from  all  the  reft 
that  paragraph  or  two,  in  which  you  make  me  fo  warm 
an  offer  of  your  friendfhip.  Were  I poffeffed  of  that, 
it  would  put  an  end  to  all  thofe  fpeeches  with  which 
you  now  make  me  blulh ; and  change  them  to  whole- 
fome  advices,  and  free  fentiments,  which  might  make 
me  wifer  and  happier.  I know  it  is  the  general  opi- 
nion, that  friendftiip  is  beft  contraded  betwixt  perfons 
of  equal  age  ; but  I have  fo  much  intereft  to  be  of 
another  mind,  that  you  muft  pardon  me  if  I cannot 
forbear  telling  you  a few  notions  of  mine,  in  oppolition 
to  that  opinion. 

In  the  firft  place,  ’tis  obfervable,  that  the  love  we 
bear  to  our  friends,  is  generally  caufed  by  our  finding 
the  fame  difpofitions  in  them,  which  we  feel  in  our- 
felves.  This  is  but  felf-love  at  the  bottom : whereas  the 
affedion  betwixt  people  of  different  ages  cannot  well 
be  fo,  the  inclinatiojrs  of  fuch  being  commonly  various. 
The  friendfhip,  of  two  young  men  is  often  occaffoned 
' by  love  of  pleafure  or  voluptuoufnefs,  each  being  de- 
firous  for  his  own  fake  of  one  to  aflift  or  encourage 
him  in  the  courfes  he  purfues ; as  that  of  two  old 
men  is  frequently  on  the  fcore  of  fome  profit,  lucre, 
or  defign  upon  otliers.  Now,  are  a young  man,  who 
is  lefs  acquainted  with  the  ways  of  the  world,  has  in 
all  probability  lefs  of  intereft;  and  an  old  man,  who 
m^  be  weary  of  himfelf,  has,  or  fhould  .have  lefs  of 
felf-love ; fo  the  friendfhip  between  them  is  the  more 
likely  to  be  true,  and  unmixed  with  too  much  felf-regard. 


FROM  Mr.  WYCHERLEY.  n 

One  may  add  to  this,  that  fuch  a friendihip  is  of  greater 
ufe  and  advantage  to  both ; for  the  old  man  will  grow 
gay  and  agreeable  to  pleafe  the  young  one ; and  the 
young  man  more'difcreet  and  prudent  by  the  help  of 
the  old  one ; fo  it  may  prove  a cure  of  thofe  epidemi- 
cal difeafes  of  age  and  youth,  fournefs  and  madnefs. 
I hope  you  will  not  need  many  arguments  to  convince 
you  of  the  poiTibility  of  this ; one  alone  abundantly 
fatishes  me,  and  convinces  to  the  heaft;  which  is, 
that  * young  as  I am,  and  old  as  you  are,  I am  your 
entirely  affectionate,  &c. 


L E T T E R VII. 

23,  1705. 

j SHOULD  believe  myfelf  happy  in  your  good  opinion, 
but  that  you  treat  me  fo  much  in  a llyle  of  com - 
p.iment.  It  hath  been  obferved  of  women,  that  they 
are  more  fubjeft  in  their  youth  to  be  touched  with  va- 
nity than  men,  on  account  of  their  being  generally 
treated  this  way ; but  the  weake/I  women  are  not 
more  weak  than  that  clafs  of  men,  who  are  thouoLt 
to  pique  themfclves  upon  their  Wit.  . The  world 'is 
never  wanting,  wlien  a coxcomb  is  accompliniing;  him- 
felf,  to  help  to  give  him  the  finifhing  droke. 

^ Every  man  is  apt  to  think  his  neighbour  overilocked 
with  vanity,  yet  I cannot  but  fancy  there  are  certain 
times,  when  mo/I  people  are  in  a difpcfition  of  beinr 
informed;  and  ’tis  incredible  what  a va/l  good  a little 
truth  might  do,  fpoken  in  fuch  feafons.  A fmall  alms 
v/ill  do  a great  kindncfs  to  people  in  extreme  ncceflity'. 

Mr.  U ychericy  was  at  this  time  about  fcvciitv  years  old-  Mr 
rope  under  fevcntcen.  ' ^ ^ 

VoL.  V. 


c 


IZ 


LETTERS  TO  AND 


I could  name  an  acquaintance  of  yours,  who  would 
at  this  time  think  himl'elf  more  obliged  to  you  for  the 
information  of  his  faults,-  than  the  confirmation  of 
his  follies.  If  you  would  make  thofe  the  fubjeft  of  a 
letter,  it  might  be  as  long  as  I could  wifh  your  letters 
always  were. 

I do  not  wonder  you  have  hitherto  found  fome  dif- 
ficulty (as  you  arc  pleafed  to  fay)  in  waiting  to  me, 
fince  you  have  always  chofen  the  talk  of  commending 
me  : take  but  the  other  v/ay,  and,  I dare  engage,  you 
will  find  none  at  all. 

As  for  my  Verfes,  'which  you  praife  fo  much,  I may 
truly  fay  they  have  never  been  the  caufe  of  any  vanity 
in  me,  except  what  they  gave  me  when  they  firft  occa- 
lloned  my  acquaintance  with  you.  But  I have  feveral 
times  fince  been  in  danger  of  this  vice;  as  often,  I 
mean,  as  I received  any  letters  from  you.  ’Tis  certain, 
the  greatefl  magnifying  glaffes  in  the  world  are  a man’'s 
own  eyes,  when  they  look  upon  his  own  perfon  ; yet 
even  in  thofe,  I cannot  fancy  myfelf  fo  extremely  like 
Alexander  the  Great,  as  you  would  perfuade  me;  If  I 
muft  be  like  him,  his  you  will  make  me  fo  by  compli- 
menting me  into  a better  opinion  of  myfelf  than  I de- 
ferve  : They  made  him  think  he  was  the  fon  of  Jupiter, 

* and  you  affure  me  I am  a man  of  parts.  But  is  this 
all  you  can  fay  to  my  honour  ? you  faid  ten  times  as 
much  before,  when  you  called  me  your  friend.  After 
ha-Ang  made  n^e  believe,  I pofTeffed  a fhare  in  your  af- 
feftion,  to  treat  me  with  compliments  and  fweet  layings, 
is  like  the  proceeding  with  poor  Sancho  Panca : they 
perfuaded  him  that  he  enjoyed  a great  dominion,  and 
then  gave  him  nothing  to  fubfill  upon  but  wafers  and 
marmalade.  In  our  days  the  greatefl  obligation  you 
can  lay  upon  a Wit,  is  to  make  a Fool  of  him.  For  as 
when  madmen  are  found  incurable,  wife  men  give  them 


FROM  Mr.  WYCHERLEY.  13 

llieir  way,  and  pleafe  tliem  as  well  as  they  can ; To 
when  thofe  incorrigible  things.  Poets,  are  once  irreco- 
verably be-mus’d,  the  bed  way  both  to  quiet  them, 
• and  fecure  yourfelf  from  the  effeds  of  their  frenzy,  is 
to  feed  their  vanity  j which  indeed,  for  the  mod  part, 
is  all  that  is  fed  in  a poet. 

You  may  believe  me,  I could  be  heartily  glad  that 
all  you  fay  were  as  true,  applied  to  me,  as  it  would 
be  to  yourfelf,  for  feveral  weighty  reafons;  but  for 
none  fo  much  as  that  I might  be  to  you  what  you  de- 
ferye ; whereas  I can  now  be  no  more  than  is  confident 
with  the  fmall  though  utmod  capacity  of,  etc. 


LETTER  VUI. 

06?.  26,  1705. 

j have  now  changed  the  feene  from  the  town  to  the 
^country ; from  Will’s  coffee-houfe  to  Windfor-fored. 

. hnd  no  other  difference  than  this,  betwixt  the  com- 
non  town  wits,  and  the  downriglit  country  fools  ; that 
ae  fird  are  pertly  in  the  wrong,  vdth  a little  more 
lourilh  and  gaiety ; and  the  lad  neither  'in  the  ri^ht 
or  the  v/rong,  but  confirmed  in  a dupid  fettled  me- 
ium  bet'Aixt  both,  tlowevyr,  mctiiinks,  thefe  arc 
led  in  the  right,  who  quietly  and  eafily  refign  them- 
|.ves  .ov  er  to  the  gentle  reign  of  dulnefs,  wlffch  tlic 
ys  mult  do  at  lad,  though  after  a"  great  deal  of  noife 
nd  refidance.  Ours  are  a fort  of  moded  inoffenfive 
eopie,  who  neither  luive  fenfe,  nor  pretend  to  any 
ut  enjoy  a jovial  fort  of  dulnefs : They  are  commoni; 
nown  in  the  world  by  the  namc-of  lioned,  civil  gen- 

!n7%  -t  random;  a 

o untmg  bf;,  purfuing  with  carnednefs  and 
izard  fomcthing  not  worth  the  catching ; never  in 
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the  way,  nor  out  of  it.  I can’t  but  prefer  folitude  to 
the  company  of  all  thefe ; for  though  a man’s  felf  m^y 
polTibly  be  the  word:  fellow  to  converfe  with  in  the 
world,  yet  one  would  think  the  company  of  a perfon 
whom  we  have  the  greateft  regard  to  and  alFeftion  for, 
could  not  be  very  unpleafant.  As  a man  in  love  with 
a miftrefs,  defires  no  converfation  but  hers,  fo  a man 
in  love  with  himfelf  (as  moft  men  are)^  may  be  bell: 
pleafed  with  his  own.  Befides,  if  the  trued  and  moft 
ufeful  knowledge  be  the  knowledge  of  ourfelves,  foli- 
tude, conducing  moft  to  make  us  look  into  ourfelves, 
ftiould  be  the  moft  inftrudlive  date  of  life.  We  fee 
nothing  more  commonly,  than  men,  who  for  the  fake 
of  the  circumftantial  part  and  mere  outfide  of  life, 
have  been  half  their  days  rambling  out  of  their  nature, 
and  ought  to  be  fent  into  folitude  to  ftudy  themfelves 
over  again.  People  are  ufually  fpoiled,  inftead  of  be- 
ing taught,  at  their  coming  into  the  world ; whereas, 
by  being  more  converfant  with  Obfcurity,  without  any 
pains,  they  would  naturally  follow  what  they  were 
meant  for.  In  a word,  if  a man  be  a coxcomb.  Soli- 
tude is  his  bed  School;  and  if  he  be  a fool,  it  is  his 
bed  Sanfluary. 

Thefe  are  good  reafons  for  my  own  day  here,  but 
I wifh  I could  give  you  any  for  your  coming  hither, 
except  that  I earneftly  invite  you.  And  yet  I can’t 
help  faying  I have  fuftered  a great  deal  of  difcontent 
that  you  do  not  come,  though  I fo  little  merit  that  you 

ftiould . 

I mud  complain  of  the  ftiortnefs  of  your  lad.  Thofe 
who  have  mod  wit,  li’-ce  thofe  who  have  moft  money, 
are  generally  moft  fparing  of  cither. 


I^ROM  Mr.  WYCHERLEY. 


IS 


letter  IX. 

From  Mr.  Wycherley. 

No%).  5,  1705.- 

\rouRs  of  the  26th  of  October' I have  received,  as  I 
have  always  done  )'-ours,  with  no  little  fatisfadlicn, 
and  am'  proud  to  difcover  by  it,  that  you  find  fault 
with  the  ihortnefs  of  mine,  which  I think  the  befl  ex- 
cufe  for  it : And  tho’  they  (as- you  fay)  who  have  moil 
\\it  or  money  are  moil  {paring  of  eithet;  there  are  fome 
who  appear  poor  to  be  thought  rich,  and  are  poor^ 
which  is  my  cafe.  I cannot  but  rejoice,  that  you  have 
undergone  lb  much  difcontent  for  want  of  my  com- 
pany ; but  if  you  have  a mind  to  punifli  me  for  my  fault 
(which  I could  not  help),-  defer  your  coming  to  town, 
and  you  will  do  it  efFedlually.  But  1 know  your  cha- 
rity always  exceeds  your  revenge,  fo  that  I will  not 
deipair  of  feeing  you,,  and,  in  return  to'.your  intdting 
me  to  your  foreil,  invite  you  to  my  foreil,  the  town  j 
where  the  beails  that  inlmbit,  tame  or  wild,  of  long 
cars,  or  horns,  purfue  one  another  either  out  of  love 
or  hatred.  You  may  have  the  pleafure  to  fee  one  pack 
of  bloodhounds  purfue  another  herd  of  brutes,  to  bring 
hach  other  to  their  fall,  which  is  their  whole  fport  : Or 
if  you  affect  a lefs  bloody  chace,  you  may  fee  a pack 
of  fpaniels,  called  Lovers,  in  a hot  purfuit  of  a two- 
vLven,  who  only  hies  the  whole  loud  pack  to 
be  fingled  out  by  one  dog,  who  runs  mute  to  catch  her 
up  the  fooner  from  the  red,  as  they  are  making  a noife 
to  the  lofs  of  their  game.  In  fine,  this  is  the  time  for 
all  fort  of  fport  in  the  town,  when  thofe  of  the  coun- 
ti  y ceafe  ; tnerefore  leave  your  forefl  of  beads  for  ours 
of  brutes,  called  men,  who  now  in  full  cry  (pack’d  by 
the  court  or  country)  run  down  in  the  houfe  of  com- 
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mons  a deferted  horned  bead  of  the  Court,  to  the  fatiT- 
laohon  of  tlieir  fpeftators : Befides  (more  for  your  di- 
verfion)  you  may  fee  not  only  the  two  great  play-houfes 
Qf  tne  nation,  thofe  of  the  lords  and  commons,  in  dif- 
pute  with  one  another ; but  the  two  other  play-houfes 
in  high  conteft,  becaufe  the  members  of  one  houfe  are 
removed  up  to  t’other,  as  it  is  often  done  by  -he  court 
for  reafons  of  date.  Infomuch  that  the  lower  houfes, 
I mean  the  play-houfes,  are  going  to  aft  tragedies  on 
one  another  without  doors,  and  the  Sovereign  is  put 
to  it  (as  it  often  happens  in  the  other  two  houfes)  to 
filence  one  or  both,  to  keep  peace  between  them.  Now 
1 have  told  you  all  the  news  of  tlie  town. 

I am,  etc. 


L E T T E R X. 

Prom  Mr.  Wycherley. 

Feb.  5,  1705-6.’ 

j HAVE  received  your  kind  Letter,  with  my  paper  ♦ to 
Mr.  Dryden  correfted.  I own  you  have  made  more 
of  it  by  making  it  lefs,  as  the  Dutch  are  faid  to  burn 
half  the  fpices  they  bring  home,  to  inhance  the  price 
of  the  remainder,  fo  to  be  greater  gainers  by  their  lofs 
(which  is  indeed  my  cafe  now).  You  have  prun’d  my. 
fading  laurels  of  fome  fuperfluous,  faplefs,  and  dead 
branches,  to  make  the  remainder  live  the  longer  : 
thus,  like  your  mader  Apollo,  you  are  at  once  a poet 
and  a phyfician. 

Now,  Sir,  as  to  my  impudent  invitation  of  you  to 
the  town,  your  good  nature  was  the  fird  caufe  of  my 
confident  requed ; but  excufe  me,  I mud  (I  fee)  fay  no 

* The  fame  which  was  printed  in  the  year  1717,  in  a m'.fccl- 
lany  of  Bern.  Linfot’s,  and  in  the  pollhumous  works  of  Mr.  Wy- 
cherley. 
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more  upon  this  fubje<R,  fincc  I find  yon  a little  too  nice 
to  be  dealt  freely  with ; tho’  you  have  given  me  fome 
encouragement  to  hope  our  friendfhip  might  be  with- 
out fhynefs,  or  criminal  modelly ; for  a friend,  like  a 
miftrefs,  tho’  he  is  not  to  be  mercenary,  to  be  true,  yet 
ought  not  to  refufe  a friend’s  kindnefs  becaufe  it  is 
fmall  or  trivial : I have  told  you  (I  think)  what  a Spa- 
niih  lady  faid  to  her  poor  poetical  gallant,  that  a 
Queen,  if  fhe  had  to  do  with  a groom,  would  expeft 
a mark  of  his  kindnefs  from  him,  though  it  were  but 
his  curry-comb.  But  you  and  I will  difpute  this  mat- 
ter when  I am  fo  happy  as  to  fee  you  here ; and  per- 
haps ’tis  the  only  difpute  in  which  I might  hope  to 
have  the  better  of  you. 

Now,  Sir,  to  make  you  another  excufe  for  my  bold- 
nefs  in  inviting  you  to  town,  I defign’d  to  leave  with 
you  fome  more  of  my  papers  (fince  thefe  return  fo 
much  better  out  of  your  hands  than  they  went  from 
mine),  for  I intended  (as  I told  you  formerly)  tofpend 
a month  or  fix  weeks,  this  fummer,  near  you  in  the 
countr)\  You  may  be  alTured  there  is  nothing  I defire 
fo  much,  as  an  improvement  of  your  friendfliip. 


L E T T E R XI. 

April  10,  1706. 

Y one  of  your.s  of  the  lafl:  month,  you  defire  me  to 
felecl,  if  poflible,  Ibme  things  from  the  * firfi:  vo- 
lume of  your  Mifcellanies,  which  may  be  alter’d  fo  as 
to  appear  again.  I doubted  your  meaning  in  this ; 
whether  it  was  to  pick  out  the  bed;  of  thofe  verfes  (as 
thofe  on  t’ne  Idlenefs  of  bufinefs,  on  Ignorance,  on  Lazi- 
nefs,  etc.),  to  make  the  method  and  numbers  exa£l,  and 


* Printed  in  folio,  in  the  year  1704. 
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avoid  repetitions?  For  though  (upon  reading  ’em  on 
this  occaiion)  I believe,  they  might  receive  fuch  an 
alteration  with  advantage ; yet  they  would  not  be 
changed  fo  much,  but  any  one  would  know  ’em  for  the 
fime  at  firfl:  fight.  Or  if  you  mean  to  improve  the 
word  pieces  ? which  are  fuch,  as,  to  render  them  very 
good,  v'ould  require  great  addition,  and  almoft  the  en- 
tire new  writing  of  them.  Or,  laftly,  if  you  mean  the 
middle  fort,  as  the  Songs  and  Love-verfes  ? For  thefe- 
w dl  need  only  to  be  fhortened,  to  omit  repetition 
the  words  remaining  very  little  different  from  what 
they  were  before.  Pray  let  me  know  your  mind  in- 
this,  for  I am  utterly  at  a lofs.  Yet  I have  try’d 
what  I could  do  to  fome  of  the  fongs,  and  the  poems 
on  Laiiinefs  and  Ignorance,  but  can’t  (even  in 
own  partial  judgment)  think  my  alterations  much  ta 
the  purpofe.  So  that  I muft  needs  defire  you  would 
^PP^y  yoar  care  wholly  at  present  to  thofe  which  are 
j^et  unpubliflied,  of  which  there  are  more  than  enough 
to  make  a confiderable  volume,  of  full  as  good  ones,, 
nay,  I beliet'e,  of  better  than  any  in  Vol.  I.  wliich 
I could  willt  you  would  defer,  at  leaf!  till  you  have 
fimfhed  thefe  that  are  yet  unprinted. 

I fend  you  a fainple  of  fome  few  of  thefe  : namely,  • 
the  verfes  to  Mr.  W'aller  in  his  old  age;  your  new 
ones  on  the  Duke  of  Marlborough,  and  two  others.  I 
have  done  ail  that  I thoiurht  could  be  of  advantao-e  to  ‘ 

iu  o . 

them  : fome  I have  contracted,  as  we  do  fun-beams,  to 
improve  their  energy  and  force  : feme  I have  taken 
quite  away,  as  we  take  branches  from  a tree,  to  add 
to  the  fruit ; others  I liave  entirely  new  exprefs’d,  and  ' 
turn’d  more  into  poetry.  Donne  (like  one  of  his  fuc-  ‘‘ 
ceffors)  had  infinitely  more  wit  than  he  wanted  verfifi-  ■ 
cation ; for  the  great  dealers  of  wit,  like  thofe  in  trade, 
tiike  lead  pains  to  fet  oft'  their  goods ; while  tlie  haber- 
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daftiers  of  fmall  wit  fpare  for  no  decorations  or  orna- 
ments. You  have  commilTion’d  me  to  paint  your  fhop, 
and  I have  done  my  bed-  to  brufh  you  up  like  your 
neighbours  *.  But  I can  no  more  pretend  to. the  merit 
of  the  produdlion,  than  a midwife  to  the  Anrtues  and 
good  qualities  of  the  child  die  helps  into  the  light. 

The  few  things  I have  entirely  addedy  you  will  ex- 
cufe ; you  may  take  them  lawfully  for  your  own,  be- 
caufe  they  are  no  more  than  fparks  lighted  up  by  your 
fire ; and  you  may  omit  them  at  lad,  if  you  /think 
tliem  but  fquibs  in  your  triumphs. 

I am,  etc. . 


LETTER  XII. 


From . Mr.  Wycherley. 

No^.  1 1,  1707. 

j RECEIVED  yours  of  the  9th  yederday,  which  has 
(like  the  red  of  your  letters)  at  once  pleas’d  and  in- 
drucled  me ; fo  that,  I affure  you,  you  can’  no  more 
write  too  much  to  your  abfent  friends,  than  fpeak  too 
much  to  the  prefent.  This^is  a truth  that  all  men  own 
who  have  either  feen  your  writings,  or  heard  your  dif- 
courfe;  enough  to  make  others  fhow  their  judgm.ent,  in 
ceafing  to  write  or  talk,  efpecially  to  you,  or  in  your 
company.  However,  I fpe.ak  or  write  to  you,  not  to 
picafe  you,  but  myfelfj  dnce  I provoke  your  andvers  j 
wnich,  whild  they  humble  me,  give  me  vanity;  tho’ 
I am  IciTen’d  by  you  even  when  you  commend  me ; 
dnce  you  commend  my  little  fenfe  with  fo  much  more 
of  yours,  that  you  put  me  out  of  countenance,  whild 
)Ou  would  keep  me  in  it.  So  that  you  have  found  a 


ot  Mr  Pope’s  linci.  very  eafy  to  be  difPngul/hcd,  may 
be  found  m tnu  I ofthumous  Editions  of  Wycherley’s  i'ceins  ; par- 
.!>  thofc  in  Sihtude,  on  the  l uLlic,  and  on  dc  Mixed  Life, 
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way  (againft  the  cuftom  of  great  wits)  to  (hew  even 
a great  deal  of  good  nature  with  a great  deal  of  o-ood- 
fenfe. 

I thank  you  for  the  book  you  promis’d  me,  by  w'hich 
I find  you  would  not  only  correft  my  lines,  but  my  life. 

As  to  the  damn’d  verfes  I intrufced  you  with,  I hope 
you  will  let  them  undergo  your  purgatory,  to  fave  them 
from  other  people’s  damning  them;  fince  the  criticks, 
who  are  generally  the  firft  damn’d  in  this  life,  like  the 
damn’d  below,  never  leave  to  bring  thofe  above  them 
under  their  own  circumftances.  I beg  you  to  perufe 
my  papers,  and  feleft  what  you  think  beft  or  mod  to- 
lerable, and  look  over  them  again ; for  I refolve  fud- 
denly  to  print  fome  of  them,  as  a harden’d  old  game- 
fter  will  (in  fpite  of  all  former  ill  ufage  by  fortune)  pufh 
on  an  iU  hand  in  expedlation  of  recovering  himfelf; 
efpecially  fince  I have  fuch  a Croupier  or  Second  to  Hand 
by  me  as  Mr.  Pope. 


LETTER  XIII. 

iVo-x;.  20,  1707. 

M R.  Englefyld  being  upon  his  journey  to  London, 
tells  me  I mud  write  to  you  by  him,  which  I do, 
not  more  to  comply  with  Ids  defire,  than  to  gratify  my 
own ; tho’  I did  it  fo  lately  by  the  melfenger  you  fent 
hither  : I take  it  too  as  an  opportunity  of  fending  you 
the  fair  copy  of  the  poem  * on  Dulnefs,  which  was  not 
then  finifti’d,  and  which  I fliould  not  care  to  hazard  by 
the  common  pod.  Mr.  Englefyld  is  ignorant  of  tlie 
contents,  and  I hope  your  prudence  will  let  him  remain' 
fo,  for  my  fake  no  lefs  than  your  own;  fince  if  you 

* The  original  of  it  in  blots,  and  with  figures  of  the  References  ' 
from  copy  to  copy,  in  Mr.  Pope'’s  hand,  is  yet  extant  among  othcr^ 
luch  Brouillons  of  -Mr.  ■VVycherky'’s  poems,  corrected  by  him.  ' 
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{hould  reveal  any  thing  of  this  nature,  it  would  be  no 
wonder  reports  ihould  be  rais’d,  and  there  are  tnofe  (I 
fear)  who  would  be  ready  to  improve  them  to  my  dif- 
advantagc.  I am  forry  you  told  the  great  mam,  whom 
you  met  in  the  court  of  requefts,  that  your  papers  were 
in  my  hands : no  man  alive  lhall  ever  know  any  fuch 
thing  front  me ; and  I give  you  this  warning  befides, 
that  tho’  yoarfelf  fltould  fay  I had  any  ways  afTifted  you, 
I am  notwitliftanding  refolv’dto  deny  it. 

The  method  of  the  copy  I fend  you  is  very  differ- 
ent from  what  it  was,  and  much  more  regular  for  the 
better  help  of  your  memory,  I deiire  you  to  compare 
it  by  the  figures  in  the  margin,  anfwering  to  the  fame 
in  tivls  letter.  The  poem  is  now  divided  into  four 
parts,  mark’d  with  the  literal  figures  i.  2.  3.  4.  The 
firft  contains  the  Praife  of  Dulnefs,  and  fliews  how  upon 
fcvcral  fuppofitions  it  paffes  for  1.  religion,  2.  philofo- 
phy,  3.  example,  4.  wit,  and  5.  the  caufe  of  wit,  and 
the  end  of  it.  The  fecond  part  contains  the  Advantages 
of  Dulnefs;  ill,  in  bufincfs ; and  adly,  at  Court; 
v/here  the  fimilitudes  of  the  Byafs  of  a bowl,  and  the 
Weights  of  a clock,  are  direfrly  tending  to  the  fubjed, 
tho’  introduced  before  in  a place  where  there  was  no 
mention  made  of  thofe  advantages  (which  was  your 
only  objedion  to  my  adding  them).  The  third  con- 
tains the  Happinefs  of  Dulnefs  in  all  llations,  and  fliews 
iii  a great  many  particulars,  that  it  is  fo  fortunate  as  to 
be  efleem’d  fome  good  quality  or  other  in  all  forts  of 
people  : that  it  is  thought  quiet,  fenfe,  caution,  poiicy, 
prudence,  majelly,  valour,  circumfpedion,  honefty,  etc. 
The  fourth  part  I have  wholly  added,  as  a climax  which 
fums  up  all  the  praife,  advantage,  and  happinefs  of 
Dulnefs  in  a few  words,  and  ftreiigthcns  them  by  the 
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oppofition  of  the  difgrace,  difadvantage,  and  unhap- 
pinefs  of  Wit,  with  which  it  concludes  *. 

Tho’  the  whole  be  as  fhort  again  as  at  firft,  there  is 
not  one  thought  omitted,  but  what  is  a repetition  of 
ometiing  in  your  firft  volume,  or  in  this  very  paper  • 
iome  thoughts  are  contraded,  where  they  feem’d  en- 
compafs’d  vath  too  many  words ; and  fome  new  ex- 
prefs  d,  or  added,  where  I thought  there  wanted  heighf- 
ning  (as_  you’ll  fee  particularly  in  the  Simile  of  the 
C oc  -weights  f ),.and  the  verfification  throughout  is,  I 
eheve,  fuch  as  nobody  can  be  Ihock’d  at.  The  re- 
peated permifiions  you  give  me  of  dealing  freelv  with 
you,  v/ill  (I  hope)  excufe  what  I have  done  : for  if  I 
have  not  fpar’d  you  when  I thought  feverity  would  do 
you  a kindnels,  I-  have  not  mangled  you  where  I 
thought  there  was  no  abfolute  need  of  amputation.  As 
to  particulars,  I can  fatisfy  you  better  when  we  meet ; 

in  the  mean  time  pray  write  to  me  when  you  can,  you 
cannot  too  often. 

lines  Edition;  Some  of  die 

Thus  Dulnefs,  the  fafe  opiate  of  the  mind, 

The  lall  kind  refuge  weary  Wit  can  find  j 

“ Fit  for  all  ftations,  and  in  each  content. 

Is  fatisfy’ d,  fecure,  and  innocent ; < 

No  pains  it  takes,  and  no  offence  it  gives, 

Unfear  d,  unhated,  undifturb’d  it  lives,”  etc.- 
It  was  orig^inally  thus-exprefs’d  ; 

“ As  Clocks  run  fafiefi  when  moft  lead  is  on,”  , 

in  a Letter  of  Mr.  Pope  to  Mr.  Wycherley,  dated  April  170c 

and  in  a paper  of  verfes  of  his.  To  the  Author  of  a poem  callect 

ni  a mifcellany  in  1712,  thiee  vears  before 
Mr.  Wjeher  ey  died,  and  two  after  he  had  laid  afide'  the  whole  ■ 
defign  of  publifhing  any  poems. 

t Thefe  two  fimilies  of  the  Byofs  of  a Bonol,  and  the  Wd^hti  of 
a Llock,  \vere  at  length  put  into  the  firll  book  of  the  Duttciari.  And 

fcbfhmcnt  hiilo/y  of  tlicir  birth,  fortunes,  and  final  efia- 
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LETTER  XIV. 

From  Mr.  W^'cherley.- 

No-v.  22,  1707.- 
may  fee  by  my  ftyle,  I had  the  happinefs  and 
fatisfaflion  to  receive  yefterday,  by  the  hands  of 
Mr.  Englef'yld,  your  extreme  kind  and  obliging  letter 
of  the  20th  of  this  month;  which,  like  all  the  red  of 
yours,  did  rt  once  mortify  me,  and  make  me  vain ; Tince 
it  tells  me  with  fo  much  more  wdt,  fenfe,  and  kindnefs 
than  mine  can  exprefs,  that  my  letters  are  always  wel- 
come to  you.  So  that  even  v/hile  your  kindnefs  invites 
me  to  write  to  you,  your  wit  and  judgment  forbid  me; 
dnee  I may  return  you  a letter,  but  never  an  anfwer.- 
Now,  as  for  my  owning  your  aflidanceto  me,  in  over- 
looking my  unmufical  numbers,-  and  hardier  fenfe,  and 
correcting  them  both  with  your  genius,  or  judgment; 

I mud  tell  you  I always  own  it  (in  fpite  of  your  un- 
poetick  modedy),  who  would  do  with  your  friendfnip  as 
your  charity ; conceal  yem  bounty  to  magnify  the  ob- 
ligation ; and  even  whild  you  lay  on  your  friend  the 
favour,  acquit  him  of  the  debt ; but  that  lhall  not  ferve 
your  turn;  I will  always  own  ’tis  my  infallible  Pope 
has,  or  would  redeem  me  from  a poetical  damning, 
the  fecond  time ; and  fave  my  rhimes  from  being  con- 
demned to  the  Criticks  flames  to  all  eternity ; but  (by 
the  faith  you  profefs)  you  know  your  works  of  fupere- 
rogation,  transferr’d  upon  an  humble,  acknowledging 
fmner,  may  fave  even  him  : having  good  works  enough 

of  your  own  befides,to  enfure  yours,  and  their  immor- 
tality. 

And  now  for  the  pains  you  have  taken  to  recom- 
mend my  Dulnefs,  by  making  it  more  methodical,  l' 
gii  e \ ou  a thoufand  thanks ; fince  true  and  natural  Dui- 
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nefs  is  lEewn  more  by  its  pretence  to  form  and  method, 
as  the  fprightlinefs  of  wit  by  its  defpifing  both.  I 
thank  you  a thoufand  times  for  your  repeated  invitations 
to  come  to  Binfield : Y ou  will  find,  it  will  be  as  hard 
for  you  to  get  quit  of  my  mercenary  kindnefs  to  you, 
as  it  would  for  me  to  deferve,  or  return  yours : how- 
ever, it  fhall  be  the  endeavour  of  my  future  life,  as  it 
will  be  to  demonfirate  myfelf 

Yours,  etc. 


LETTER  XV. 

' I Nohj.  29,  1707. 

Aj^HE  compliments  you  make  me,  in  regard  of  any 
inconfiderable  fervice  I could  do  you,  are  very  un- 
kind, and  do  but  tell  me  in  other  words,  that  my  friend 
has  fo  mean  an  opinion  of  me,  as  to  think  I expedl  ac- 
knowledgments for  trifles  : which  upon  my  faith  I fiiall 
e.rually  take  amifs,  whether  made  to  myfelf,  or  to  any 
o:her.  For  God’s  fake  (my  dear  friend)  think  better 
of  me,  and  believe  I defire  no  fort  of  favour  fo  much, 
as  that  of  ferving  you  more  confiderably  than  I have 
been  yet  able  to  do. 

I fhall  proceed  in  this  manner  with  feme  otheis  of 
your  pieces ; but  fince  you  defire  I would  not  deface 
your  copy  for  the  future,  and  only  mark  the  repetitions ; 
I mufl,  as  foon  as  I’ve  mark’d  thefe,  tranferibe  what 
is  left  on  another  paper ; and’  in  that,  blot,  alter,  and 
add  all  I can  devife,  for  tlieir  improvement.  For  you 
are  fenfible,  the  omiflion  of  repetitiors  is  but  on.",  and 
the  eafiefl:  part,  of  yours  and  my  d'efign ; there  remain- 
ing befides  to  redlify  the  Method,-  to  coimeft  the  Mat- 
ter, and  to  mend  the  Exprelfion  and  Verfification.  I 
will  go  next  upon  the  poems  of  Solitude,  on  the  Publick,  • 
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and  on  the  Mixt  Life ; the  bill  of  Fare ; tire  praifes  of 
Avarice,  and  fome  others. 

I mail  take  notice  of  what  you  fay,  of  my  pains 
to  make  your  dulnefs  methodical and  of  your  hint, 
that  the  fprightlinefs  of  wit  defpifes  method.”  This 
is  true  enough,  if  by  wit  you  mean  no  more  than  fancy 
or  conceit ; but  in  the  better  notion  of  wit,  confider’d 
as  propriety,  furely  method  is  not  only  meceffary  for 
peripicuity  and  harmony  of  parts,  but  gives  beauty  even 
to  the  minute  and  particular  thoughts,  which  receive 
an  additional  advantage  from  thofe  which  precede  pr 
follow  in  their  due  place.  You  remember  a limile  Mr. 
Dryden  ufed  in  converfation,  of  feathers  in  the  crowns 
of  the  wild  Indians,  which  they  not  only  chufe  for  the 
beauty  of  their  colours,  but  place  them  in  fuch  a man- 
ner as  to  refieft  a luftre  on  each  other.  I will  not 
difguife  any  of  my  fentiments  from  you  : to  methodife 
in  your  cafe,  is  full  as  necelTary  as  to  llrike  out ; other- 
wife  you  had  better  deilroy  the  whole  frame,  and  re- 
duce them  into  fmgle  thoughts  in  profe,  like  Roche- 
foucault,  as  I have  more  than  once  hinted  to  you. 


LETTER  XVI. 

From  Mr.  Wycherley. 

Felf.  28,  1707-8. 

( j HAVE  had  yours  of  the  23d  of  this  inftant,  for  which 
I give  you  many  thanks,  fince  I fmd  by  it,  that  even 
abfence  (the  ufual  bane  of  love  or  friendfliip)  cannot 
Idfcn  yours,  no  more  than  mine.  As  to  your  hearing 
of  my  being  ill,  I am  glad,  and  forry  for  the  report; 
in  the  firll  place,  glad  that  it  was  not  true ; and  in  the 
next,  forry  that  it  Ihould  give  you  any  didurbance,  or 
concern  more  than  ordinary  for  me;  for  which," as  well 
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as  your  concern  for  my’  future  well-being  or  life,  I 
think  myfelf  mofr  eternally  obliged  to  you  : affuring, 
your  concern  for  either  will  make  me  more  careful  of 
both.  Yet  for  your  fake  I love  this  life  fo  well,  that 
I fliall  jhe  lefs  think  of  the  other;  but  ’tis  in- your 
power  to  enfure  my  happinefs  in  one  and  the  other, 
both  by  your  fbciety  and  good  example,  fo  not  only 
contribute  to  my  felicity  here,  but  hereafter. 

Now  as  to  your  excufe  for  the  plainnefs  of  your  Hyde, 
I muft  needs  tell  you,  that  friendfliip  is  much  more 
acceptable  to  a true  friend  than  wit,  which  is  generally 
falfe  reafoning ; and  a friend’s  reprimand  often  lliews 
more  friendfliip  than  his  compliment : nay  love,  which 
is  more  than  friendfliip,  is  often  feen  by  our  friend’s 
correftion  of  our  follies  or  crimes.  Upon  this  tefl:  of 
your  friendfhip  I intend  to  put  you  when  I return  to 
London,  and  thence  to  you  at  Binfield,  which,  I hope, 
will  be  within  a month. 

Next  to  the  news  of  your  good  health,  I am  pleas’d 
with  the  good  news  of  your  going  to  print  fome  of 
your  Poems,  and  proud  to  be  known  by  them  to  the 
Publick  for  your  friend ; who  intend  (perhaps  the  fame 
way)  to  be  revenged  of  you  for  your  kindnefs ; by 
taking  your  name  in  vain  in  fome  of  my  future  madri- 
gals : yet  fo  as  to  let  the  world  know,  my  love  or 
efleem  for  you  are  no  more  poetick  than  my  talent  in 
fcribling.  But  of  all  the  arts  of  fiftion,  I deflre  you 
to  believe  I want  that  of  feigning  friendfliip,  and  that 
1 am  fincerely 

Your,  etc. 
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LETTER  XVn. 

From  Mr.  Wycherley, 

May  13,  1708. 

T HAVE  received  ^ours  of  the  firft  of  May.  Your  Paf- 
toral  mufe  outfhines  in  lier  modeil;  and  natural  drefs 
all  Apollo’s  court-ladies,  in  their  more  artful,  labour’d, 
and  collly  finery.  Therefore  I am  glad  to  find  by  your 
letter  you  def gn  your  country-beauty  of  a mufe  fhall 
appear  at  court  and  in  publick  : to  outfhine  all  the  fard- 
ed,  lewd,  confident,  afFefled  Town-dovvdiesy  who  aim 
at  being  honour’d  only  to  their  ihame  : but  her  artful 
innocence  (on  the  contrary)  will  gain  more  honour  as- 
fhe  becomes  publick ; and,  in  fpite  of  cuftom,  wlh 
bring  modefty  again  into  fafhion,  or  at  leaft  make  her 
filler  rivals  of  this  age  blulh  for  fpite,  if  not  for  fhame. 
As  for  my  Hale,  antiquated,  poetical  pufs,  whom  you 
would  keep  in  countenance  by  faying  Ihe  has  once  been 
tolerable,  and  would  yet  pafs  muiler  by  a little  licking 
over ; it  is  true  that  (like  moll  vain  antiquated  jade^- 
which  have  once  been  paffable)  flie  yet  affedts  youth- 
fulncfs  in  her  age,  and  would  Hill  gain  a few  admirers' 
(who  the  more  Ihe  feeks  or  labours  for  their  liking,  are 
but  more  her  contemners) . Neverthclefs  fhe  is  refolv’d 
henceforth  to  be  fo  cautious  as  to  appear  very  little 
more  in  the  world,  except  it  be  as  an  Attendant  on 
your  Mufe,  or  as  a foil,  net  a rival,  to  her  wit,  or  fame  : 
fo  that  let  your  Country-gentlewoman  appear  when 
fhe  will  in  the  world  my  old  worn-out  jade  of  a loll 
reputation  fliall  be  her  attendant  into  it,  to  procure 

* Tnis,  and  wliat  fol’K.ws,  is  a full  Confutation  of  John  Dennis 
»nd  otacr.i,  wno  a(rert'.'d  tliac  Mr.  Pope  wrote  thefc  verfes  on  him- 
flf  DHough  publi/hed  by  Mr.  Wjcheiicy  fix  years  before  his  death). 
>Ve  find  here  if  w.s  a voluntary  Adt  of  his,  promifed  before-hand, 
•nu  wriitcii  wliiJc  Mr.  I’o[e  was  abl'ciit.  The  firft  Brouillon-  ox' 
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her  admirers ; as  an  old  whore,  who  can  get  no  mor^ 
friends  of  her  own,  bawds  for  others,  to  make  fport  or 
pleafure  yet,  one  way  or  other,  for  mankind.  I ap- 
piove  of  your  making  Tonfon  your  Mufe’s  introdudlor 
into  the  world,  or  mailer  of  the  ceremonies,  who  has 
been  fo  long  a pimp,  or  gentleman-uiher  to  the  Mufes. 

I wiih'  you  good  fortune;  fince  a man  with  ilore  of 
wit,  as  ilore  of  money,  without  the  help  of  gcod  for- 
tune, will  never  be  popular ; but  I wiih  you  a great 
many  admirers,  which  will  be  fome  credit  to  my  judg- 
ment as  well  as  your  wit,  who  always  thought  you  had 
a great  deal,  and  am 

' Your,  etc.  - 


LETTER  XVIII. 

From  Mr.  Wycherley. 

May  17,  1709. 
j MUST  thank  you  for  a book  of  your  Mifcellanies, 
which  Tonfon  fent  me,  I fuppofe,  by  your  order ; 
and  all  I can  tell  you  of  it  is,  that  nothing  has  lately- 
been  better  received  by  the  Publick,  than  your  part  of  it. 
You  have  only  difpleafed  the  Criticks  by  pleaiing  them 
too  well ; having  not  left  them  a word  to  fay  for  thein- 
felves  againil  you  and  your  performances ; fo  that,  now 
your  hand  is  in,  you  muft  perfevere,  till  my  prophecies 
of  you  be  falfiird.  In  earnell,  all  the  beil  judges  of 
good  fenfe  or  poetry,  are  admirers  of  yours ; and  like 
your  part  of  the  Book  fo  well,  that  the  refl  is  lik’d  the 

thefe  verfes,  and  the  fecond  Copy  with  coiTcftions,  are  both  3’et  ex- 
tant in  Mr.  Wycherley’s  own  hand : In  another  of  his  letters  of 
May  18,  1708,  are  tlicfe  words ; “ I have  made  a damn’d  Compli- 
“ ment  in  verfe  upon  the  printing  your  Paftorals,  which  you  lhall 
“ fee  when  you  fee  me.” 


FROM  Mr.  WYCHERLEY. 
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v.Grfe.  This  is  true  upon  my  word,  without  compli- 
ment ; fo  that  your  firft  fuccefs  wiil  make  you  for  all 
your  life  a poet,  in  fpite  of  your  wit ; for  a poet’s  luc- 
cefs  at  fru,  like  a gamelier’s  fortune  at  firft,  is  like  to 
make  him  a lofer  at  lall,  and  to  be  undone  by  his  good 
fortune  and  merit. 

But  hitherto  your  Mifcellauies  have  fafely  run  the 
gantlet  through  all  the  coffee-houfes ; which  are,  now 
enter  tam’d  with  a v/himlical  new  news -paper  called  the 
Tatler,  which  1 fuppofe  you  have  feen.  This  is  the 
nevteft  thing  I can  tell  you  of,  except  it  be  of  the  Peace 
which  now  (molt  people  fay)  is  drawing  to  fuch  a con- 
clufion,  as  all  Europe  is,  or  mult  be  fatisfied  with ; fo 
Poverty,  you  fee,  which  makes  peace  in  Weltminlter- 
hail,  makes  it  likewife  in  the  camp  or  field,  throughout 
the  world.  Peace  then  be  to  you,  and  to  me,  who  am 
new  grown  peaceful,  and  will  have  no  contelt  with  any 
man,  but  him  who  fays  he  is  more  your  friend  or  humble 
fervant,  than 

'Your,  etc. 


/ 

LETTER  XIX. 

May  20,  1709. 

j AM  glad  you  receiv’d  the  *Mifcellany,  if  it  were 
only  to  Ihow  you  that  there  are  as  bad  poets  in  this 
nation  as  your  fervant.  This  modern  cultom  of  appear- 
ing in  mifcellanies,  is  very  ufeful  to  the  poets,  who, 
h vC  other  thieves,  efcape  by  getting  into  a crov/d,  and 
herd  together  like  Banditti,  fafe  only  in  their  multitude. 
Methin!  s Strada  has  given  a good  defeription  of  thefe 
kind  of  collcflions ; Nidlus  hodic  jnortalium  aut  nafeitur^ 
aiit  moritiii , aut  proclialur,  aut  rujlicalur,  aut  abit  f e~ 

* J*ccb  Tonfon  s fixth  Vol.  of  Mifccllany  Poems. 
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regre,  aut  redit,  aut  niibit,  aut  eji,  aut  non  ejl  (nam 
etiam  inoriuis  ijli  canmt),  cui  non  Hie  extemplo  cadunt  Epi- 
cedta,  Genethliaca,  Protreptica,  Panegyrica,  F.pithalatnia, 
J'aticinia,  Propempiica,  Soterica,  Paraenetica,  Naeniasy 
Eugas.  As  to  the  fuccefs  which,  you  fay,  my  part  has 
met  with,  it  is  to  be  attributed  to  what  you  was  pleas’d 
to  fay  of  me  to  the  v/orld ; which  you  do  well  to  call 
youi  prophecy,  lir.ce  whatever  is  faid  in  my  favour,  mull 
be  a prediction  of  things  that  are  not  yet  j you,  like  a 
ti-ue  Godfather,  engage  on  my  part  for  mucij  more 
than  ever  I can  perform.  My  paltoral  Mufe,  like 
other  country  girls,  is  put  out  of  countenance,  by 
what  you  courtiers  lay  to  her ; yet  I hope  you  would 
not  deceive  me  too  far,  as  knowing  that  a young 
fcribler  s vanity  needs  no  recruits  from  abroad:  for 
Nature,  like  :|.n  indulgent  mother,  kindly  takes  care 
to  fupply  her  fons  with  as  much  of  their  own,  as  is 
necelTary  for  theii-  fatisfadlion . If  my  verfes  Ihould 
meet  with  a few  flying  commendations,  Virgil  has 
taught  me,  that  a young  author  has  not  too  much  rea- 
fon  to  be  pleas’d  with  them,  when  he  confiders  that  the 
natural  confequence  of  praife  is  em^  and  calumny. 

-^Si  ultra  placitum  laudarit,  baccare  frontem 

Cingite,  ne  <vati  7ioceat  inala  lingua  futuro. 

When  once  a man  has  appear’d  as  a poet,  he  may  give 
up  his  pretenlions  to  all  the  ridr  and  thriving  arts': 
thofe  who  have  once  made  their  court  to  thofe  miilrelTcs 
without  portions,  the  Mufes,  are  never  like  to  fet  up 
for  fortunes.  But  for  my  part,  I lliall  be  fatisfy’d  if 
I can  lofe  my  time  agreeably  this  way,  without  lofing 
my  reputation  : as  for  gaining  any,  I am  as  indiffer- 
ent in  the  matter  as  Falftaffe  was,  and  may  fay  of  fame 
as  he  did  of  honour,  If  it  comes,  it  comes  unlook'd 
‘‘  for;,  and  there’s  an  end  on’t.”  1 can  be  content- 
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vith  a bare  faving  game,  without  being  thought  an 
jminent  hand  (with  which  title  Jacob  has  gracioufly 
iigniiicd  his  adventurers  and  volunteers  in  poetry). 
Jacob  creates  ^oets,  as  King's  fonietimes  do  knights, 
aot  for  their  honour,  but  for  their  money.  Certainly 
he  ought  to  be  efteem’d  a worker  of  miracles,  who  is 
grown  rich  by  poetry'. 

JVhat  Authois  lofe,  their  Bookfellcrs  ha-ue 
So  Pimps  groHX)  rich,  ’while  Gallants  are  undone. 

I am  your,  etc. 


LETTER  XX. 

From  Mr.  Wycherley. 

May  26,  1709. 

'jMiE  laft  I received  from  you  was  dated  the  2 2d  of 
Afay.  I take  your  charitable  hint  to  me  very 
.<indiy,  wherein  you  do  like  a true  friend,  and  a true 
chriltian,  and  I ihall  endeavour  to  follow  your  advice, 
as  well  as  your  example. — As  for  your  wiflaing  to  fee 
/our  friend  an  Hermit  with  you,  I cannot  be  faid  to 
leave  the  world,  fmee  I fhall  enjoy  in  your  converfation 
all  that  I can  defire  of  it ; nay,  can  learn  more  from 
you  alone,  than  from  my  long  experience  of  the  great, 
or  little  vulgar  in  it. 

As  to  the  fuccefs  of  your  poems  in  the  late  mifceljany, 
which  I told  you  of  in  my  laJt;  upon  my  word  ^ made 
you  no  compliment,  for  you  may  be  affur’d  that  all  forts 
of  readers  like  them,  except  they  are  writers  tooj  but 
for  them  (I  muft  needs  fay)  the  more  they  like  them, 
they  ought  to  be  the  lefs  pleas’d  with  ’em  : fo  that  you 
do  not  come  off  with  a bare  faving  game  (as  you  call 
it),  but  have  gain’d  fo  much  credit  at  lirll,  that  you 
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mufi;  needs  fupport  it  to  the  lall : fince  you  fet  up  with 
fo  great  a flock  of  good  fenfe,  judgment,  and  wit,  that 
your  judgment  enfures  all  that  your  wit  ventures  at. 
The  fait  of  your  wit  has  been  enough  to  give  a reliflt  to 
the  whole  infipid  hotch-potch  it  is  mingled  with ; and 
you  will  make  Jacob’s  Ladder  raife  you  to  immortality, 
by  which  others  are  turned  off  fliamefully  to  their  dam- 
nation (for  poetick  tlneves  as  they  are)  who  think  to  be 
fav’d  by  others  good  works,  how  faulty  foever  then- 
own  ate  : but  the  coffee-houfe  wits,  or  rather  anti- 
wits the  criticks,  prove  their  judgments  by  approving 
your  wit ; and  even  the  news-mongers  and  poets  will 
own,  you  have  more  invention  than  they ; nay,  the 
detraflors  or  the  envious,  who  never  fpeak  well  of  any 
body  (not  even  of  thbfe  they  think  well  of  in  their  ab- 
fence),  yet  will  give  you  even  in  your  abfence  their  good 
word ; and  the  criticks  only  hate  you,  for  being  forced 
^ to  fpeak  well  of  you  whether  they  will  or  no  : All  this 
is  true,  upon  the  word  of 


make  up  their  fcarcity  of  fenfe  by  their  number 
of  lines ; which  is  like  the  Spaniards  paying  a debt  of 
goldwr^h  a load'of  brafs  money.  But  to  be  "3.  ■plant- 
dealer,  I muft  tell  you,  I will  revenge  the  raillery  of 


world)  might  be  flich  fools  as  to  think  what  )OU  have 


Your,  etc. 


LETTER  XXL 
From  Mr.  Wycherley. 

Auguft  II,  1709. 

letters,  fo  much  inferior  to  yours,  can  only 


youT  letters  by  printing  them  (as  Dennis  did  mine), 
without  your  knowledge  too,  which  would  be  a 
revenge  upon  your  judgment  for  the.  raillery  of 
your  wit ; for  fome  dull  r.ogues  (that  is,  the  moll  in  the 


e upon  your  judgment  for  the.  raillery  of 
it ; for  fome  dull  r.ogues  (that  is,  the  moll  in  the 
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aid  of  me  was  in  earnell  : It  is  not  the  firfl  time 
•our  great  wits  have  gain’d  reputation  by  their  para- 
loxical  or  ironical  praifes ; your  forefathers  have  done 
i,  Erafmus  and  others.  For  all  mankind  who  know 
ne  mu  ft  confefs,  he  mu  ft  be  no  ordinary  genius,  or 
ittle  friend,  who  can  find  out  any  thing  to  commend 
lime  ferioufly;  who  have  given  no  fign  of  my  judg- 
nent  but  my  opinion  of  yours,  nor  mark  of  my  wit, 
*ut  my  leaving  oft'  writing  to  the  Publick  now  you  are 
-eginning  to  fhow  the  world  what  you  can  do  by 
ours : whofe  wit  is  as  fpiritual  as  your  judgment  in- 
allible  ; in  whofe  judgm.ent  I have  an  implicit  faith, 
nd  fhali  always  fubfcribe  to  it  to  fave  my  works,  in 
liis  world,  from  the  flames  and  damnation. — Pray, 
■refent  my  moft  humble  fervice  to  Sir  William  Trum- 
•ull;  for  whom  and  whofe  judgment  I have  fo  pro- 
bund a refpea,  that  his  example  had  almoft  made  me 
nzrr}',  more  than  my  Nephew’s  ill  carriage  to  me ; 
.ai'ing  once  refolv’d  to  have  revenged  myfelf  upon  him 
y my  marriage,  but  now  am  refolv’d  to  make  my  re- 
enge  greater  upon  him  by  his  marriage. 


LETTER  XXII. 

From  Pvlr.  Wycherlev. 

■^/r/7  I,  1 710. 

HAVE  had  yours  of  the  30th  of  the  laft  month,  which 
is  kinder  than  I defire  it  ftiould  be,  flnee  it  tells  me 
ou  could  be  better  pleas’d  to  be  fick  again  in  Town  in 
iy  company,  than  to  be  well  in  the  Country  without 
; and  that  you  are  more  impatient  to  be  depriv’d  of 
ippir.efs  than  of  health  : Yet,  my  dear  friend,  fet  rail- 
ry  or  compliment  afidc,  I can  bear  your  abfence  (wjiich 
•ocurcs  your  health  and  cafe)  belter  than  I can  your 
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company  when  you  are  in  pain  : for  I cannot  fee  you  fo 
without  being  fo  too.  Your  love  to  the  Country  I do 
not  doubt,  nor  do  you  (I  hope)  my  love  to  it  or  you, 
fince  there  I can  enjoy  your  company  without  feeing  you 
in  pain  to  give  me  fatisfaftion  and  pleafure  ; there  I can 
have  you  without  rivals  or  difturbers ; without  the  too 
civil,  or  the  too  rude  : without  the  noife  of  the  loud, 
or  the  cenfure  of  the  filent ; and  would  rather  have  you 
abufe  me  there  with  the  truth,  than  at  this  diftance 
with  your  compliment  ; fiiice  now  your  bufmefs  of  a 
friend,  and  kindnefs  to  a friend,  is  by  finding  fault 
with  his  faults,  and  mending  them  by  your  obliging 
feverity.  I hope  (in  point  of  your  good-nature)  you 
will  have  no  cruel  charity  for  thofe  papers  of  mine, 
you  are  fo  willing  to  be  troubled  with ; which  I take 
moft  infinitely  kind  of  you,  and  lhall  acknowledge 
with  gratitude  as  long  as  I live.  No  friend  can  do 
more  for  his  friend  than  preferving  Ins  reputation  (nay, 
not  by  preferving  his  life) , fince  by  preferving  Ins  life 
he  can  only  make  him  live  about  threefcore  or  fourfeore 
years ; but  by  preferving  his  reputation,  he  caai  make 
him  live  as  long  as  the  world  lads ; fo  fave  him  from 
damning,  when  he  is  gone  to  the  devil.  Theiefoie, 
I pray,  condenni  me  in  private,  as  the  tnieves  do  th^ir 
accomplices  in  Newgate,  to  fave  them  from  condem- 
nation by  the  Publick.  Be  moll;  kindly  unmerciful  to  my 
poetical  faults,  and  do  with  my  papers,  as  you  countiy 
ggy^^|g0Yen  do  with  your  trees,  ilalh,  cut,  and  Icp  offtlie 
excrefcences  and  dead  parts  of  my  wither’d  bays,  that 
the  little  remainder  may  live  the  longer,  and  increafe  the 
value  of  them  by  diminilhing  the  number.  1 have  trou- 
bled you  with  my  papers  rather  to  give  you  pain  than 
pleafure,  notwithilanding  your  compliment,  which  fays 
you  take  the  trouble  kindly;  fuch  is  your  generofity  to 
your  friends,  that  you  take  it  kindly  to  be  defired  by  them 
to  do  them  a kindnefs ; and  you  think  it  dene  to  you, 
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when  they  give  you  an  opportunity  to  do  it  them. 
Wherefore  you  may  be  fure  .to  be  troubled  with  my 
letters  out  of  intereft,  if  not  kindnefs ; fince  mine  to 
you  will  procure  yours  to  me : fo  that  I write  to  you 
more  for  my  own  fake  than  yours;  lefs  to  make  you 
think  I write  welb  than  to  learn  from  you  to  write 
better.  Thus  you  fee  intereft  in  my  kindnefs,  which 
is^  like  the  friendlhip  of  the  world,  rather  to  make  a 
friend  than  be  a friend ; but  1 am  yours,  as  a true 
Plain-dealer. 


LETTER  XXiri. 
From  Mr.  Wycherley. 


^prilw,  1710. 

£ F I can  do  part  of  my  bufmefs  at  Shrewlbury  in  a 
fortnight’s  time  (which  I propofe  to  do),  Iwvill  be 
foon  -after  with  you,  and  trouble  you  with  my  com- 
pany, for  tlie  remainder  of  the  fummer : in  the  mean 
irae  I beg  you  to  give  yourfelf  the  pains  of  altering, 
ir  leaving  out  what  you  think  fuperfluous  in  my  papers, 
hat  I may  endeavour  to  print  fuch  a number  of  them 
s you  and  I fhaU  think  lit,  about  Michaelmas  next 
n order  to  which  (my  dear  friend)  I beg  you  to  be  fo 
and  to  me,  as  to  be  fevere  to  them ; that  the  criticks 
nay  be  lefs  fo  ; for  I had  rather  be  condemned  by  my 
riend  m pnvate,  than  expos’d  to  my  foes  in  publick, 
he  cnticks,  or  common  judges,  who  are  made  fuch 
•y  having  been  old  offenders  themfelves.  Pray,  be- 
evc  I have  as  much  faith  in  your  friendlhip  and  fin- 
enty,  as  I have  deference  to  your  judgment';  and  as 
le  bell  mark  of  a friend  is  telling  his  friend  his  faults 
1 the  next  is  concealing  them  from  the 

am  not  a little  fenfible  of  the  great  kindnefs  you  do 
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me,  in'  the  trouble  you  take  for  me,  in  putting  my 
Rhimes  in  tune,  fince  good  founds  fet  off  often  ill  fenfe, 
as  the  Italian  fongs,  whofe  good  airs,  with  the  worft 
words  or  meaning',  make  the  bell  mufickj  fo  by  your 
tuning  my  Welch-harp,  my  rough  fenfe  may  be  the  lefs 
offenfive  to  the  nicer  ears  of  thofe  Criticks,  who  deal 
more  in  found  than  fenfe.  Pray  then  take  pity  at  once 
both  of  my  readers  and  me,  in  Ihortening  my  barren, 
abundance,  and  increafing  their  patience  by  it,  as  well 
as  the  obligations  I have  to  you  ; • and  fince  no  madri- 
galler  can  entertain  the  head,  unlefs  he  pleafes  the  ear ; 
and  fince  the  crowded  Operas  have  left  the  bell  Come- 
dies with  the  leak  audiences,  ’tis  a fign  found  can  pre- 
vail over  fenfe ; therefore  foften  my  words,  and  llrengthen 
my  fenfe,  and 

Eris  7nihi  jnagnns  Jpollo. 


L E T'T  E R XXIV. 

April  15,  1710. 

T received  your  moll  extreme  kind  letter  but  jull  now. 

It  found  me  over  thofe  papers  you  mention,  wliicli 
have  been  my  employment  ever  lince  Ealler-monday  : 
I hope  before  Michaelmas  to  have  difcharged  my  talk ; 
which,  upon  the  word  of  a friend,  is  the  moll  pleafing 
one  I could  be  put  upon.  Since  you  are  fo  near  going 
into  Shroplliire  (whither  I lhall  not  care  to  write  of  this 
matter  for  fear  of  the  mifcarriage  of  any  letters),  I mull 
defire  your  leave  to  give  you  a plain  and  fmcere  ac- 
count of  what  I have  found  from  a more  ferious  appli- 
cation to  them.  Upon  comparifon  with  the  former 
volume,  I find  much  more  repeated  than  I till  now 
imagined,  as  well  as  in  the  prefent  volume,  which,  if 
(as  you  told  me  lall)  you  would  have  me  dalli  over  with 
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i line,  will  deface  tlie  whole  copy  extremely,  and  to  a 
degree  that  (i  feax)  may  difplcafc  you.  I have  every, 
vhere  mark’d  in  the  margins  the  page  and  line,  both 
n this  and  the  otiier  part.  But  if  you  order  me  not 
o crofs  the  lines,  or  would  any  way  elfe  limit  my  com- 
niilion,  you  will  oblige  me  by  doing  it  in. your  next 
etter ; for  I am  at  once  equally  fearful  of  fparing  you, 
iud  of  ofiending  you  by  too  impudent  a corredticn. 
jitiierto  iiovvever  1 have  crofs ’d  ’em  fo  as  to  be  legi- 
)Ie,  becaufe  you  bade  me.  When  I think  all  the  re- 
>etitions  are  Ibuck  out  in  a copy,  I fometimes  find 
nore  upon  dipping  in  the  fir  ft  volume,  and  the  num- 
•er  increafes  fo  much,  that  I believe  'more  ihortening 
.ill  be  requifite  than  you  may  be  willing  to  bear  with, 
miffs  you  are  in  good  earneft  refolv’d  to  have  no  thought 
epeated.  Pray  forgive  this  freedom,  which  as  I muft 
'c  fmcere  in  this  cafe,  fo  I could  not  but  take  j and  let 
ne  know  if  I am  to  go  on  at  this  rate,  or  if  you  would 
'referibe  any  other  method. 


l am  very  glad  you  continue  your  refolution  of  feeing 
le  in  my  Hermitage  tliis  fummer ; the  fooner  you.  re^ 
mn,  the  fooner  I fhall  be  happy,  which'  indeed  niy 
-ant  of  any  company  that  is  entertaining  or  efteemable, 
ogether  with  frequent  infirmities  and  pains,  hinder 
m from  being  in  your  abfence.  ’Tis  (I  am  fure)  a’ 
eal  truth,  that  my  ficknefs  cannot  make  me  quite  weary 
f myfelf  w'hen  1 have  you  with  me and  I fnall  want 
'O  company  but  yours,  when  you  are  here. 


You  fee  how  freely  and  with  how  little  care  I talk  ra- 
\CT  than  write  to  you  : tiiis  is  one  of  the  many  advan- 
iges  of  .nendfnip,  that  one  can  fay  to  one’s  friend 
If  things  that  (land  in  need  of  pardon,  and  at  the 
imc  time  be  uire  of  it.  Indeed  I do  not  know  whe- 
icr  or  no  the  letters  of  friends  are  the  work-  for  be, 
-/g  lit  or  none  clfe  to  read.  ’ J is  an  argument  of  tin* 
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truft  repofed  in  a friend’s  good-nature,  when  one  writes 
fuch  things  to  him  as  require  a good  portion  of  it.  1 
liave  experienced  yours  fo  often  and  fo  long,  that  I can 
now  no  more  doubt  of  the  greatnefs  of  it,  than  I hope 
you  do  of  the  greatnefs  of  my  affeftion,  or  of  the  fm- 
cerity  witli.  which 

I am,  etc. 


LETTER  XXV. 

From  Mr.  Wycherley. 

I 

April  1710. 

\?"0U  give  me  an  account  in  your  letter  of  the  trouble 
you  have  undergone  for  me,  in  comparing  my  pa- 
pers you  took  down  with  you,  with  the  old  printed 
volume,  and  with  one  another,  of  that  bundle  you  have 
in  your  hands ; amongll  which  (you  fay)  you  And  nu- 
merous repetitions  of  the  fame  thoughts  and  fubjefts ; 
all  which,  I mull  confefs,  my  want  of  memory  htis  pre- 
vented me  from  imagining,  as  well  as  made  me  capable 
of  committing  : fmce,  of  all  figures,  that  of  Tautology 
is  the  laft  I would  ufe,  or  leafl  forgive  myfelf  for.  But 
feeing  is  believing ; wherefore  I will  take  fome  pains  to 
examine  and  compare  thofe  papers  in  your  hands  with 
one  another,  as  well  as  with  the  former  printed  copies, 
or  books  of  my  damn’d  Mifcellanies ; aU  which  (as  bad 
a memory  as  I have)  with  a little  more  pains  and  care  I 
think  I can  remedy.  Therefore  I would  not  have  you 
give  yourfelf  more  trouble  about  them,  which  may  pre- 
vent the  pleafure  you  have,  and  may  give  the  world  in 
writing  upon  new  fubjeds  of  your  own,  whereby  you 
will  much  better  entertain  yourfelf  and  others.  Now 
as  to  your  remarks  upon  the  whole  volume  of  my 
papers ; all  that  I defire  of  you  is  to  mark  in  the  margin 
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(without  defacing  tlie  copy  at  all)  either  any  repetition 
of  words,  matter,  or  fcnfe,  or  any  thoughts,  or  words 
too  much  repeated ; which  if  you  will  be  fo  kind  as  to 
do  for  me,  you  will  fupply  my  want  of  memory  with 
your  good  one,  and  my  deficiencies  of  fenfe  with  the 
infallibility  of  yours  j which  if  you  do,  you  will  moll 
infinitely  oblige  me,  who  almofi:  repent  ‘the  trouble  I 
have  given  you,  fmce  fo  much.  Now  as  to  what^you 
call  freedom  with  me  (which  you  defire  me  to  forgive), 
you  may  be  allured  I would  not  forgive  you  unlefs  you 
did  ufe  it ; for  I am  fo  far  from  thinking  your  plainnefs 
an  offence  to  me,  that  I think  it  a charity  and  an  ob- 
ligation ; which  I lhall  always  acknowledge  with  all  fort 
of  gratitude  to  you  for  it ; who  am,  etc. 

All  the  news  I have  to  fend  you  is,  that  poor  Mr. 
Betterton  is  going  to  make  his  Exit  from  the  ftage  of 
this  world,  the  gout  being  gotten  up  into  his  head, 
and  (as  the  Phylicians  fay)  will  certainly  cariy  him  off 
uddenly. 


LETTER  XXVI. 

May  10,  1710. 

JAM  forry  you  perfill  to  take  ill  my  not  accepting 
your  invitation,  and  to  find  (if  I miftake  not) , your 
exception  not  unmixed  with  fome  fufpicion.  Be  certain 
[ fliaU  mod  carefully  obferve  your  requell,  not  to  crofs 
5ver,  or  deface  the  copy  of  your  papers  for  the  future, 
ind  only  to  mark  in  the  margin  the  Repetitions.  But 
13  this  can  ferve  no  further  than  to  get  rid  of  thofe 
epetitions,  and  no  v.'ay  redlify  the  Method,  nor  connedl 
.he  Matter,  nor  improve  the  Poetry  in  expreflion  or 
lumbers,^  without  further  blotting,  adding,  and  alter- 
ng ; fo  it  really  is  my  opinion  and  defirc,  that  you 
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lliall  take  your  papers  out  of  my  hands  into  your  own, 
and  that  no  alterations  may  be  made  but  when  both 
of  us  are  prefent ; when  you  may  be  fatisfied  with  every 
blot,  as  well  as  every  addition,  and  noticing  be  put  upon 
the  papers  but  what  )'ou  fhaU  give  your  own  fandlion  and 
afl’ent  to,  at  the  fame  thne. 

Do  not  be  fo  unjuft,  as  to  imagine  from  hence  that 
I would  decline  any  part  of  ' this  talk  ; on  the  contrary 
you  know,  x have  been  at  the  pains  of  tranferibing 
Ibme  pieces,  at  once  to  comply  with  your  delire  of  not 
defacing  the  copy,  and  yet  to  lofe  no  time  in  proceeding 
upon  the  correftion.  I will  go  on  the  fame  way,  if  you 
pleafe ; though  truly  it  is  (as  I have  often  told  you)  my  \ 
llncere  opinion,  that  the  greater  part  would  make  a much 
better  figure  as  Single  Maxims  and  Refledlions  in  profe, 
after  the  manner  of  your  favourite  Rochefoucault,  than 
in  verfe*;  And  this,  when  nothing  more  is  done  but  - 
marking  the  repetitions  in  the  margin,  v^dll  be  an  ealy 
talk  to  proceed  upon,  notwithftanding  the  bad  Me- 
mory you  complain  of.  I am  unfeignedly,  dear  Sir, 

Your,  etc. 

A.  POPE.  ? 


* Mr.  Wycherley  lived  five  years  after,  to  December  1715,  but 
little  progrefs  was  made  in  this  defign,  through  his  old  age,  and  tlic 
increafe  of  his  infirmities.  However,  fome  of  the  verfes  which 
had  been  touched  by  Mr.  P.  with  cccviix  of  thefe  Maxims  in- 
Profe,  were  found  among  his  papers,  which  having  the  misfortune 
to  fall  into  the  hands  of  a Meixenary,  were  publilhed  in  1728,  in 
oftavo,  under  the  title  of  the  Polthumouj  Works  of  William 
Wycherley,  Efij. 
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LETTERS 

TO  AND  FROM 

W.  WALSH*,  Efq. 

From  the  Year  1705  to  1707. 


LETTER  I. 

Mr.  Walsh  to  Mr.  Wycherley. 

April  zoy  1705. 

T R E T u R N you  the  Papers  f you  favour’d  me  with,  and 
had  fent  them  to  you  yefterday  morning,  but  that  I 
thought  to  have  brought  them  to  you  lafl:  night  myfelf. 
I have  read  them  over  feveral  times  with  great  fatisfac- 
tion.  The  Preface  is  very  judicious  and  very  learned; 
and  the  Verfes  very  tender  and  eafy.  The  Author  feems 
to  have  a particular  genius  for  that  kind  of  poetry,  and 
a judgment  that  much  exceeds  the  years  you  told  me  he 
was  of.  He  has  taken  very  freely  from  the  ancients, 
but  what  he  has  mixed  of  his  own  with  theirs,  is  not' 
inferior  to  what  he  has  taken  from  them.  ’Tis  no  flat- 
tery at  all  to  fay,  that  Virgil  had  written  nothing  fo 

* Of  Abberley  In  Worceftcrrhire,  a Gentleman  of  the  Horfe  In 
Queen  Anne  s reign,  Author  of  feveral  beautiful  pieces  in  Profc  and 
Veefe,  and  in  the  opin.on  of  Mr.  Dryden  (in  his  Poftfeript  to  Vir- 
gil), the  befl  Critick  of  our  Nation  in  his  time. 

■f  Mr,  Pope’s  Paftorals. 
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pod  at  hit  age  *.  I (hall  take  i,  as  a favour  if  you  will 
mg  me  acquainted  with  him  ; and  if  he  wdl  give  him- 
lelf  the  trop,e  any  morning  to  call  at  my  houfe,  I ftall 
p very  glad  to  read  the  verfes  over  with  him,  and  give 
him  my  opinion  of  the  particulars  more  largely  tlian  I 
can  well  do  in  this  letter.  I am.  Sir,  etc. 


letter  II. 

Mr.  Walsh  to  Mr.  Pope. 

June  24,  1 706. 

jRECEivEDthe  favour  of  your  letter,  and  lhall  be  very 
glad  of  the  continuance  of  a correfpondence  by  which 
I am  like  to  be  fo  great  a gainer.  I hope,  when  I have 
the  happmefs  of  feeing  you  again  in  London,  not  only 
to  read  over  the  verfes  I have  now  of  yours,  but  more 
that  you  have  written  fince ; for  I make  no  doubt  but 
any  one  Who  writes  fo  well,  muft  write  more.  Not  that 
I think  the  moft  voluminous  poets  always  the  beft : I 
believe  the  contrary  is  rather  true.  I mentioned  fome- 
what  to  you  in  London  of  a Paftoral  Comedy,  which  I 
ihould  be  glad  to  hear  you  had  thought  upon  fmce.  I 
find  Menage,  in  his  obfervations  upon  TafTo’s  Aminta, 
reckons  up  fourfcore  paftoral  Plays  in  Italian  : and  in 
looking  over  my  old  Italian  books,  I find  a great  many 
paftoral  and  pifcatory  plays,  which,  I fuppofe.  Menage 
reckons  together.  I find  alfo  by  Menage,  that  Taflb  is 
not  the  firft  that  writ  in  that  kind,  he  mentioning  ano- 
ther before  him  which  he  himfelf  had  never  feen,  nor 
indeed  have  I.  But  as  the  Aminta,  Paftor  Fido,  and 
FiJIi  di  Sciro  of  Bonarelli  are  the  three  beft,  fo,  I think, 
there  is  no  difpute  but  Aminta  is  the  beft  of  the  three  : . 
not  but  that  the  difcourfes  in^Paftor  Fido  are  more  en-. 


- * Sixtcea. 
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tertalning  and  copious  in  feveral  people’s  opinion,  though 
not  fo  proper  for  paftoral ; and  the  fable  of  Bonarelli 
more  furprifmg.  I do  not  remember  many  in  other 
languages,  that  have  written  in  this  kind  with  faccefs. 
Racan’s  Berger ies  are  much  inferior  to  his  lyrick  poems ; 
and  the  Spaniards  are  all  too  full  of  conceits.  Rapin 
will  have  the  defign  of  padoral  plays  to  be  taken  from 
the  Cyclops  of  Euripides.  I am  fure  there  is  nothing 
of  this  kind  in  Englifh  worth  mentioning,  and  therefore 
you  have  that  field  open  to  yourfelf.  You  fee  I write  to 
you  without  any  for>  of  conijraint  or  method,  as  things 
come  into  my  head,  and  therefore  ufe  the  fame  freedom 
with  me,  who  am,  etc. 


LETTER  III. 

To  Mr.  Walsh.  - 

Windfor  Foreft,  Jjdy  1706. 
j CANNOT  omit  the  lirfl;  opportunity  of  making  you  my 
acknowledgments  for  reviewing  thofe  papers  of 
mine.  You  have  no  lefs  right  to  correfl  me,  than  the 
fame  hand  that  rais’d  a tree  has  to  prune  it.  I am 
convinced  as  well  as  you,  that  one  may  corredl  too 
much ; for  in  poetry,  as  in  painting,  a man  may  lay 
colours  one  upon  another,  till  they  ftiffen  and  deaden 
the  piece.  Befides,  to  bellow  heightening  on  every 
part  is  monftrous ; fome  parts  ought  to  be  lower  than 
the  reft  ; and  nothing  looks  more  ridiculous  than  a 
work,  where  the  thoughts,  however  different  in  their 
own  nature,  feem  all  on  a level  : ’Tis  like  a meadow 
newly  mown,  where  weeds,  grafs,  and  flowers,  arc 
all  laid  even,  and  appear  undiftinguifh’d.  I believe 
too  that  fometimes  our  firft  thoughts  are  the  beft,  as 
the  firft  fqueezing  of  the  grapes  makes  tlie  fineft  and 
richeft  wine. 
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I have  not  attempted  any  tiling  of  a Pailoral  Comedy, 
becaufe,  I think,  the  take  of  our  age  will  not  relifh  a 
poem  of  that  fort.  People  feek  for  what  they  call  wit, 
on  all  fubjetls,  and  in  all  places;  not  conlidering  that 
nature  loves  truth  fo  well,  that  it  hardly  ever  admits  of 
flourilliing  : Conceit  is  to  nature  what  paint.is  to  beauty  ; 
it  is  not  only  needlefs,.  but  impairs  what  it  would 
improve.  There  is  a certain  majefty  in  hmplicity, 
which  is  far  above  all  the  quaintnefs  of  wit : infomuch 
that  the  criticks  have  excluded  wit  from  the  loftiefl;  po- 
etry, as  well  as  the  lowed,  and  forbid  it  to  the  Epick 
no  lefs  than  the  Paftoral..  I Ihould  certainly  difpleafe 
all  thofe  who  are  charmed  with  Guarini  and  Bonarelii, 
and  imitate  TalTo  not  only  in  the  fimplicity  of  his- 
Thoughts,  but  in  that  of  the  Fable  too.  If  furprilTng 
difcoveries  fhould  have  place  in  the  dory  of  a Padoral 
Comedy,  I believe  it  would  be  more  agreeable  to  pro- 
bability to  make  them  the  effeds  of  chance  tiian  ef 
dedgn;  intrigue  not  being  very  confident  with  tliat 
innocence,  which  ought  to  conditute  a Ihephercl’s  ch.t- 
rafter.  There  is  nothing  in  all  the  Aminta  (as  I re- 
member) but  happens  by  mere ‘accident ; nnlefs  it  be 
the  meeting  of  Aminta  with  Sylvia^  at  the  fountain, 
which  is  the  contrivance  of  Daphne ; and  even  that  is 
the  mod  limple  hi  the  world  : the  contrary  is  obfervable 
in  Pador  Fido,  where  Corifea  is  fo  perfect  a midrefs  of 
intrigue,  that  the  plot  could  not  have  been  brought  to 
pafs  without  her.  I am  inclined  to  think  the  Padoral 
Comedy  has  another  difadvantage,  as  to  the  manners  : 
Its  general  dedgn  is  to  make  us  in  lo\re  with  the  inno- 
cence of  a rural  life,  fo  that  to  introduce  fhepherds  of 
a.  vicious  charafter  mud  in  fome  meafure  debafe  it ; 
and  hence  it  may  come  to  pafs,  that  even  the  virtuous 
charafters  will  not  Ihine  fo  much,  for  want  of  being 
oppos’d  to  their  contraries.  Thcfe  thoughts  ai'c  piu-cly 
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my  own,  and  therefore  I have  reafon  to  doubt  them ; 
but  I hope  your  judgment  will  fet  me  right. 

I would  beg  your  opinion  too  as  to  another  point : 
It  is,  how  far  the  liberty  of  borrowing  may  extend  ? I 
have  defended  it  fometimes  by  faying,  that  it  feems 
not  fo  much  the  perfeflion  of  fenfe*',  to  fay  things 
that  had  never  been  faid  before,  as  to  exprefs  thofe  beft 
that  have  been  faid  ofteneft ; and  that  writers,  in  the 
cafe  of  borrowing  from  others,  are  like  trees  which  of 
themfelves  would  produce  only  one  fort  of  fruit,  but 
by  bemg  grafted  upon  others  may  yield  variety.  A 
mutual  commerce  makes  poetry  flourilh  j but  then 
poets,  like  merchants,  Ihould  repay  with  fomething 
of  their  own  what  they  take  from  others ; not,  like 
pyrates,  make  prize  of  all  they  meet.  I delire  you  to 
tell  me  fincercly,  if  I have  not  fretched  this  licence 
too  far  in  thele  Paflorals  j I hope  to  become  a critick 
by  your  precepts,  and  a poet  by  your  example.  Since 
1 have  feen  your  Eclogues,  I cannot  be  much  pleafed 
with  my  own  ; however,  you  have  not  taken  away  all 
my  vanity,  fo  long  as  you  give  me  leave  to  profefs  my- 
felf  yours,  etc. 


LETTER  IV. 

From  Mr.  V/  a l s h. 

Ju/y  20,  1706. 

j HAD  fooner  return’d  you  thanks  for  the  favour  of 
your  letter,  but  that  I was  in  hopes  of  giving  you 
an  account  at  the  fame  time  of  my  journey  to  Windfor  ; 
but  I am  now  forced  to  put  that  quite  ofi’,  being  enga- 
ged to  go  to  my  corporation  of  Richmond  in  Yorkfliire, 
I think  you  are  pcrlcdlly  in  the  right  in  your  notions  of 

* He  (IiOulU  rather  Ijave  faid,  tbc  perfeSton  of  cojicftio/it  ■ 
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Pafloral ; but  I am  of  opinion,  that  the  redundancy  of 
wit  you  mention,  though  ’tis  what  pleafes  the  common 
people,  is  not  what  ever  pleafes  the  beft  judges.  Pallor 
Fido  indeed  has  had  more  admirers  than  Aminta : but 
I will  venture  to  fay,  there  is  a great  deal  of  dif- 
ference between  the  admirers  of  one  and  the  other. 
Corifca,  which  is  a charadler  generally  admired  by  the 
ordinary  judges,  is  intolerable  in  a Palloralj  and  Bo- 
narelli  s fancy  of  making  his  Ihepherdefs  in  love  with 
two  men  equally , is  not  to  be  defended,  whatever  pains 
he  has  taken  to  do  it.  As  for  what  you  alk  of  the 
liberty  of  Borrowing  ; ’tis  very  evident  the  beft  Latin 
Poets  have  extended  this  very  far ; and  none  fo  far  as 
Virgil,  who  is  the  beft  of  them.  As  for  the  Greek 
Poets,  if  we  cannot  trace  them  fo  plainly,  ’tis  perhaps 
becaufe  we  have  none  before  them ; ’tis  evident  that 
moft  of  them  borrowed  from  Homer,  and  Homer  has 
been  accufed  of  burning  thofe  that  wrote  before  him, 
that  his  theft  might  not  be  difeovered.  The  beft  of 
the  modern  Poets  in  all  languages,  are  thofe  that  have 
the  neareft  copied  the  Ancients.  Indeed',  in  all  the 
common  fubjedls  of  Poetry,  the  thoughts  are  fo  obvious 
(at  leaft  if  they  are  natural),  that  whoever  writes  laft 
mull  write  things  like  what  have  been  faid  before  : But 
they  may  as  well  applaud  the  Ancients  for  the  arts  of 
eating  and  drinking,  and  accufe  the  moderns  of  having 
llolen  thofe  inventions  from  them  ; it  being  evident  in 
all  fuch  cafes,  that  whoever  liv’d  hrft,  mull  firft  find 
them  out.  ’Tis  true  indeed,  when 

— unus  et  alter 

j^Jfuitiir  pannus, 

when  there  are  one  or  two  bright  thoughts  ftolen,  and 
all  the  reft  is  quite  difilerent  from  it,  a poem  makes  a 
very,  foolilh  figure  : But  when  ’tis  all  melted  down  to- 
gether, and  the  Gold  of  the  Ancients  fo  mix’d  with  that- 
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of  the  Moderns,  that  none  can  diftinguifh  the  one  from 
the  other,  I can  never  find  fault  with  it.  I cannot  how- 
ever but  own  to  you,  that  there  are  others  of  a different 
opinion,  and  that  I have  Ihewn  your  verfes  to  fome  who 
liave  made  that  objeftion  to  them.  I have  fo  much 
company  round  me  while  I write  this,  and  fuch  a noife 
in  my  ears,  that  ’tis  impoflible  I fliould  write  any  thing 
but  nonfenfe,  fo  muft  break  off  abruptly.  I am.  Sir, 
Tour  mojl  affedionate 

and  moji  humble  Ser‘vanf. 


LETTER  V. 

From  Mr.  Walsh. 

Se/f.  9,  1706- 

^y^T  my  return  from  the  North  I received  the  favour 
of  your  letter,  which  had  lain  there  till  then. 
Having  been  abfent  about  fix  weeks,  I read  over  your 
Paftorals  again,  with  a great  deal  of  pleafure,  and  to 
judge  the  better,  read  VirgiFs  Eclogues,  and  Spenfer’s 
Calendar,  at  the  fame  time ; and  I affure  you,  I con- 
tinue the  fame  opinion  I had  always  of  them.  By  the 
little  hints  you  take  upon  all  pccahons  to  improve  them, 
tis  probable  you  will  make  them  yet  better  againft 
winter ; tho’  there  is  a mean  to  be  kept  even  in  that 
too,  and  a man  may  corred  his  verfes  till  he  takes 
way  the  true  fpirit  of  them ; efpecially  if  he  fubmits 
lO  the  corredion  of  fome  who  pafs  for  great  Criticks,  by 
mechanical  rules,  and  never  enter  into  the  true  defign 
and  genius  of  an  author.  I have  feen  fome  of  thefe, 
that  would  hardly  allow  any  one  good  Ode  in  Horace, 
who  cry  Virgil  wants  fancy,  and  that  Homer  is  very 
ncorred.  While  they  talk  at  this  rate,  one  would  think 
i em  above  tiie  common  rate  of  mortals ; but  generally 
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they  are. great  admirers  ofOvid  and  Lucan;  and  when 
they  wiite  themfeh/es,  we  find  out  all  the  myftery. 
They  fcan  their  verfes  upon  their  fingers ; run  after 
Conceits  and  glaring  thoughts ; their  poems  are  all 
made  up  of  Couplets,  of  which  the  firft  may  be  lad, 
or  the  lad  fird,  without  any  fort  of  prejudice  to  their 
works ; in  which  there  is  no  defign,-  or  method,  or  any 
thing  natural  or  jud.  For  you.  are  certainly  in  the 
right,  that  in  all  writings  whatfoever  (not  poetry  only) 
nature  is  to  be  followed;  and  we  diould  be  jealous  of 
ourfelves  for  being  fond  of  Similes,  Conceits,  and  what 
they  call  faying  fine  Things.  When  we  were  in  the 
North,  my  Lord  Wharton  fhew’d  me  a letter  he  had 
receiv’d  from  a certain  great  General  in  Spain  * ; I 
told  him  I would  by  all  means  have  that  General  re- 
call’d, and  fet  to  writing  here  at  home,  for  it  was  im- 
poflible  that  a man  with  fo  much  Wit  as  he  fhew’d, 
could  be  fit  to  command  an  Army,  or  do  any  other 
bufinefs  f . As  for  what  you  fay  of  Expreflion;  .’tis 
indeed  the  fame  thing  to  Wit,  as  Drefs  is  to  Beauty  : I 
have  feen  many  women  over-drefs’d,  and  feveral  look 
better  in  a carelefs  night-gown,  with  their  hair  about 
their  ears,  than  Mademoifelle  Spanheifti  drefs’d  for  a ball. 

I do  not  defign  to  be  in  London  till  tow-ards  the  par-' 
liament : then  I fliall  certainly  be  there ; and  hope  by" 
that  time  you  will  have  finilh’d  your  Pallorals  as  you 
would  have  them  appear  in  the  world,  and  particularly,^ 
the  third,  of  Autumn,,  which  I have  not  yet  feen., a 
Your  lafi;  Eclogue  being  upon  the  fame  fubjccl  as  that 
of  mine  on  Mrs.  Tempert’s  Death,  I fhould  take  it  very,., 
kindly  in  you  to  give  it  a little  turn,  as  if  it  were  to’ 


The  Earl  of  Peterborow. 

f Mr.  Walfli’s  remark  will  be  thought  very  innocent,  when.^ 


the  reader  is  informed  that  it  was  made  on  the  earl  of  Peterborow,', 
juft  before  the  glorious  campaigns  of  Barcelona  and.  Valentia. 
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the  Memory  of  the  fume  Lady,  if  they  were  not  written 
for  fome  particular  Woman  whom  you  would  make 
immortal.  You  may  take  occaiion  -to  {hew  tlie  diifer- 
ence  between  Poets  Midreifes,  and  other  men’s.  I only 
hint  this,  which  you  may  either  do,  or  let  alone  juft 
as  you  think  fit.  I Ihall  be  very  much  pleas’d  to  fee 
you  again  in  Town,  and  to  hear  from  you  ip  the  mean 
ti.me.  I am,  with  very  much  efteem. 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER  VI. 

Oci.  22,  1706. 

T E R the  thoughts  I have  already  fent  you  on  tlie 
fubjeft  of  Englifh  Verftfi cation,  you  defire  my 
opinion  as  to  fome  farther  particulars.  There  arc  iit- 
deed  certain  Niceties,  which,  tho’  not  much  obferve.d 
even  by  corredl  verfifiers,  I cannot  but  think  defcrve 
to  be  better  regarded. 

I . It  is  not  enough  that  nothing  oftends  the  ear,  but 
a good  Poet  will  adapt  the  very  Sounds,  as  well  as 
Words,  to  the  thing  he  treats  of.  So  that  there  is  (if 
one  may  exprels  it  fo)  a Style  of  Sound;  As  in  de- 
fcribing  a gliding  ftream,  the  numbers  Ihould' run  cafy 
and  flowing ; in  defcribing  a rough  torrent  or  deluge, 
fonorous  and  fwelling  ; and'  fo  of  the  reft.  This  is 
evident  every  where  ih  Homer  and  Virgil,  and  no 
where  elfe,  that  I know  of,  to  any  obfcrvable  degree. 
The  follov/ing  examples  will  make  this  plain,  wliidi  I 
have  taken  fiom  Vida. 

Mclle  ^iam  tacito  lapfu  per  le-via  radii. 

Lie  edit  tar  do  mol i mine  fubjidendo. 

Ludtanles  njentosj,  tempejlatefq^ue  fonorat.. 

cum  preccipitam  ruit  Oceano  Nox\ 
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’T’elum  imbelle  Jine  iSlu,  conjecit. 

Tolle  moras,  cape  faxa  manu,  cape  rohora,  Pajlor, 

Ferte  citi  Jlammas,  date  tela,  repellite  pejlem. 

This,  I think,  is  what  very  few  obferve  in  praftlce, 
and  is  undoubtedly  of  wonderful  force  in  imprinting 
the  image  on  the  reader ; We  have  one  excellent  ex- 
ample of  it  in  our  language,  Mr.  Dryden’s  Ode  on  St. 
CcBcilia’s  Day,  intitled  Alexander's  Feajl. 

2.  Every  nice  ear  muft  (I  believe)  have  obferv’d, 

that  in  any  fmooth  Englilh  verfe  of  ten  fyllables,  there 
is  naturally  a Paufe  at  the  fourth,  fifth,  or  fixth  fyllable.  . 
It  is  upon  thefe  the  ear  refts,  and  upon  the  judicious 
change  and  management  of  which  depends  the  variety 
of  verfification.  For  example,  '' 

At  the  fifth. 

Where'er  thy  navy  ] fpreads  her  canvafs  nvings. 

At  the  fourth. 

Homage  to  thee  [ and  peace  to  all  Jhe  brings. 

At  the  fixth. 

Like  traeks  of  leverets  | in  morning  fno%v. 

Now  I fancy,  that,  to  preferve  an  exaft  Harmony  and  - 
Variety,  the  Paufe  at  the  4th  or  6th  ftiould  not  be  con-  ' 
tinned  above  three  lines  together,  without  the  interpo-  . 
fition  of  another elfe  it  will  be  apt  to  weary  the  ear  with  ■ . 
one  continued  tone,  at  leaft  it  does  mine  : That  at  the 
5th  runs  quicker,  and  carries  not  quite  fo  dead  a weight,  if; 
fo  tires  not  fo  much,  tho’  it  be  continued  longer. 

3.  Another  nicety  is  in  relation  to  Expletives,  whe-  if 
ther  words  or  fyllables,  which  are  made  ufe  of  purely  ; 
to  fupply  a vacancy : Do  before  verbs  plural  is  abfo- 
lutely  fuch  ; and  it  is  not  improbable  but  future  refin- 
ers may  explode  did  and  does  in  the  fame  manner, 
which  are  almoft  always  ufed  for  the  fake  of  rhyme. 
The  farhe  caufe  has  occafioned  the  promifcuous  ufe  of : 


FROM  W.  WALSH,  Es<^  51 

:ou  and  thou  to  the  fame  perfon,  which  can  never  found 
b graceful  as  either  one  or  the  other. 

4.  I would  alfo  objeft  to  the  irruption  of  Alexan- 
Irine  verfes,  of  twelve  fyllables,  which,  I think* 
hould  never  be  allow’d  but  when  fome  remarkable 
>eauty  or  propriety  in  them  atones  for  the  liberty  : 
VIr.  Dryden  has  been  too  free  of  thefe,  efpecially  in 
lis  latter  works.  I am  of  the  fame  opinion  as  to 
Triple  Rhimes. 

5.  I could  equally  objedl  to  the  Repetition  of  the 
ame  Rhimes  within  four  or  lix  lines  of  each  other,  as 
ircfome  to  the  ear  thro’  their  Monotony. 

6.  Monofyllable  Lines,  unlefs  very  artfully  ma- 
lagcd,  are  ftifF,  or  languifhing : but  may  be  beautiful 
0 exprefs  Melancholy,  Slownefs,  or  Labour. 

7.  To  come  to  the  Hiatus,  or  Gap  between  two 
vords,  which  is  caus’d  by  two  vowels  opening  on  each 
»ther  (upon  which  you  delire  me  to  be  particular) ; I 
hink  the  rule  in  this  cafe  is  either  to  ufe  the  Casfura, 
r admit  the  Hiatus,  juli  as  the  ear  is  lead  Ihock’d  by 
ither  : for  the  Caefura  fometimes  offends  the  ear  more 
han  the  Hiatus  itfelf,  and  our  language  is  naturally 

vercharg  d with  confonants  ; As  for  example ; if  in 
lis  verfe, 

The  old  haw  IntWeft  enter  in  their  eje, 

'e  Ihould  fay,  to  avoid  the  Hiatus, 

But  th’  old  hante  indreft. 

The  Hiatus  which  has  the  word  effed,  is  when  one 
•ord  ends  with  the  fame  vowel  that  begins  the  following ; 
ad  next  to  this,  thofe  vowel»^whofe  founds  come  neared 
ich  other,  are  mod  to  be  avoided.  O,  A,  or  U,  will 
ear  a more  full  and  graceful  found  than  E,  I,  or  Y.  I 
now,  fome  people  will  think  thefe  Obfervations  trivial, 
id  therefore  I am  glad  to  corroborate  them  by  fome 
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great  authorities,  which  I have  met  with  in  Tully  and 
Quintilian.  In  the  fourth  book  of  Rhetorick  to  Heren- 
nius,  are  thefe  words : Fugiemus  crebras  •vocalium  con- 
curJio7ies,  quae  ^aajlam  atque  hiantem  reddunt  oratiouem; 
ut  hoc  eji,  Baccae  aenede  amoe7iiJJimae  inipendebant.  And 
Quintilian,  1.  ix.  cap.  4.  Vocalium  concurfus  cum  accidif, 
hiat  et  interfiJHt,  et  qnaji  laborat  oratio.  PeJJime  longae 
quae  eafdem  inter  fe  liieras  coimnittunt , fo7iabunt : praeci- 
puus  tamen  erit  hiatus  earum  quae  ca’vo  aut  patulo  ore  effe- 
■nintur.  E plenior  liter  a eft,  I angujiior.  But  he  goes 
on  to  reprove  the  excefs  on  the  other  hand  of  being 
too  folicitous  in  this  matter,  and  fays  admirably, 
Nefcio  an  negligentia  hi  hoc,  aut  folicitudo  Jit  pejor.  So 
likewife  Tully  (Orat.  ad  Brut.):  P’heopompum  repre^, 
hefidunt,  quod  eas  literas  tanto  opere  fugerit,  etji  idem  ma- 
gijier  ejus  Socrates : which  laid  author,  as  T urnebus  on 
Quintilian  obferves,  has  hardly  one  Hiatus  in  all  his 
works.  Quintilian  tells  us,  that  Tully  and  Demof- 
thenes  did  not  much  obferve  this  nicety,  though  Tully 
himfelf  fays  in  his  Orator,  Crebra  ijia  <vocum  concurjio, 
quam  magna  ex  parte  'vitiofam,  fugit  Demojlhenes,  If  I 
am  not  miftaken,  Malherbe  of  all  the  moderns  has 
been  the  moll  fcrupulous  in  this  point ; and  I think 
Menage  in  his  obfervations  upon  him  fays,  he  has 
not  one  in  his  poems.  To  conclude,  I believe  the 
Hiatus  fliould  be  avoided  with  more  care  in  poetry  . 
than  in  Oratory ; and  I would  conftantly  try  to  prevent 
it,  unlefs  where  the  cutting  it  off  is  more  prejudicial 
to  the  found,  than  the  Hiatus  itfelf. 

I am,  etc. 

A.  POPE.  ' 

Mr.  Walfli  died  at  forty  nine  years  old,  in  the  year  1708,  thet  • 
year  before  the  Effay  on  Criticifm  was  printed,  whic!'.  concluded 
with  his  Elogy. 


LET  t'  E R S 

TO  AND  FRO  ,M 

H.  CROMWELL,  Efq. 

From  the  Year  1708  to  1711, 


LETTER  I. 

' March  18,  1708. 

T Believe  it  was  with  me  when  I left  the  Town,  as 
it  is  with  a great  many  men  when  they  leave  the 
world,  whpfe  lofs  itfelf  they  do  not  fo  much  regret,  as 
that  of  their  friends  whom  they  leave  behind  in  it.  Fbr 
I do  not  know  one  thing  for  which  I can  envy  London, 
but  for  your  continuing  there.  Yet  I guefs  you  will 
;xpe£l  me  to  recant  this  expreflion,  when  I tell  you 
.hat  Sappho  (by  which  heathenilh  name  you  have 
:hriflen’d  a very  orthodox  Lady)  did  not  accompany 
Tie  into  the  Country.  Well,  you  have  your  Lady  in 
;he  T own  ftill,  and  I have  my  Heart  in  the  Country 
HU,  which  being  wholly  unemploy’d  as  yet,  has  the 
nore  room  in  it  for  my  friends,  and  does  not  want  a 
•orner  at  your  fervice.  You  have  extremely  obliged 
ne  by  your  franknefs  and  kindnefs ; and  if  I have 
.bus  d it  by  too  much  freedom  on  my  part,  I hope  you 
^ill  attribute  it  to  the  natural  opennefs  of  my  temper, 
yhicli  hardly  knows  how  to  fliow  Refpetil,  where  it 
ecis  Aftc<5lion,  I would  love  my  Friend,  as  my  mif- 
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trefs,  without  ceremony ; and  hope  a little  rough 
ufage  fometimes  may  not  be  more  difpleafing  to  the 
one,  than  it  is  to  the  other. 

If  you  have  any  curiofity  to  know  in  what  manner 
I live,  or  rather  lofe  a life.  Martial  will  inform  you  in 
one  line : 

PrandeOy  poto,  cano,  ludo,  lego,  cceno,  quiefco. 

Every  day  with  me  is  literally  another  yederday,  for 
it  is  exadlly  the  fame  : It  has  the  fame  bulinefs,  which 
is  Poetry ; and  the  fame  pleafure,  which  is  Idlenefs.  A 
man  might  indeed  pafs  his  time  much  better,  but  I 
quellion  if  any  man  could  pafs  it  much  eafier.  If  you 
will  viht  our  lhades  this  fpring,  which  I very  much 
defire,  you  may  perhaps  inftruft  me  to  manage  my 
game  more  wifely ; but  at  prefent  I am  fatisfy’d  to 
trifle  away  my  time  any  way,  rather  than  let  it  flick  by 
me ; as  Ihop-keepers  are  glad  to  be  rid  of  thofe  goods 
at  any  rate,  which  would  otherwife  always  be  lying 
upon  their  hands. 

Sir,  if  you  will  favour  me  fometimes  with  your  let- 
ters, it  will  be  a great  fatisfaflion  to  me  on  feveral  ac- 
counts ; and  on  this  in  particular,  that  it  will  fliew  me 
(to  my  comfort)  that  even  a wife  man  is  fometimes 
very  idle ; for  fo  you  needs  mufl  be  when  you  can  find 
leifure  to  write  to 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER  II. 

Jpfil  27,  1 70S. 

T HAVE  nothing  to  fay  to  you  in  tliis  letter ; but  I was 
refolv’d  to  write  to  tell  you  fo.  Why  Ihould  not  I 
content  myfelf  with  fo  many  great  Examples,  of  deep 
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Divines,  profound  Cafuills,  grave  Pliilofophers ; who 
have  written,  not  letters  only,  but  whole  Tomes  and 
voluminous  Treatifes  about  nothing?  Why  Ihould  a 
fellow  like  me,  who  all  his  life  does  nothing,  be 
ifham’d  to  write  nothing  ? and  that  to  one  who  has  no- 
thing to  do  but  to  read  it  ? But  perhaps  you’ll  fay,  the 
vhole  world  has  fomething  to  do,  fomething  to  talk 
Df,  fomething  to  wilh  for,  fomething  to  be  employed 
about : But  pray.  Sir,  call  up  the  account,  put  all 
Jiefe  fomethings  together,  and  what  is  the  fum  total 
)ut  jull:  nothing  ? I have  no  more  to  fay,  but  to  dehre 
you  to  give  my  fervice  (that  is  nothing)  to  your  friends, 
md  to  believe  that  I am  nothing  more  than  Your,  etc. 

Ex  nihilo  nil  fit,  L u c r . 


letter  III. 

May.  10,  1708. 

^ o u talk  of  fame  and  glory,  and  of  the  great  men 
of  Antiquity  : Pray  tell  me,  what  are  all  your 
reat  dead  men,  but  fo  many  little  living  letters  ? What 
vaft  reward  is  here  for  all  the  ink  wafted  by  Writers 
nd  all  the  blood  fpilt  by  Princes  ? There  was  in  old 
'me  one  Severus  a Roman  Emperor.  I dare  fay  you 
ever  called  him  by  any  other  name  in  your  life  ; and 
et  in  his  days  he  was  ftyled  Lucius,  Septimius,  Seve- 
ns, Pius,  Pertinax,  Auguftus,  Parthicus,  Adiabeni- 
us,  Arabicus,  Maximus,  and  what  not?  What  a pro- 
igious  wafte  of  letters  has  time  made ! what  a number 
avehere  dropt  off,  and  left  tlie  poorfurviving  feven 
nattended  . For  my  own  part,  four  arc  all  I have  to 
are  for - and  I’ll  be  judg’d  by  you  if  any  man  could 
ve  in  lefs  compafs  ? Well,  for  the  future  I’ll  drown 
ig  t oughts  in  the  Lethe  of  cowflip-winc  ; as  for 
ame.  Renown,  Reputation,  take  ’em,  Criticks ! 
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7 radatn  protewis  in  Mare  Criticum 
F 'intis. 

If  ever  I feek  for  Immortality  here,  may  I be  damn’d, 
for  there  is  not  fo  much  danger  in  a Poet’s  being  damn’d  : 

Damnation  follonvs  death  in  other  menj 
But  your  damned  Poet  hues  and  nvrites  agen. 


LETTER  IV. 

No^v.  1,  1708. 

j HAVE  been  fo  well  fatisfy’d  with  the  Country  ever 
fmee  I faw  you,  that  I have  not  once  thought  of  the 
Town,  nor  inquir’d  of  any  one  in  it  befides  Mr.  \Vy-  > 
cherley  and  yourfelf.  And  from  him  I underftand  of 
your  journey  this  fummer  into  Leicefterfhire ; from 
whence  I guefs  you  are  return’d  by  this  time,  to  your 
old  apartment  in  the  widow’s  cornerj  to  your  old  buli- 
nefs  of  comparing  Criticks,  and  reconciling  Commen-  ^ 
tutors,  and  to  your  old  diverlions  of  loling  a game  at 
piquet  with  the  ladies,  and  half  a playy  or  quarter  of  a 
play,  at  the  theatre  : where  you  are  none  of  the  mali-  -• 
cious  audience,  but  the  chief  of  amorous  fpeftators ; 
and  for  tlie  infirmity  of  one  * fenfe,  which  there,  for  / 
the  moft  part,  could  only  ferve  to  difgud  you,  enjoy 
tlie  vigour  of  another,  which  raviflies  you. 

[ -j-  Fou  knonjOj  nvhen  one  fenfe  is  fupprefs'd,  ^ 

It  hut  retires  into  the  ref, 

according  to  the  poetical,  not  the  learned,  Dodwell ; 
wlio  has  done  one  thing  worthy  of  eternal  memory 
wrote  two  lines  in  his  life  that  are  not  nonfenfe!] 
you  have  the  advantage  of  being  entertain’d  with  al)^ 

* His  hearing.  * 

f Omitted  by  thc'Author  in  his  own  edition.  ' y 
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=ie  beauty  of  the  boxes,  without  being  troubled  with 
ny  of  the  dulnefs  of  the  ttage.  You  are  fo  good  a 
ritich,  that  his  the  greateft  happmefs  of  the  modern 
octs  that  you  do  not  hear  their  works ; and  next,  that 
ou  are  not  fo  arrant  a critick,  as  to  damn  them  (like 
1C  reft)  without  hearing.  But  now  I talk  of  thofe 
riticks,  I have  gHDod  news  to  tell  you  concerning  my- 
‘If,  for  which  I expert  you  fliouM  congratulate  mth 
le:  It  is  that,  beyond  all  my  expeftations,  and  far 
Dove  my  demerits,  I have  been  moft  mercifully  re- 
det^’d  by  the  fovereign  power  of  Jacob  Tonfon,  from, 
nng  brought  forth  to  publick  punilhment;  and  re- 
'ited  from  time  to  time  from  the  hands  of  thofe  barba- 
>us  executioners  of  the  Mufes,  whom  I was  juft  now 
'Caking  of.  It  often  happens,  that  guilty  Poets,  like 
:;her  guilty  Criminals,  when  once  they  are  known  and 
•oclaim’d,  deliver  themfelves  into  the  hands  of  juftice, 
ily  to  prevent  others  from  doing  it  more  to  their  dif- 
Ivantage;  and  not  out  of  any  ambition  to  fpread  their 
me,  by  being  executed  in  the  face  of  the  world,  which 
- a fame  but  of  ftiort  continuance.  Tliat  Poet  were  a 
appy  man  who  could  but  obtain  a grant  to  preferve  his 
r ninety-nine  years ; for  thofe  names  very  rarely  laft 
many  days,  which  are  planted  either  in  Jacob  Ton- 
n’s,  or  tile  Ordinary  of  Newgate’s  Mifcellanies. 

- 1 have  an  hundred  things  to  fay  to  you,  which  lhall 
: deferr’d  till  I have  the  happinefs  of  feeing  you  in 
wn,  for  the  feafon  now  draivs  on,  that  invites  every 
>dy  thither.  Some  of  them  I had  communicated  to 
m by  letters  before  this,  if  1 had  not  been  uncertain 
acre  you  pafs’d  your  time  the  laft  feafon  : So  much 
le  weather,  I doubt  not,  has  given  you  all  the  pleafure 
)u  could  defirc  from  the  country,  and  your  own  thoughts 
c beft  company  in  it.  But  nothing  could  allure  Mr. 
jchcrlcy  to  our  foreft,  he  continued  (us  you  told  me 
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long  fince  he  would)  an  obftinate  lover  of  the  town,  in 
fpite  of  friendlhip  and  fair  weather.  Therefore,  hence- 
forward, to  all  thofe  conliderable  qualities  I know  you 
polTefs’d  of,  I lhall  add  that  of  Prophecy.  But  I Hill 
believe  Mr.  Wycherley’s  intentions  were  good,  and  am 
fatisfy’d  that  he  promifes  nothing,  but  with  a real  de- 
lign  to  perform  it : how  much  foever  his  other  excel- 
lent qualities  are  above  my  imitation,  his  hncerity,  I 
hope,  is  not ; and  it  is  with  the  utmoft  that  I am. 

Sir,  etc. 


LETTER  V. 

Jan.  22,  1708-9. 

r 

T H A D fent  you  the  inclos’d *  * papers  before  thus  time, 
but  that  I intended  to  have  brought  them  myfelf, 

* afterwards  could  find  no  opportunity  of  fending 
them  without  fufpicion  of  their  mifcarrying ; not  that 
they  are  of  the  leaft  value,  but  for  fear  fomebody  might 
be  foolifh  enough  to  imagine  them  fo,  and  inquilitive- 
enough  to  difcover  thofe  faults  which  I (by  your  help) 
would  corredl.  I therefore  beg  the  favour  of  you  to 
let  them  go  no  fai-ther  than  your  chamber,  and  to  be 
very  free  of  your  remarks  in  the  margins,  not  only  in 
regard  to  the  accuracy,  but  to  the  fidelity  of  the  tranf- 
lation ; which  I have  not  had  time  to  compare  with  its 
original.  And  I defire  you  to  be  the  more  fevere,  as  it 
is  much  more  criminal  for  me  to  make  anotlxer  fpeak 
nonfenfe,  than  to  do  it  in  my  own  proper  perfon.  For 
your  better  help  in  comparing,  it  may  be  fit  to  tell  you, 
that  this  is  not  an  entire  verfion  of  the  firfi;  book.  There 

* This  was  a tranflation  of  the  firft  book  of  Statius,  done  when 
the  author  was  but  fourteen  years  old,  as  appears  by  an  advcrtifc- 
ment  before  the  firft  edition  of  it  in  a raifccllany  publiflicd  by  B. 
Lintot,  8vo.  1711.  i 
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s an  omiluon  from  the  i68th  line — Ja7n  murmur  a fer^ 
'UHt  PUbis  Agenoreae—~to  the  312th — Inter ea  pair  its  olim. 
■ugus  exul  ab  oris — (between  thefe  * two  Statius  has  a 
lefcription  of  the  council  of  the  Gods,  and  a Ipeech  of 
upiter;  which  contains  a peculiar  beauty  and  majelly, 
md  were  left  out  for  no  other  reafon,  but  becaufe  the 
onfequence  of  this  machine  appears  not  till  the  fecond 
>ook.)  The  tranflation  goes  on  from  thence  to  the 
/ords  Hie  <vero  ambobus  rabiem  fortuna  cruentam,  where 
here  is  an  odd  account  of  a battle  at  lilly-cuiFs,  between 
he  two  Princes  on  a very  flight  occaflon,  and  at  a time 
'hen,  one  would  think,  the  fatigue  of  their  journey,  ih 
) tempefluous  a night,  might  have  render’d  them  very 
nfit/or  fuch  a feuifle.  This  I had  aclually  tranflated, 
ut  was  very  ill  fatisfied  with  it,  even  in  my  own  words, 

) which  an  author  cannot  but  be  partial  enough  of 
onfcience ; it  was  therefore  omitted  in  this  copy,  which 
oes  on  above  eighty  lines  farther,  at  the  words  — /f/c 
■imum  lujlrare  oculis,  etc. — to  the  end  of  the  book. 

You  will  And,  I doubt  not,  that  Statius  was  none  of 
e difcreetell  Poets,  tho’  he  was  the  bell  verflfier  next 
tirgil : In  the  veiy  beginning  he  unluckily  betrays  his 
•norance  in  the  rules  of  Poetry  (which  Horace  had  al- 
ady  taught  the  Romans)  when  he  afks  his  Mufe  where 
begm  his  Thebaid,  and  feems  to  doubt  whether  it 
ould  not  be  ab  0^0  Ledaeo.  When  he  comes  to  the 
2ne  of  his  Poem,  and  the  prize  in  difpute  between  the 

others,  he  gives  us  5.  very  mean  opinion  of  it 

igna  eft  de  pauper e regno. Very  different  from  tlie 

nduft  of  his  mafter,  Virgil,  who  at  the  entrance  of 
i Poem  informs  his  reader  of  the  greatnefs  of  its  fub-' 
d.  lantae  molis  erat  Romanam  condere gentem.  [Boffu 
Epic'Poetry.]  There  are  innumerable  little  faults 

tr.mnated,  and  they  arc  extant  in  the  printed 

VoL.  V.  F 
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in  him,  among  which  I cannot  but  take  notice  of  one 
in  this  book,  where  fpeaking  of  the  implacable  hatred 
of  the  brothers,  he  fays,  '-whole  nxjorld  'would  he  too 
fmall  a prize  to  repay  fo  much  impiety. 

■ * ^id Ji  peteretur  crhnine  tanto 

Li?nes  iderque  poll,  quern  Sol  emijfus  Eoo 
Car  dine  i quein  porta  'vergens  profpeSlat  Ibera  P 

This  was  pretty  well,  one  would  think,  already,  but  he 
goes  on,  . 

^uafque  procid  terras  dhliquo  fydere  tangit 
A<vius,  aut  Borea  gelidas,  mr.didi  ve  tepentes 
Jgnc  NotiP 

After  all  this,  what  could  a Poet  think  of  but  Heavefl. 
itfelf  for  the  prize  : but  what  follows  is  aftonifhing. 

^id Jl  Tyriae  Phrygiae've  fub  usium 
Con'vePlentur  opes  ? 

I do  not  remember  to  have  met  with  fo  great  a fall  in 
any  ancient  author  whatfoever.  I Ihould  not  have  in- 
filled fo  much  on  the  faults  of  this  Poet,  if  I did  not 
hope  you  would  take  the  fame  freedom  with,  and  re- 
venge -it  upon,  his  Tranflator.  I fhall  be  extremely 
glad  if  the  reading  this  can  be  any  amufement  to  you, 
•the  rather  becaufe  I had  the  dilTatisfadlion  to  hear  you 
have  been  confin’d  to  your  chamber  by  an  illnefs,  which, 
I fear,  was.  as  troublefome  a companion  as  I have  fome- 
times  been  in  the  fame  place ; where, , if  ever  you  found 
any  pleafure  in  my  company,  it  mull  furcly  have  been 
that,  which  mod  men  take  in  obferving  the  faults  and 
follies  of  another ; a pleafure,  which,  you  fee,  I take 
care  to  give  you  even  in  my  abfence. 

if  you  will  cbiige-me  at  your  Icifure  with  the  confirni- 
'ation  of  your  recovery,  under  your  own  hand,  it  will 
be  extremely  grateful  to  me,  for  next  to  the  pleafure  of 
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feeing  my  friends,  is  that  I take  in  hearing  from  them ; 
and  in  this  particular  I am  beyond  all  acknowledgments 
obliged  to  our  friend  Mr.  Wycherley.  I know  I need 
no  apology  to  you  for  fpeaking  of  him,  whofe  example, 
as  I am  proud  of  following  in  all  things,  fo  in  nothing 
more  than  in  profeffing  myfelf,  like  him. 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER  VI. 

March  7,  1709. 

before  this  tunc  been  troubled  with  a 
letter  from  me,  but  that  I deferred  it  till  I could 
fend  you  either  the  Mifcellany,  * or  my  continuation 
of  the  verfion  of  Statius.  The  firll  I imagin’d  vou  mio-ht 
have  had  before  now,  but  fmee  the  contrary  has  hap- 
pen’d, you  may  draw  this  moral  from  it.  That  authors 
in  general  are  more  ready  to  write  nonfenfe  tlian  book- 
fellers  are  to  publifh  it.  I had  I know  not  what  extra- 
ordinary flux  of  rhyme  upon  me  for  three  days  together , 
in  which  time  all  the  verfes  you  fee  added,  have  been 
written;  which  1 tell  you,  that  you  may  more  freely 
be  fevere  upon  tliem.  ’1 'is  a mercy  I do  not  affault  you 
with  a number  of  original  Sonnets  and  Epigrams, 
which  our  modern  bards  put  forth  in  the  fpring-time, 
in  as  great  abundance,  as  trees  do  bloflbms,  a very  few 
whereof  ever  come  to  be  fruit,  and  fhafe  no  longer 
than  jud  in  their  birth.  I'^ley  make  no  lefs  hade  to 
t)ring  their  flowers  of  wit  to  the  prcE,  than  gardeners 
to  bring  their  other  flo.vers  to  the  market,  wKich  if 
they  can’t  get  oft  their  hands  in  the  morning  are  fare 

* Jncob  I onfon’s  fixth  volume  of  Poetical  Mifcellonics,  in  which 
\Ir.  Pope'-;  Paftorais,  and  fomc  vcrfions  of  Homer  and  Chaucer,  were- 
irfl  printed. 
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to  die  before  night.  Thus  the  fame  reafon  that  furnifhes 
Covent-garden  with  thofe  nofegays  you  fo  delight  in, 
fupplies  the  Mufes  Mercury  and  BritiJJ?  Apollo  (net  to 
fay  Jacob's  Mifcellanies)  with  verfes.  And  it  is  the 
happinefs  of  this  age,  that  the  modern  invention  of 
printing  poems  for  pence  apiece,  has.  brought  the  nofe- 
gays of  Parnaffus  to  bear  the  fame  price;  whereby  the 
j)ublick-fpirited  Mr.  Henry  Hills  of  Black-friars  has  been 
the  caufe  of  great  eafe  and  lingular  comfort  to  all  the 
learned,  who  never  over-abounding  in  tranfitory  coin, 
fliould  not  be  difeontented  (methinks)  even  though 
poems  were  dillributed  gratis  about  the  ftreets,  like 
Bunyan’s  fermons  and  other  pious  treatifes,  ufually 
publiflred  in  a like  volume  and  charafter. 

The  time  now  drawing  nigh,  v/hen  you  ufe  with 
Sappho  to  crofs  the  water  in  an  evening  to  Spring - 
garden,  I hope  you  will  have  a fair  opportunity  of  ra- 

vilhing  her  : 1 mean  only  (as  Old-fox  in  the  Plain- 

dealer  fays)  through  the  ear,  with  your  well  penn’d 
verfes.  I wifh  you  all  the  pleafures  which  the  feafon 
and  the  nymph  can  afford ; the  beh  company,  the  bell 
coffee,  and  the  bell  news  you  can  delire ; and  what 
more  to  wilh  you  than  this,  I do  not  know ; unlefs  it 
be  a great  deal  of  patience  to  read  and  examine  the 
verfes  I fend  you  ; I promife  you  in  return  a great  deal 
of  deference  to  your  judgment,  and  an  extraordinary 
obedience  to  your  fentiments  for  the  future  (to  which, 
you  know,  I have  been  fometimes  a little  refradlory) . 
If  you  will  pleafe  to  begin  where  you  left  off  lall,  and 
mark  the  margin,  as  you  have  done  in  the  pages  im- 
mediately before  (which  you  will  find  corre£led  to  your 
fenfe  llnce  ycur  lall  perufal),  you  will  extremely  oblige 
me,  and  improve  my  tr.anllation.  Befides  thofe  places 
which  may  deviate  from  the  fenfe  of  the  author,  it  would 
be  very  kind  in  you  to  obferve  any  deficiencies  in  the 
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.lUVion  or  numbers.  The  Hiatus  in  particular  I would 
..void  as  much  as  pofliblc,  to  which  you  are  certainly  i ti 
he  right  to  be  a profefs’d  enemy:  tho’,  1 coafefs,  I 
ould  not  think  it  poflible  at  all  times  to  be  avoided  by 
.ny  writer,  till  I found  by  reading  Malherbe  lately, 
hat  there  is  fcarce  any  throughout  his  poems.  I thought 
"Our  obfervation  true  enough  tO  be  pafs’d  into  a rule, 
)ut  not  a rule  without  exceptions,  nor  that  it  e/er  had 
K.*en  reduced  to  pradlice  : But  this  exam.ple  of  one  of 

he  moft  correfl  and  bell:  of  their  Poets  has  undeceived 
■ne,  and  confirms  your  opinion  very  llrongly,  and  much 
.nore  than  Mr.  Dryden’s  authority,  who,  tho’  he  made 
t a rule,  feldom  obferv’d  it. 

Your,*  etc. 


LETTER  VH. 

June  10,  1709. 

HAVE  received  part  of  the  verfton  of  Statius,  and  re- 
turn you  my  thanks  for  your  remarks,  which  I think 
:obe  juil,  except  where  you  cry  out  (like  one  in  Ho- 
lace’s  Art  of  Poetry)  pulcbre,  bene,  reble  ! There  I have 
3me  fears  you  are  often,  if  not  always,  in  the  wrong. 
One  of  your  objections,  namely  on  that  palTage, 

The  rejl  renjolnjing  years  pall  ripen  into  fate, 
nay  be  well  grounded,  in  relation  to  its  not  being- the 
xaft  fenfe  of  the  words  — * Certo  reliqua  ordine  ducam, 
!ut  the  duration  of  the  Action  of  Statius’s  poem  may  as 
/ell  be  excepted  againll,  as  many  things  befides  ia 
im  (which  I wonder  BolTu  has  not  obferv’d)  : for  in- 
:ead  of  confining  his  narration  to  one  year,  it  is  mani- 
;ftly  exceeded  in  the  very  firlt  two  books  : the  narra- 
on  begins  with  Oedipus’s  prayer  to  the  Fury  to  pro-- 

* Sec  the  firft  book  of  Statius,  v.  303. 
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mote  difcord  betwixt  his  Tons ; afterward  the  Poet  ex- 
prefsly  defcribes  their  entering  into  the  agreement  of 
reigning  a year  by  turns ; and  Polynices  takes  his 
flight  from  Thebes  on  his  brother’s  refufal  to  refign 
the  throne.  All  this  is  in  the  firfl:  book  ; in  the  next 
Tydeus  is  fent  ambaflhdor  to  Eteocles,  and  demands 
his  reflgnation  in  thefe  terms, 

Ajiriferian  <velox  jam  circulus  orbefn 
^ Of  jit,  et  amijjae  redierunt  montihus  umb'^ae, 

Ex  quo  frater  inops-;  ignota  per  oppida  trijies 
Exul  a git  cafus. 

But  BofTu  himfelf  is  miftaken  in  one  particular,  relating 
to  the  commencement  of  the  aftion ; faying  in  book  ii. 
chap.  8.  that  Statius  opens  it  with  Europa’s  rape, 
vvhereas  the  Poet  at  rnofl:  only  deliberates  whether  he' 
fliould  or  not : 

Unde  jubetis 

Ire,  Deae  P gentifne  canam  prhnordia  dirae, 

Sidonios  raptus  P etc. 

but  then  exprefsly  paflbs  all  this  with  a longa  retro  /cries 
•4 — and  fays 

limes  mihi  carminis  ejlo 
Oedipodae  confufa  domus. 

Indeed  there  are  numberlefs  particulars  blame -worthy 
in  our  author,  which  I have  tried  to  foften  in  the  ver-- 
lioii : 

duhiatnque  jugo  fragor  impulit  Oeten 
. In  laius,  St  gemiuis  <vix  jhitiibus  ohjlitit  Ijlhmus, 

is  moft  extravagantly  hyperbolical  : Nor  did  I ever 

rSad  a greater  piece  of  tautology  than 

Vacua  cum  folus  in  aula 

, Refpiceres  jns  omne  tuum,  cundtofq^ue  minores, 

Et  nujquam  par  Jlare  caput. 
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In  the  journey  of  Polyniccs  is  fome  geographical 
rror  : 

In  mcdiis  audit  duo  litoTU  cdmpis 
X)uld  hardly  be ; for  the  lilhmus  of  Corinth  is  full  five 
niles  over:  And  caligantes  alrupto file  Ivijcenas,  is  not 
loniident  with  what  he  tells  us,  in  lib.  iv.  lin.  3®5*. 
^ that  thofe  of  Mycenae  came  not  to  the  war  at  this 
* time,  becaufe  tiiey  were  then  in  confufion  by  the  di- 
‘ vifions  of  the  brothers,  Atreus  and  Thyeftes.”  Now 
rom  the  raifing  the  Greek  army  againfl  Thebes,  back 
o the  time  of  this  journey  of  Polynices,  is  (according 
o Statius’s  own  account)  three  years. 

Yours,  etc. 


LETTER  VIII. 

July  17,  1709. 

'T'  H E morning  after  I parted  from  you,  I found  my- 
felf  (as  I had  prophefied)  all  alone,  in  an  uneafy 
otage-coach a doleful  change  from  that  agreeable 
:ompany  I enjoyed  the  night  before  ! without  the  lead 
nope  of  entertainment  but  from  my  laft  recourfe  in  fuch 
:afes,  a book.  I then  began  to  enter  into  acquaintance 
with  your  Moralilts,  and  had  juft  receiv’d  from  them 
fome  cold  confolation  for  the  inconveniencies  of  this 
:iife,  and  the  uncertainty  of  human  affairs ; when  I per- 
ceiv’d my  vehicle  to  flop,  and  heard  from  the  fide’of  it 
the  dreadful  news  of  a fick  woman  preparing  to  enter  it. 
’Tis  not  eafy  to  guefs  at  my  mortification,  but  being 
fo  well  fortify ’d  with  philcfophy,  I flood  rcfign’d  with 
a ftoical  conftancy  to  endure  tlie  wcrft  of  evils,  a fick 
woman.  I was  indeed  a little  comforted  to  find,  by 
her  voice  and  drefs,  that  fhe  was  young  and  a gentle- 
woman; but  no  fooner  was  her  hood  remov’d,' but  I 
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faw  one  of  the  fined  faces  I ever  beheld,  and,  to  in- 
creafe  my  furprife,  heard  her  falute  me  by  my  name. 
I never  had  morereafon  to  accufe  nature  for  making  me 
diort-fighted  than  now,  when  I could  not  recolledf  I 
had  ever  feen  thofe  fair  eyes  which  knew  me  fo  well, 
and  was  utterly  at  a lofs  how  to  addrefs  myfelf ; till 
with  a great  deal  of  fimplicity  and  innocence  fhe  let  m* 
know  (even  before  I difcover’d  my  ignorance)  that  die 
was  the  daughter  of  one  in  our  neighbourhood,  lately 
marry’d,  who  having  been  confulting  her  phyficians  in 
town,  was  returning  into  the  country,  to  try  what 
good  air  and  a hulband  could  do  to  recover  her.  My 
father,  you  mud  know,  has  fometimes  recommended 
the  ftudy  of  phyfick  to  me,  but  I never  had  any  ambi- 
tion to  be  a dodlor  till  this  inflant.  I ventur’d  to 
prefcribe  fome  fruit  (which  1 happen’d  to  have  in  the 
coach),  which  being  forbidden  her  by  her  doftors,  Ihe 
had  the  more  inclination  to.  In  fhort,  I tempted,  and 
Ihe  eat ; nor  was  I more  like  the  Devil  than  fhe  like 
Eve.  Having  the  good  fuccefs  of  the  forefaid  Tempter 
before  my  eyes,  I put  on  the  gallantry  of  the  old  fer- 
pent,  and  in  fpite  of  my  evil  form  accofted  her  with 
all  the  gaiety  I was  mader  'of ; which  had  fo  good  an 
effeft,  that  in  lefs  than  an  hour  fhe  grew  pleafant ; her 
colour  return’d,  and  fhe  was  pleafed  to  fay  my  pre- 
fcription  had  w^rought  an  immediate  cure  ; In  a word, 

I had  the  pleafanteli  journey  imaginable. 

Thus  far;  (methinks)  my  letter  has  fomething  of  the 
air  of  a romance,  tho’  it  be  true.  But  I hope  you  will 
look  on  what  follows  as  the  greateft  of  truths,  that  I 
think  myfelf  extremely  obliged  by  you  in  all  points  j 
efpecially  for  your  kind  and  honourable  information 
arid  advice  in  a matter  of  the  utmofi:  concern  to  me, 
which  I fliall  ever  acknowledge  as  the  highefl  proof  at 
once  of  your  friendfliip,  julHce,  and  fincerity.  At  the 
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fame  time  be  allur’d,  that  Gentleman  we  fpoke  of, 
lhall  never  by  any  alteration  in  me  difcover  my  know- 
ledge of  his  miftake ; the  hearty  forgiving  of  which  is 
the  only  kind  of  return  I can  polTibly  make  him  for  fo 
many  favours  : And  I may  derive  this  pleafure  at  lead 
from  it,  that  whereas  I mull;  otherwife  have  been  a 
little  uneafy  to  know  my  incapacity  of  returning  his 
obligations,  I may  now,  by  bearing  his  frailty,  exercife 
my  gratitude  and  friendfhip  more  than  himfelf  cither' 
is,  or  perhaps  ever  will  be  fenlible  of. 

///<?  primus  qui  me  ftbi  juiixit,  amores 

Abjlulit ; ille  habeat  feciim,  fer-jetque  fepulchrs  / 

But  in  one  thing,  I muft  confefs  you  have  yourfelf 
obliged;  me  more  than  any  man,  which  is,  that  you 
have  Ihew’d  me  many  of  my  faults,  to  which  as  you 
are  the  more  an  implacable  enemy,  by  fo  much  the 
more  are  you  a kind  friend  to  me.  I could 'be  proud, 
in  revenge,  to  hnd  a few  flips  in  your  verfes,  which  I 
read  in  London,  and  flnee  in  the  country,  with  more 
. application  and  pleafure  : the  thoughts  are  very  jull, 

; and  you  are  fure  not  to  let  them  fuflfer  by  the  verflfica- 
; tion.  If  you  would  oblige  me  with  the  trull  of  any 
• thing  of  yours,  I Ihould  be  glad  to  execute  any  com- 
;mifiions  you  would  give  me  concerning  them.  I am 
:here  fo  perfcdlly  at  leifure,  that  nothing  would  be  fo 
; agreeable  an  entertainment  to  me  ; but  if  you  will  not 
:aftbrd  me  that,  do  not  deny  me  at  leaf!  the  fatlsfaddioii 
I of  your  letters  as  long  as  we  are  abfent,  if  you  would 
. not  have  him  very  unhappy,  who  is  very  flncercly 

' Your,  etc. 

Having  a vacant  fpace  here,.  I will  fill  it  with  a flioit 

I Ode  on  Solitude,  which  I found  yefterday  by  great  ac- 
:cldent,  and  which  I find,  by  the  date,  was  written  when 

II  was  not  twelve  years  old  ; that  you  may  perceivi^  how 
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long  I have  continued'  in  my  paflion  for  a rural  life/ 
apd  in  the  fame  employments  of  it. 

^^PP7  man,  whofe  wilh  and  care 
A few  paternal  acres  bound. 

Content  to  breathe  his  native  air  : 

In  his  own  ground. 

Whofe  herds  with  milk,  whofe  fields  with  bread,. 

Whofe  flocks  fupply  him  with  attire,. 

Whofe  trees  in  fummer  yield  him  flrade. 

In  winter,  fire. 

Blell:,  who  can  unconcern’dly  find 

Hours,  days,  and  years  iflide  foft  away* 

In  health  of  body,,  peace  of  mind. 

Quiet  by  day, 

Sound  fleep  by  night ; ftudy  and  eafe. 

Together  mix’d ; fweet  recreation,' 

And  innocence  which  mofl:  does  pleafe. 

With  meditation. 

Thus,  let  me  live,  unfeen,  unknown. 

Thus,  unlamented  let  me  die. 

Steal  from  the  world,  and  not  a flone 

Tell  where  I lie. 


' LETTER  IX. 

19,  1709.  ^ 

I F I were  to  write  to  you  as  often  as  . I think  of  you,*' 
my  letters  would  be  as  bad  as  a rent-charge ; but 
tho’  the  one  be  but  too  little  for  your  good-nature,  the 
other  would  be  too  much  for  your  quiet,  which  is  bnel 
blefling  good-nature  ftiould  indifpenfably  receive  from  \ 
manlynd,  in  return  for  thofs  many  it  gives.  I havej 
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been  inform’d  of  late,  how  nuich  I am  indebted  to  that 
quality  of  yours,  in  fpeaking  well  of  me  in  my  ab- 
fence;  the  only  thing  by  which  you  prove  yourfelf  no 
V.  it  nor  critick ; tho’  indeed  I have  often  thought,  mat 
a friend  will  Ihow  jail  as  much  indulgence  (and  no 
more)  to  my  faults  when  I am  abfent,  as  he  does  feye- 
ritv  to  ’em  when  I am  prefent.  To  be  very  frank  with 
you.  Sir,  I mull  own,  that  where  I receiv’d  fo  much 
civility  at  find,  I could  hardly  have-  expefted  fo  much 
fancerity  afterwards.  But  now  I have  only  to  wiHi, 
that  the  laft  were  but  equal  to  the  firli,  and  that  as  you 
■ have  omitted  nothing  to  oblige  me,  fo  you  would  omit 
nothing  to  improve  me. 

I caus’d  an  acquaintance  of  mine  to  inquire  twice  of 
your  welfare,  by  whom  I have  been  inform  d,  mat  you 
have' left  your  fpecuhitive  angle  in  the  Widow  s Couee- 
houfe,  and  bidding  adieu  for  fome  time  to  all  the  Re- 
hearfals,  Reviews’,  Gazettes,  etc.  have  march  d off  into 
Lincolnihire.  Thus  1 find  you  vary  your  life  in  the 
Icenc  at  leali,  tho’  not  in  theadlion;  tor  tho  life  foi 
the  moft  part,  like. an  old.  play,  be  ftill  the  fame,  yet 
i'KDw  and  then  a new  feene  may  make  it  more  entertain- 
ing. As  for  myfelf,  I would  not  have  my  life  a very 
regular  play,  let  it  be  * a good  merry  farce,  a G-d’‘s 
name,  and  a fig  for  the  critical  unities  ! For  the  gene- 
rality of  men,  a true  modern  life  is  like  a true  modern 
play,  neither  tragedy,  comedy,  nor  farce,  nor  one,  nor 
all  of  thefe  ; every  aCdor  is  much  better  known  by  las 
having  the  fame  face,  than  by  keeping  the  fame  cha- 
racter ; for  we  change  our  minds  as  of:en  as  they  can 
their  parts-,  and  he  who  was  yellerday  Csefar,  is  to-day 
Sir  ^ohn  Daw.  So  that  one  might  afic  the  fame  que-’ 
fiion  of  a modern  life,  that  Rich  did  of  a modern  play ; 

* Tohfable  furcc,  in  the  Author’s  own  Edit,  a God's  name  omit- 
ted there. 
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Pray  do  me  the  favour.  Sir,  to  inform  me;  Is  this 
your  Tragedy  or  your  Comedy?’’ 

I have  dwelt  the  longer  upon  this,  becaufe  I perfuade 
myfelf  it  might  be  ufeful,  at  a time  when  we  have  no 
theatre,  to  divert  ourfelves  at  this  great  one.  Here  is 
a glorious  Handing  comedy  of  Fools,  at  which  every 
man  is  heartily  merry,  and  thinks  himfelf  an  uncon- 
cern’d ipedlaror.  This  (to  our  fingular  comfort)  nei- 
ther my  Lord  Chamberlain,  nor  the  Queen  herfelf,  can 
ever  Ihut  up,  or  fdence. — * While  that  of  Drury  (alas !) 
lies  defolate,  in  the  profoundeft  peace : and  the  melan- 
choly profpedl  of  the  nymphs  yet  lingering  about  its 
beloved  avenues^  appears  no  lefs  moving  than  that  of 
the  Trojan  dames  lamenting  over  their  ruin’d  Ilium! 
What  now  can  they  hope,  difpofTefs’d  of  their  ancient 
feats,  but  to  ferve  as  captives  to  the  infulting  viftors-  of  ^ 
tlie  Hay-market  ? The  afflidled  fubjedls  of  France  do  ■ 
not,  in  our  Poftman,  fo  grievoufly  deplore  the  oblHnacy 
of  their  arbitrary  monarch,  as  thefe  perifliing  people  of  ; 
Drury,  the  obdurate  heart  of  that  Pharaoh,  Rich,  who,  ] 
like  him,  difdains  all  propofals  of  peace  and  accomrao- 
dation.  Several  libels  have  been  fecretly  affixed  to  the  j 
great  gates  of  his  imperial  palace  in  Bridgcs-ftreet : and  ; 
a memorial,  reprefenting  the  diftrefles  of  thefe  perfons,  \ 
has  been  accidentally  dropt  (as  we  are  credibly  inform-  i 
ed  by  a perfon  of  quality)  out  of  his  lirft  miniiler  the  ^ 
chief  box-keeper’s  pocket,  at  a late  conference  of  the  j 
faid  perfon  of  quality  and  others,  on  the  part  of  the  j. 
Confederates,  and  his  Theatrical  Majefty  on  his  own  ^ 
part.  Of  this  you  may  expeft  a copy,  as  foon  as  it 
lhall  be  tranfmitted  to  us  from  a good  hand.  As  for  . 
the  late  Congrefs,  it  is  here  reported,  that  it  has  not  - 
■been  wholly  ineffedlual ; but  this  wants  confirmation  ; , 

* t ■ 

* Wlfet  follows  to  the  end  of  this  Letter,  is  omitted  in  the  Au- 
thor’s own  Edit. 
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et  we  cannot  but  hope  the  concurring  prayers  and  tear* 

)f'  fo  many  wretched  ladies  may  induce  this  haughty 
prince  to  reafon. 

I am,  etc.  ' 


L E T T E R X. 

Ot?.  19,  1709. 

^ M A Y truly  fay  I am  more  obliged  to  you-  this  fummer 
than  to  any  of  my  acquaintance,  for  had  it  not  been 
or  the  two  kind  letters  you  fent  me,  I had  been  per- 
eftly  oblihifqiie  meorum,  obli^ifcendus  et  illis.  The  only 
•.ompanions  I had  were  thofe  Mufes  of  whom  Tully 
ays,  Adolcfcentiam  alunt,  fenedlutem  obleSiaJitjfecuitdasrer 
rnant,  adverjis  perfugium  ac  folatium  praebejity  deleSiant 
hmi,  non  impediunt forts,  pernodiant  nobifcum,  peregrinan~ 
ur,  ruf  leant ur  : which  is  indeed  as  much  as  ever  I ex- 
tolled from  them  : For  the  Mufes,  -if  you  take  them 

s companions,  are  very  pleafant  and  agreeable;  but 
v'hoever  Ihould  be  forced  to  live  or  depend  upon  ’em, 
vould  find  himfelf  in  a very  bad  condition.  That  Quiet, 
vhich  Cowley  calls  the  Companion  of  Obfeurity , was  not 
-anting  to  me,  unlefs  it  was  interrupted  by  thofe  fears 
l OU  fo  jullly  guefs  I had  for  our  friend’s  welfare.  ’Tis 
extremely  kind  in  you  to  tell  me  the  news  you  heard  of 
1 im,  and  you  have  delivered  me  from  more  anxiety 
ihan  he  imagines  me  capable  of  on  his  account,  as  I 
■m  convinced  by  his  long  filence.  However,  the  love 
■f  fome  things  rewards  itfelf,  as  of  virtue,  and  of  Mr. 
Vycherley.  I am  furprifed  at  the  danger,  you  tel] 
ne,  he  has  been  in,  and  mull  agree  with  you,  that  our 
-ation  mull  have  loft  in  him,  as  much  wit  and  probity, 
s would  have  remain’d  (for  ought  I know)  in  the  reft: 
f it.  My  concern  for  his  friendftiip  will  excufe  me 
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'(fince  I know  you  honour  him  fo  much,  and  fmce  you 
know  I love  him  above  all  men)  if  I vent  a part  of  my 
• uneafmefs  to  you,  and  tell  you  that  there  has  not  been 
wanting  one,  to  infmuate  malicious  untruths  of  me  to  ' 
Mr.  Wycherley,  which,  I fear,  may  have  had  fome 
effeft  upon  him.  If  fo,  he  will  have  a greater  punilL- 
ment  for  his  credulity  than  I could  wifh  him,  in  that 
fellow’s  acquaintance.  The  lofs  of  a faithful  creature  ■ 
is  fomething,  though  of  ever  fo  contemptible  an  one  ; ! 
ancT  if  I were  to  change  my  dog  for  fuch  a man  as  the  > 
aforefaid,  I ftiould  think  my  dog  undervalued':  (who 
follows  me  about  as  conftantly  here  in  the  country,  as 
I was  ufed  to  do  Mr.  Wycherley  in  the  town.) 

Now  I talk  of  my  dog,  that  I may  not  treat  of  a 
vvorfe  fubjeft,  which  my  fpleen  tempts  me  to,  I wifi 
give  you  fome  account  of  him ; a thing  not  wholly  un- 
precedented, fmce  Montaigne  (to  whom  I am  but  a dog 
in  comparifon)  has  done  the  fame  thing  of  his  Cat.  Die 
mihi  quid  fnelius  dejidtofus  agam  ? Y ou  are  to  know  then,- 
that  as  ’tis  likenefs  begets  alFefiion,  fo  my  favourite  dog 
is  a little  one,  a lean  one,  and  none  of  the  fined  fliap’d; 
He  is  not  much  a fpanielinhis  fawning,  but  has  (what 
might  be  worth  any  man’s  while  to  imitate  him  in)  a 
d'um  furly  fort  of  kindnefs,  that  rather  Ihews  itfelf 
when  he  thinks  me  ill  us’d  by  others,  than  when  we- 
walk  quietly  and  peaceably  by  ourfelves.  If  it  be  thc* 
chief  point  of  friendflrip  to  comply  with  a friend’s  mo- 
tions and  inclinations,  he  poflefles  this  in  an  eminent  ' 
degree  ; he  lies  down  when  I fit,  and  walks  when  I walk,  1 
which  is  more  than  many  good  friends  can  pretend  to, 
witnefs  our  walk  a year  ago  in  St.  James’s  Park.  • 'jk 
Hiftories  are  more  full  of  examples  of  the  fidelity  of^ 
dogs  than  of  friends,  but  I will  not  infift  upon  many  ^ 
of  them,  becaufe.  it  is  poffible  fome  may  be  almoft  as  « 
fabulous  as  thofe  of  Pylades  and  Oreftes,  etc.  I will  n 
only  fay  for  the  honour  of  dogs,  that  the  two  moll  ^^*^8 
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:‘ient  and  efteemable  books,  facred  and  propliane,  ex- 
cant [(viz.  the  Scripture  and  Homer),  have  fliewn  a 
^articular  regard  to  thefe  animals.  That  of  Toby  is 
dte  more  remarkable,  becaufe  there  feem’d  no  manner 
of  reafon  to  take  notice  of  the  dog,  befides  the  great 
aumanity  of  the  author.  Homer’s  account  of  Ulyffes’s 
log  Argus  is  the  mod  pathetick  imaginable,  all  the 
urcumdances  confider’d,  ■ and  an  excellent  proof  of 
he  old  faard’s  good-nature.  Ulyffes  had  left  him  at 
thaca  when  he  embarked  for  Troy,  and  found  him  at 
lis  return  after  twenty  years  (which  by  the  way  is  not 
’innatural,  as  fome  criticks  have  faid,  fince  I remember 
he  dam  of  my  dog  was  twenty-two  years  old  when  flie 
ly’d  : May  the  omen  of  longaevity  prove  fortunate  to 

ler  fuccefibrs).  You  fhall  have  it  in  verfe. 

ARGUS. 

rVhen  wife  UlyiTes,  from  his  native  coad 
^ong  kept  by  wars,  and  long  by  tempeds  tod. 

Arriv’d  at  lad,  poor,  old,  difguis’d,  alone, 

^o  all  his  friends,  and  ev’n  his  Queen,  unknown  r 
Chang’d  as  he  was,  with  age,  and  toils,  and  cares, 
•'urrow’d  his  rev’rend  face,  and  white  his  hairs, 
n his  own  palace  forc’d  to  alk  his  bread, 
corn’d  by  thofe  daves  his  former  bounty  fed, 

■ orgot  of  all  his  own  domedick  crew  r 

:’he  faithful  dog  alone  his  rightful  mader  knew  1 

7nfed,  unhous’d,  neglefted,  on  the  clay, 

Ake  an  old  fervant  now  cafliier’d,  he  lay  : 
ouch’d  with  rcfentment  of  ungrateful  man, 

\nd  longing  to  behold  his  ancient  Lord  again, 
iim  when  he  faw — he  rofe,  and  crawl’d  to  meet, 

’Twas  all  he  cou’d)  and  fawn’d,  and  kifs’d  his  feet, 
ciz’d  witn  dumb  joy  — then  falling  by  his  fide, 

)\vn’d  his  returning  Lord,  look’d  up,  and  ^ied  ] 
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Plutarch,  relating  how  the  Athenians  were  obliged 
to  abandon  Athens  in  the  time  of  Themiftocles,  fteps 
back  again  out  of  the  way  of  his  hiftory,  purely  to 
defcribe  the  lamentable  cries  and  bowlings  of  the  poor 
dogs  they  left  behind.  He  makes  mention  of  one, 
that  follow’d  his  mafter  acrofs  the  fea  to  Salamis,  where 
he  dy’d,  and  was  honoured  with  a tomb  by  the  Athe- 
nians, who  gave  the  name  of  the  Dog’s  Grave  to  that 
part  of  the  ifland  where  he  was  buried.  This  refped 
to  a dog  in  the  moft  polite  people  of  the  world,  h 
very  obfervable.  A modern  inftance  of  gratitude  to 
a dog  (though  we  have  but  few  fuch)  is,  that  the  chief 
order  of  Denmark  (now  injurioufly  call’d  the  order  of 
the  Elephant)  was  inftituted  in  memory  of  the  fidelity, 
of  a dog,  nam’d  Wild-brat,  to  one  of  their  Kings  who 
had  been  deferted  by  his  fubjefts : he  gave  his  Order  \ 
this  motto,  or  to  this  effeft  (which  IHll  remains),  Wild^ 
hr  at  was  'faithful.  Sir  William  T rumbuU  has  told  me 
a ftory  * which  he  heard  from  one  that  was  prefent  ^ 
King  Charles  I.  being  with  fome  of  his  court  during, 
hfs  troubles,  a difcourfe  arofe  what  fort  of  dogs  de-  k 
ferv’d  pre-eminence,  and  it  being  on  all  hands  agreed 
to  belong  either  to  the  fpaniel  or  grey-hound,  the 
King  gave  his  opinion  on  the  part  of  the  grey-hound,  ;; 
becaufe  (faid  he)  it  has  all  the  Good-nature  of  the  odier  , i 
without  the  Fawning.  A good  piece  of  fatire  upon  his 
courtiers,  with  which  I will  conclude  my  difcourfe  of 
dogs.  Call  me  a Cynick,  or  what  you  pleafe,  in  revenge  - 
for  all  this  impertinence,  I will  be  contented ; provided 
you  will  but  believe  me,  when  I fay  a bold  word  for 
a Chriftian,  that,  of  all  dogs,  you  will  find  none  more 
faithful  than 

Your,  etc, 

* SirPhilip  Warwick  tells  this  ftory  in  his  Memoirs. 

] 
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HAD  written  to  you  fooner,  but  that  1 made  fome 
fcruple  of  fending  prophane  things  to  you  in  holy 
eek.  Befides,  our  family  would  have  been  fcandaliz’d 
» fee  me  write,  who  take  it  for  granted  I write  nothing 
at  ungodly  verfes.  I allure  you,  I am  look’d  upon  in 
le  neighbourhood  for  a very  well-difpos’d  perfon  ; no 
.real  Hunter  indeed,  but  a great  admirer  of  the  noble 
' ort,  and  only  unhappy  in  my  want  of  conftitution  for 
at,  and  Drinking. . They  all  fay,  ’tis  pity  I am  fo 
•:kly,  and  I think  ’tis  pity  they  are  fo  healthy.  But  I 
y nothing  that  may  dellroy  their  good  opinion  of  me  : 
:have  not  quoted  one  Latin  author  fmce  I came  down, 
•It  have  learn’d  without  book  a fong  of  Mr.  Thomas 
urfey’s,  who  is  your  only  Poet  of  tolerable  reputa-. 
3n  in  this  country.  He  makes  all  the  merriment  in 
•tr  entertainments,  and  but  for  him,  there  would  be 
miferable  a dearth  of  catches,  that,  I fear,  they 
ould  put  either  the  Parfon  or  me  upon  making  fome 
r ’em.  Any  man,  of  any  quality,  is  heartily  wel- 
• me  to  the  bell  toping-table  of  our  gentry,  who  can 
;ar  out  fome  Rhapfodies  of  his  works  : fo  that  in  the 
me  manner  as  it  was  faid  of  Homer  to  his  detrac- 
ts ; What ! dares  any  man  fpeak  againll  him  who  has 
ven  fo  many  men  to  eat?  (meaning  the  Rhapfodills 
10  liv’d  by  repeating  his  verfes  ;)  thus  may  it  be  faid 
Mr.  Durfey  to  his  detraftors  ; Dares  any  one  defpife 
■m,  who  has  made  fo  many  men  drink?  Alas,  Sir  ! 
is  is  a glory  which  neither  you  nor  I mull  ever  pre- 
nd  to.  Neither  you  with  your  Ovid,  nor  I with  my 
atius,  can  amufe  a board  of  jullices  and  extraordinary 
pires,  or  gain  one  hum  of  approbation,  or  laugh  of 
dmiration.  Thefe  things  (they  would  fay)  are  too 
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ftudious,  they  may  do  well  enough  with  fuch  as  lo\  c 
reading,  but  give  us  yOur  ancient  Poet  Mr.  Durfey ! 
’Tis  mortifying  enough,  it  mull  be  confefs’d ; but  how- 
ever let  us  proceed  in  the  way  that  nature  has  direded 
us — Multi  7uulta  fciunt  fed  nemo  omniay  as  it  is  faid  in 
the  almanack.  Let  us  communicate  our  v/orks  for  our 
mutual  comfort : fend  me  elegies,  and  you  lhall  not 
want  heroicks.  At  prefent,  I have  only  thefe  arguments 
in  profe  to  the  Thebaid,  which  you  claim  by  promife,. 

do  your  tranflation  of  Pars  7ne  Sulmo  and, 

the  ^I/ig  r~i^«s-*'eiLl_hope  for  as.  foon  as  you  can  conve- 
niently tranfcnbe  them,  and  vvhaiiocver  orders  you  are. 
pleas’d  to  give  lliall  be  pundually  obey’d  by 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER  XIR 

May  10,  1710*- 

j HAD  not  fo  long  omitted  to  exprefs  my  acknowledge 
ments  to  you  for  fo  much  good-nature  and  friend- 
Ihip  as  you  lately  Ihovv’d  me ; but  that  I am  but  juit 
returned  to  my  own  hermitage,  from  Mr.  C*’s,  who 
has  done  me  fo  many  favours,  that  I am  almoft  inclin’d 
to  think  my  friends  infed  one  another,  and  that  your 
converfation  with  him  has  made  him  as  obliging  to  me 
as  yourfelf.  I can  afliire  you,  he  has  a fincere  refpcd 
for  you,  and  this,  I believe,  he  has  partly  contraded 
from  me,  who  am  too  full  of  you  not  to  overflow  upon 
thofe  I converfe  with.  But  I m lift  now  be  contented  to 
converfe  only  with  the  dead  of  tliis  world,  that  is  to 
fay,  the  dull  and  bbfcure,  every  way  obfcure,  in  their 
intelleds  as  ivell  as  their  perfons  : or  elfe  have  recourfe 
to  the  living  dead,  the  old  authors  with  whom  you  are 
fo  well  acquainted,  even  from  Virgil  down  to  Aulus- 
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llius,  whom  I do  not  think  a critick  by  any  means 
be  compar’d  to  Mr.  Dennis  : And  I muil:  declare 

'fitivel}'  to  you,  that  I will  perlill  in  this  opinion,  till 
;u  become  a little  more  cml  to  Atticus.  Who  could 
ve  imagin’d  that  he,  who  had  cfcap’d  all  the  mif- 
'tunes  of  his  time,  unhurt  even  by  the  profcriptions 
Antony  and  Augullus,  fliould  in  thefe  days  find  an 
emy  more  fevere  and  barbarous  than  thofe  tyrants-  ? 
J that  enemy  the  gentleil;  too,  the  beft-natur’d  of 
)rtals,  Mr.  Cromwell,  whom  I muft  in  this  compare 
ce  more  to  Augufius  ; who  feem’d  nr><-  unlike 

nfelf,  in  the  fever^tj-  one  part  of  his  life  and  the 
-xncucy  of  the  other,  than  you.  I leave  you  to  re - 
on  this,  and  hope  that  time  (which  mollifies 
:ks,  and  of  ftiiF  things  makes  limber)  will  turn  a 
blute  critick  to  a gentle  reader;  and  inilead- of  this 
'fitive,  tremendous  new-falhioned  Mr.  Cromwell, 
tore  unto  us  our  old  acquaintance,  tlie  foft,  bene- 
snt,  and  courteous  Mr.  Cromwell. 

I . expeft  much,  towards  the  civilizing  of  you  in  your 
deal  capacity,  from  the  innocent  air  and  tranquil - 
7 of  our  Foreft,  when  you  do  me  the  favour  to  vilit 
In  the  mean  time,  it  would  do  well,  by  way  of 
;parative,  if  you  would  duly  and  conllantly  every* 
»ming  read  over  a paftoral  of  Theocritus  or  Virgil ; 
:d  let  the  lady  Ifabella  put  your  Macrobius  and  Aulus 
jUius  fomewhere  out  of  your  way,  for  a month  or 
:ho  knows,  but  travelling  and  long  airing  in  an 
en  field,  may  contribute  more  fuccefsfully  to  the 
oling  a critick’s  feverity,  than  it  did  to  the  afluaging 
Mr.  Cheek’s  anger  of  old  ? In  thefe  fields  you  wilt 
fecure  of  finding  no  enemy,  but  the  moll  fiiithful  and 
.efdonate  of  your  friends,  etc. 
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LETTER  XIII. 

May  17,  1710. 
after  I had  recover’d  from  a dangerous  illnefs 
which  was  firft  contrafted  in  town,  about  a fort- 
night after  n^  coming  hither,  I troubled  you  with  a let- 
ter, and  * paper  inclos’d,  which  you  had  been  fo  oblig- 
ing as  to  delire  a light  of  when  laft  I faw  you,  promif- 
ing  me  in  return  fome  tranllations  of  yours  from  Ovid. 
Since  when,  I have  not  had  a fyllable  from  your  hands, 

be  ^ar’d  that  tho’  I have  efcap’d  death, 
I have  not  obHvion.  have  expefted 

you  to  have  hnilhed  that  elegy  upon  me,  whick  yo^ 
told  me  you  was  upon  the  point  of  beginning  when 
I was  lick  in  London  ; if  you  will  but  do  fo  much  for. 
me  firli,  I will  give  you  leave  to  forget  me  afterwards 
and  for  my  own  part  will  die  at  dilcredon,  and  at  my 
leifure.  But  I fear  I mull  be  forced,  like  many  learned 
authors,  to  write  my  own  epitaph,  if  I would  be  re- 
membered at  all.  Monlieur  de  la  Fontaine’s  would  lit 
me  to  a hair ; but  it  is  a kind  of  facrilege  (do  you 
think  it  is  not  ?)  to  Heal  epitaphs.  In  my  prefent, 
living  dead  condition,  nothing  would  be  properer 
than  Obhtufque  ??ieorum,  ohli<vifcendus  et  illis,  but  that, 
unluckily  I can’t  forget  my  friends,  and  the  civilities 
I received  from  yourfelf  and  fome  others.  They  fay 
indeed  ’tis  one  quality  of  generous  minds  to  forget  the 
obligations  they  have  conferred,  and  perhaps  too  it 
may  be  fo  to  forget  thofe  on  whom  they  conferr’d  ’em ; 
Then  indeed  I mud  be  forgotten  to  all  intents  and 
purpofes ; I am,  it  mud  be  own’d,  dead  in  a natural 
capacity,  according  to  Mr.  Bickerdaff ; dead  in  a 
poetical  capacity,  as  a damn’d  author ; and  dead  in  » 

* Verfes  on  Silence,  in  imitation  of  the  Earl  of  Rochefter's 
poem  on  Nothing  j done  at  fourteen  yeay  old. 
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vil  capacity,  as  a ufelefs  member  of  the  Common- 
ealth.  But  rcflefl,  dear  Sir,  what  melancholy  ef- 
<fls  may  enfue,  if  dead  men  are  not  civil  to  one  ano- 
er  ! If  he  who  has  nothing  to  do  himfelf,  will  not 
mifort  and  fupport  another  in  his  idlenefs  ; If  thofe 
ho  are  to  die  themfelves,  will  not  now  and  then  pay 
e charity  of  vifiting  a tomb  and  a dead  friend,  and 
•oudng  a few  flowers  over  him  ; In  the  fliades  where 
am,  the  inhabitants  have  a mutual  compaflion  for 
s-h  other ; being  all  alike  Inanes ; we  faunter  to  one 
other’s  habitations,  and  daily  afllfl  each  other  in 
ino^  nothing  at  all.  This  I mention  for  your  edifica- 
n and  example,  that,  all  alive  aa  you  are,  you  may 

t fometimes  difdain dejtpere  in  loco.  Tho’  you 

: no  Papifl,  and  have  not  fo  much  regard  to  the  dead 
to  addrefs  yourfelf  to  them  (which  I plainly  perceive 
your  filence),  yeti  hope  you  are  notone  of  thofe 
lerodox,  who  hold  them  to  be  totally  infenfible  of 
! good  offices  and  kind  wilhes  of  their  living  friends, 
Lto  be  m a dull  ftate  of  lleep,  without  one  dream  of 
•fe  they  left  behind  them.  If  you  are,  let.  this  letter 
ivmce^  you  to  the  contrary,  which  alTures  you  I am 
• , tho’  in  a ftate  of  feparation.  Your,  etc. 

'?•  S.  This  letter  of  deaths  puts  me  in  mind  of  poor 
. . Betterton’s  ; over  whom  I would  have  this  fentence 
ully  for  an  epitaph,  which  will  ferve  him  as  well  in 
Moral,  as  his  Theatrical  capacity. 

Vitae  bene  aSlae  jucundiffima  eji  recordatio. 


LETTER  XIV. 

June  2 1710. 

^is  very  natural  for  a young  friend,  and  a young 
lover,  to  think  the  perfons  they  love  have  no- 
ig  to  do  but  to  pleafe  them  ; when  perhaps  they,  for 
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So 

their  parts,  had  twenty  other  engagements  before.  This 
was  my  cafe,  when  I wonder’d  I did  not  hear  from 
you  ; but  I no  fooner  receiv’d  your  fhort  letter,  but  I 
forgot  your  long  filence  : and  fo  many  fine  things  as 
you  faid  of  me  could  not  but  have  wrought  a cure  on 
my  own  ficknefs,  if  it  had  not  been  of  the  nature  of 
that  which  is  deaf  to  the  voice  of  the  charmer.  ’Twas 
impoffible  you  could  have  better  tim’d  your  compli- 
ment on  my  philofophy  ; it  was  certainly  propereit  to 
commend  me  for  it  juft  when  I moft  needed  it,  and 
when  I could  leaft  be  proud  of  it ; that  is,  when  I was 
in  pain.  ’Tis  not  eafy  to  exprefs  what  an  exaltation  it 
gave  to  my  fpirits,  above  all  the  cordials  of  my  doftor ; 
and  ’tis  no  compliment  to  tell  you,  that  your  compli- 
ments were  fweeter  than  the  (weeteft  of  his  juleps  and 
fyrups.  ■ But  if  you  will  not  believe  fo  much. 

Pour  k molns,  -voire  complmcnt 
M’a  foulage  dans  ce  moment,  ; 

Et  des  qu^on  me  I'eji  ve?iu  faire 
yai  chajje  mon  apoticaircj 
Et  r envoy e tnon  lavement. 

Neverthelefs,  I would  not  have  you  entirely  lay  andc 
the  thoughts  of  my  epitaph,  any  more  than  I do  thofe 
of  the  probability  of  my  becoming  <ere  long)  the  fub- 
jeft  of  one.  For  death  has  of  late  been  very  familiar 
with  fome  of  my  fize  ; I am  told,  my  Lord  Lumley  and 
Mr.  Litton  are  gone  before  me  ; and  tho’  I may  now, 
without  vanity,  efteem  myfelf  the  leaft  thirrg  like  a man 
in  England,  yet  I can’t  but  be  forry,.two  heroes  of  fuch 
a make  fliould  die  inglorious  in  their  beds ; when  it 
had  been  a fate  more  worthy  our  fize,  had  they  met 
with  theirs  from  an  irruption  of  Cranes,  or  other  war- 
•like  animals,  thofe  ancient  enemies  to  our  Pyginxan 
anceftors You  of  a fuperior  fpecies  little  regard  what 
befals  us  homuncioncs  Jefquipedales y however,  you  have 
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\o  reafon  to  be  fo  unconcern’d,  iince  all  phyficians 
igree  there  is  no  greater  fign  of  a plague  among 
nen,  than  a mortality  among  frogs.  I was  the  other 
lay  in  company  with  a lady,  who  rally’d  my  perfon  fo 
Tiuch,  as  to  caufe  a total  fubverfion  of  my  counte- 
lance  : fome  days  after,  to  be  revenged  on  her,  I pre- 
rented her,  among  other  compan}%  the  following  Ron- 
ieau  on  that  occafion,  which  I defire  you  to  Ihow  Sap- 
pho. 

2"ou  kno^K}  <t\)here  you  did  defpife 
(1^^ other  day ) my  little  eyes. 

Little  legs,  and  little  thighs. 

And  fome  things  of  little  fze. 

You  knonx}  njohers. 

You,  "‘tis  true,  ha^.e  fine  black  .ey£s, 

Yaper  legs,  and  tempting  thighs. 

Yet  '-what  moi'c  than  all  Hjoe  pri'Sis 
Is  a thing  of  little  fixe. 

You  kntnv  nvhere. 

This  fort  of  writing  call’d  the  Rondeau  is  what  I ne- 
/er  knew  pradlis’d  in  our  nation,  and,  I werily  believe, 
t was  not  in  ufe  with  the  Greeks  or  Romans,  neither 
VTacrobius  nor  Hyginus  taking  the  leaft  notice  of  it. 
I is  to  be  obferv’d,  that  the  vulgar  Ipelling  and  pro- 
louncing  it  round  O,  is  a manifeft  corruption,  and  by 
10  means  to  be  allowed  of  by  criticks.  Some  may  mif- 
akenly  imagine  that  it  was  a fort  of  Rondeau  which 
he  Gallick  foldiers  fung  in  Caefar’s  triumph  over  Gaul 
—Callias  Ccefar  fubegit , etc.  as  it  is  recorded  by  Sueto- 
nus  in  Julio,  and  fo  derive  its  original  from  the  ancient 
3auls  to  the  modern  French:  but  this  is  erroneous: 
he  words  there  not  being  ranged  according  to  the 
av Oi  the  Rondeau,  as  laid  down  by  Clcmetit  Marot. 
f you  v^ill  fay,  that  the.fong  of  the  foldiers  might  be 
)nly  the  rude  beginning  of  this  kind  of  Poem,  and  fo 
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confequently  imperfed,  neither  Hemhus  nor  I can  be 
of  that  opinion ; and  fo  I conclude,  that  we  know  no- 
thing of  the  matter. 

But,  Sir,  I alk  your  pardon  for  all  this  buffoonery, 
which  I could  not  addrefs  to  any  one  fo  well  as  to  you, 
fmce  I have  found  by  experience,  that  you  moll  eafily 
forgive  my  impertinencies.  ’Tis  only  to  fhow  you  that 
I ara  mindful  of  you  at  all  times ; that  I write  at  all 
times ; and  as  nothing  I can  fay  can  be  worth  your 
- reading,  fo  I may  as  well  throw  out  what  comes  up- 
permoft,  as  lludy  to  be  dull.  I am,  etc. 


LETTER  XV. 

t 

From  Mr.  Cromwell. 

July  15,  1710. 

^T  tail  f have  prevail’d  over  a lazy  humour  to  tran- 
fcribe  this  elegy ; I have  changed  the  htuation  of 
fome  of  the  Latin  verfes,  and  made  fome  interpolations, 
but  I hope  they  are  not  abfurd,  and  foreign  to  my  au- 
thor’s fenfe  and  manner  : but  they  are  referr’d  to  your 
cenfure,  as  a debt ; whom  I efteem  no  lefs  a crkick  than 
a poet : I expefl  to  be  treated  with  the  fame  rigour  as 

I have  practis’d  to  Mr.  Dryden  and  you. 

Hanc  ‘veniam  petimuftiue  dmnufque  wiffim. 

I defire  the  favour  of  your  opinion,  why  Priam,  in 
tis  fpeech  to  Pyrrhus  in  the  fecond  iEneid,  fays  this 
to  1dm, 

At  non  ille,  fatuin  quo  ie  mentiriSy  Achilles. 

He  would  intimate  (I  fancy  by  Pyrrhus’s  anfwer)  only 
his  degeneracy : but  then  thefe  following  lines  of  the 
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erfion  ([  fuppofe  from  lioiner’s'hirtory)  feem  abfurd  in 
ne  mouth  of  Priam,  viz. 

He  chear'd  fcrro-ivs,  and  for  fums  cf  gold  ' 

The  bloodlefs  carcafc  of  my  Heflor  fold. 

I am. 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER  X\T. 

July  20,  1710. 

• GIVI!  you  thanks  for  the  verfion  you  fent  me  of 
Ovid’s  elegy.  It  is  very  much  an  image  of  that 
uthor’s  writing,  who  has  an  agreeablenefs  that  charms 
s without  correftnefs,  like,  a miftrefs,  vvhofe  faults  we 
?e,  but  love  her  with  them  all.  You  have  very  judi- 
ioufly  alter’d  his  method  in  fome  places,  and  I can 
nd  nothing  which  I dare,  infill  upon  as  an  error  ; what 
have  written  in  the  margins  being  merely  guelTes  at 
little  improvement,  rather  than  criticifms.  I alTurc 
on  I do  not  expect  you  Ihould  fubfcribe  to  my  private 
ations  but  when  you  fnall  judge  them  agreeable  to 
•afon  and  good  fenfe.  What  I have  done  is  not  as  a 
itick  but  as  a friend ; I know  too  well  how  many 
lalities  are  requifite  to  make  tlie  one,  and  that  I want 
mod  all  I can  reckon  up  ; but  I am  fure  I do  not  want 
clination,  nor,  I hope,  capacity  to  be  the  other.  Nor 
ail  I take  it  at  all  amifs,  that  another  diHents  from 
y opinion  ; ’Tis  no  more  than  I have  often  done  from 
y own  ; and  indeed,  the  more  a man  advances  in 
ider (landing,  he  becomes  the  more  every  day  a critlck 
5on  himfdf,  and  finds  fomething  or  other  llillfo  blame 
his  former  notions  and  opinions.  I could  be  glad 
know  if  you  Iiave  tranllatcd  the  nth  elegy  of  lib.  ii. 
y amicam  na^aigantem.  The  8th  of  bookiii.  cr  the 
\'0L.  V.  F 
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1 1 th  of  book  iii.  which  are  above  all  others  my  parti- 
cular favourites,  efpecially  tlie  laft  of  thefe. 

As  to  the  paffage  of  which  you  alk  my  opinion  in  the  • 
fecond  Aeneid,  it  is  either  fo  plain  as  to  require  no  fo- 
lution;  or  elfe  (which  is  very  probable)  you  fee  farther 
into  it  than  I can.  Priam  would  fay,  that  Achilles 
(whom  furely  you  only  feign  to  be  your  father,  fmce  ' 
your  aftions  are  fo  different  from  his)  did  not  ufe  me'  > 
thus  inhumanly.  He  blulh’d  at  his  murder  of  Hec-  '' 
tor,  when  he  favv  my  forrows  for  him  j and  reftored  i 
his  dead  body  to  me  to  be  buried.”  To  this  the  an-  j 
fwer  of  Pyrrhus  feems  to  be  agreeable  enough,  ‘‘  Go  I 
then  to  the  /hades,  and  tell  Achilles  how  I degene-  J 
rate  from  him:”  granting  the  truth  of  what  Priam  1 
hadfaid  of  the  difference  between  them.  Indeed  Mr. 
Dry  den’s  mentioning  here  what  Virgil  more  judiciou/ly  | 
paffes  in  filence,  the  circumftance  of  Acliiiles’s  felling'  I 
>/•  the  body  of  Heftor,  feems  not  fo  proper;  it  | 
in  fome  meafure  leflening  the  cliarafter  of  Achilles’s  ge-  .1 
nerofity  and  piety,  which  is  the  very  point  of  wkich  1 
Priam  endeavours  in  this  place  to  convince  his  /bn,  M 
and  to  reproach  him  with  the  want  of.  But  the  truth  1 
of  this  circumftance  is  no  way  to  be  queftion’d,  being  I 
exprefsly  taken  from  Homer,  who  reprefents  Achilles  ; 
weeping  for  Priam,  yet  receiving  the  gold,  Iliad  xxiv..  v 
for  when  he  gives  the  body,  he  ufes  thefe  words : “ 

“ my  friend  Patroclus ; forgive  me  that  I quit  the  corpfe  ^ 
“ of  him  who  kill’d  thee;  I have  great  gifts  in  ranfom^^ 
fork,  which  I will  beftow  upon  thy  funeral.” 

I am,  etc. 
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LETTER  XVII. 

From  Mr.  Cromv/ell. 

s»  ^710* 

j^ooKiNc  among  fome  French  rhymes,  I was 
agreeably  furpris’d  to  find  in  the  Rondeau  of  Pour 
'e  moins  •— your  Apoticaire  and  Lavement,  which  I took 
for  your  own ; fo  much  is  your  Mufe  of  intelligence 
-vith  the  wits  of  all  languages.  You  have  refined  upon 
V'oiture,  whole  Ou  'uous  fan;ez.  is  much  inferior  to  your 
You  kn<m>  ^jhere. — You  do  not  only  pay  your  club  with 
/our  Author  (as  our  friend  fays)  but  the  whole  reckon- 
ng ; who  can  form  fuch  pretty  lines  from  fo-  trivial  a 
lint. 

For  my  Elegy  f;  ’tis  confefs’d  that  the  topography 
>f  Suimb  in  Latin  makes  but  an  awkward  figure  in  t’le 
'erfion.  Your  couplet  of  the  dog-fiaf  is  very  fine,  but 
nay  be  too  fublime  in  this  place.  I laugh’d  heartily 
t your  note  upon  Paradife ; for  to  make  Ovid  talk  of 
he  garden  of  Eden,  is  certainly  moll  abfurd ; but  Xe- 
ophon  in  his  Oeconomicks,  fpeaking  of  a garden  finely 
I anted  and  watered  (as  is  here  defcribed),  calls  it  Para- 
ifos : ’'J’is  an  interpolation  indeed,  and  ferves  for  a 
radation  to  the  celeftial  orlj  ; which  exprefles  in  fome 
)rt  the  Sidu:  Cajloris  in  parie  coeli — How  trees  can  en- 
ly,  let  the  naturalifts  determine ; but  the  Poets  make 
lem  fenfitivc,  lovers,  bachelors,  and  married.  Virgil 
1 his  Georgicks,  lib.  ii.  Horace,  Ode  xv.  lib.  li.  Pla- 
mus  coelebs  evincet  ubnos.  Epod.  ii.  Ergo  aut  adult  a aji- 
um  prop agine  altas  marital  populos.  Your  critique  is  a 
cry  Dolcepicca7ite ; for  after  the  many  faults  you  jullly 

* In  Voltnrc’s  Poems. 

d Ovid  % Amorum,  1.  il.  cl.  16.  Pars  mcSulmo,  etc. 
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find,  youfmooth  your  rigour  : but  an  obliging  thing  is 
owing  {you  think)  to  one  who  fo  much  ejleeins  and 
admires  you,  and  who  fliall  ever,  be 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER  XVIII. 

Auguji  z\,  1710. 

OUR  Letters  are  a perfect  charity  to  a man  in  re- 
tirement, utterly  forgotten  of  all  his  friends  but  i 
you ; for  fince  Mr.  Wycherley  left  London,  I have  not 
heard  a word  from  him ; though  juft  before,  and  once 
fmce,  I writ  to  him,  and  though  I know  myfelf  guilty  of 
no  olfence  but  of  doing  fincerely  juft  what  he  * bid  me 
'—~-Hoc  ?mhi  lihertas,  hoc  pia  Ihtgiia  dedit  ! — Eut-  the 
grcateft  injury  he  does  me,  is  the  keeping  me  in  igno- 
rance of  his  welfare,  which  I am  alv/ays  very  felicitous 
for,  and.  very  uneafy  in  the  fear  of  any  indilpofition  ^ 
that  may  befal  him.  In  wLat  I fent  you  fome  time  ; 
ago,  you  have  not  verfe  enough  to  be  fevere  upon,  in  ^ 
revenge  for  my  laft  criticifm  : In  one  point  I muft  per-  | 
fift,  that  is  to  fay,  my  dillike  of  your  Paradife,  in  I 
which  I take  no  pleafure ; I know  very  well  that  in  .| 
Greek  ’tis  not  only  us’d  by  Xenophon,  but  is  a common  | 
word  for  any  garden ; but  in  Englifh  it  bears  the  ftg- 
nification  and  conveys  the  idea  of  Eden,  which  alone  j 
is  (I  think)  a reafon  againft  making  Ovid  iife  it ; who'': 
will  be  thought  to  talk  too  much  like  a Chriftian  in  ' 
your  verfion  at  leaft,  whatever  it  might  have  been  in 
Latin  or  Greek.  As  for  all  the  reft  of  my  remarks,  ,, 
fmce  you  do  not  laugh  at  them  as  at  this,  I can  be  fo 
civil  as  not  to  lay  any  ftrefs  upon  them  (as,  I think,  ‘‘ 
] tcld  you  before)  ; and  in  particular  in  the  point  of 

* Correftlng  his  verfes.  See  the  letters  in  1706,  and  the  fol- 
lowing years,  of  Mr.  Wycherley  and  Mr.  Pope. 
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trees  e^ijoyhig,  yo\xh.:iwc,  I muft  own,  fully  fatisfiecl  me 
that  the  exprefficn  is  not  6nly  dcfenlible,  but  beautiful. 

I (l>all  be  very  glud  to  fee  your  tranflation  of  the  eleg}  , 
'Jd amicfl/iina^’igantsf!:,  as  foon  as  you  can;  for  (with- 
out a conipliment  to  you)  every  thing  you  write,  eituer 
in  verfe  or  profe,  is  welcome  to  m.e ; and  you  may  be 
confident  (if  my  opinion  can  be  of  any  fort  of  confe- 
c|uence  in  any  tiling),  that  I will  never  be  uiiiinc>^r^, 
though  I may  be  olcen  miflalcen.  To  ufe  fincerity  wit.i 
you  is  but  paying  you  in  your  own  coin,  from  whom  i 
have  experienced  fb  much  of  it  4 and  I need  not  tell 
you,  how  much  I really  efleem  you,  when  I efteeni  no- 
thing in  the  world  fo  much  as  that  quality.  I know, 
you  fomctisnes  fay  civdl  things  to  me  in  your  epiilolary 
ftyle,  but  thofe  I am  to  make  allowance  for,  as  particu- 
larly when  you  talk  of  ad7nirtng  ; ’tis  a word  you  are  fo 
ufed  to  in  conv'’erfation  of  Ladies,  that  it  will  creep  into 
your  difcourfe,  in  fpite  of  you,  even  to  your  friends. 
But  as  women,  when  they  think  themfelves  fecure  of 
admiration,  commit  a thoufand  negligences,  which  Ihow 
them  fo  much  at  difadvantage  and  oii  their  guard,  as  to 
lofe  the  little  real  love  they  had  before  : fo  when  men 
imagine  others  entertain  fome  efteem  for  their  abilities, 
they  often  expofe  all  their  imperfeftions  and  foolifii 
works,  to  the  difparagemcnt  of  the  little  wit  they  were 
thought  makers  of.  I am  going  to  exemplify  this  to 
you,  in  patting  into  your  hands  (being  encouraged  by 
fo  much  indulgence)  fome  verfes  of  my  youth,  or  rather 
childhood  ; which  (as  I was  a great  admirer  of  Waller) 
were  intended  in  imitation  of  his  manner  * ; and  are, 
perhaps,  fuch  imitations,  as  thofe  you  fee  in  awkward 
country  dames,  of  the  fine  and  well-bred  ladies  of  the 
court.  If  you  will  take  them  with  you  into  Lincoln- 

♦ One  or  two  of  thefe  were  fince  printed  among  other  Imitations 
done  in  his  youth. 
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Aire,  they  may  favc  you  one  hour  from  the  converfatioB 
Of  the  country  gentlemen  and  their  tenants  (who  diirer 
but  m drefs  and  name),  which,  if  it  be  there  as  bad  as 
here,  is  even  worfe  than  my  poetry.  I hope  your  flay 
there  will  be  no  longer  than  (as  Mr.  Wycherley  calls  it) 
to  rob  the  country,  and  run  away  to  London  with  your 
money.  In  the  mean  time,  I beg  the  favour  of  a line 
rom  you,  and  am  (as  I will  never  ceafe  to  be) 

Your,  etc. 


letter  XIX. 


Ot?.  12,  1710. 

j D E F E R R E D anfwering  your  laft,  upon  the  advice  I re- 
ceiv’d, that  you  were  leaving  the  town  for  fome 
time,  and  ex^eded  your'  return  with  impatience,  hav- 
ing then  a defign  of  feeing  my  friends  there,  among  the 
hrd  of  which  I have  reafon  to  account  yourfelf.  But 
my  almoft  continual  iJlnefles  prevent  that,  as  well  as 
moft  other  fatisfadions  of  my  life  : However,  I may 
fay  one  good  thing  of  ficknefs,  that  it  is  the  beft  cure 
in  nature  for  ambition,  and  deligns  upon  the  world  or 
fortune  : It  makes  a man  pretty  indifferent  for  the  fu- 
ture, provided  he  can  but  be  eafy,  by  intervals,  for  the 
prefent.  He  will  be  content  to  compound  for  his  quiet 
only,  and  leave  all  the  circumllantial  part  and  pomp  of 
life  to  thofe,  who  have  a health  vigorous  enough  to 
enjoy  all  the  miftrelTes  of  their  defires.  I thank  God, 
there  is  nothing  out  of  myfelf  which  I would  be  at 
the  trouble  of  feeking,  except  a friend ; a happinefs  I 
once  hop’d  to  have  poflefs’d  in  Mr.  Wycherley ; but— 
i^a72tum  mutatus  ab  ilia  ! ~l  have  for  ibme  years  been* 
employed  much  like  children  that  build  houfes  with 
cards,  endeavouring  very  bufily  and  eagerly  to  raife  a 
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riendftip,  which  the  firft  breath  of  any  Ul-naturM  by- 
iander  could  puff  away.-Eut  I will  trouble  you  no 
arther  with  tvriting,  nor  myfclf  with  thinking,  of  this 
ubjeft. 

I was  mightily  pleafed  to  perceive  by  your  quotation 
from  \'’oiture,  that  you  had  tracked  me  fo  far  as  France, 
V"ou  fee  ’tis  with  weak  heads  as  with  weak  ftomachs, 
;hey  immediately  throw  out  what  they  received  laft  ; 
ind  what  they  read,  floats  upon  the  fufface  of  the 
nind,  like  oil  upon  water,  without  incorporating. 
I'his,  I think,  however,  can’t  be  faid  of  the  love-verfes 
[ laft  troubled  you  with,  where  all  (I  am  afraid)  is  fo 
puerile  and  fo  like  the  author,  that  nobody  will  fiifped 
iny  thing  to  be  borrow’d.  Yet  you  (as  a friend,  en- 
tertaining a better  opinion  of  them),  it  feems,  fearch  d_ 
in  Waller,  but  fearch’d  in  vain.  Your  judgment  of 
them  is  (I  think)  very  right,— for  it  was  my  own  opi- 
nion before.  If  you  think  ’em  not  worth  the  trouble 
of  correiling,  pray  tell  me  fo  freely,  and  it  v/ill  fave 
me  a labour ; if  you  think  the  contrary,  you  would 
particularly  oblige  me  by  your  remarks  on  the  feveral 
thoughts  as  they  occur.  I long  to  be  nibbling  at  your 
v^erfes,  and  have  not  forgot  who  promifed  me  Ovid’s 
glegy  _^cl  a,7nicci7n  Tnz'vi^o.ntcnt,  Had  Ovid  been  as  long, in 
compoflng  it,  as  you  in  fending  it,  the  lady  might  have 
failed  to  Cades,  and  receiv’d  it  at  her  return.  I have 
really  a great  itch  of  criticifm  upon  me,  but  want  mat- 
ter here  in  the  country  ; which  I deflre  you  to  furnifli 
me  with,  as  I do  you  in  the  town. 

Sic  fer^jat  jludii  foedera  quifque  fui, 

I am  obliged  to  Mr.  Caryl  (whom,  you  tell  me,  you 
met  at  Epfom)  for  telling  you  truth,  as  a man  is  in  thefe 
days  to  any  one  that  will  tell  truth  to  his  advantage  ; 
and  I think  none  is  more  to  mine,  tlian  what  lie  told 
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you,  and  I Aould  be  glad  to  tell  all  the  world,  that 
Jwve  an  extreme  afFedion  and  efteem  for  you. 

^ccum  eienim  laigos  memhii  confumere  foies, 

Et^  tecum  primas  epulh  decerpere  noaes  ; 

Unum  op et  requiem  paritcr  dfponimus  ambo, 
yiique  njerecunda  laxamns  ferla  menfa. 

By  thefe  as  1 take  it,  Perfius  meant  the  Por- 

togal  SnulT  and  burnt  Claret,  which  he  took  with  his 
malier  Cornutus  ; and  the  -oe-erWe  m:„fa  was,  without 
diyute,  fome  coftee-houfe  table  of  the  ancients._I 
will  only  obferve,  that  thefe  four  lines  are  as  elegant 
anc.  mahcal  as  any  in  Perfus,  not  excepting  thofe  fe 
or  ftrenwmch  Mr.  Dryden  quotes  as  the  only  fuch  in 
a I tnat  author.— I could  be  heartily  glad  to  repeat  the 
fatisfaction  deferib’d  in  them,  being  truly 

Your,  etc. 


• • L E T T E R XX. 

Oaober  zZ,  1710. 

JAM  gxad  to  find  by  your  lafi  letter  that  you  write  to 
me  with  the  freedom  of  a friend,  fetting  down  your 
thoughts,  as  they  occur,  and  dealing  plainly  with  me 
m the  matter  of  my  own  trifles,  which,  I afllire  you,  I 
never  valued  half  fo  much  as  I do  that  finceiityin  you 
which  they  were  the  pccafion  of  difeoveHng  to  me  ; and 
which,  while  I am  happy  in,  I may  be  trufled  with  that 
dangerous  weapon.  Poetry,  fmee  I fliall  do  nothing  with 
It  but  after  alking  and  following  your  advice.  I value 
fiacenty  tlie  more,  as  I find  by  fad  experience,  the 
praaice  of  it  is  more  dangerous ; writers  rarely  par- 
doning the  executioners  of  their  verfes,  even  tho’  them- 

felyes  pronounce  fentence  upon  them. As  to  Mr. 

Philips’s  Pafiorals,  I take  the  firfl  to  be  infinitely  the 
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belL  and  the  fecond  the  word  ; the  third  is  for  the 
greateft  part  a tranflation  from  Virgil’s  Daphnis.  I 
will  not  foreftal  your  judgment  of  the  red,  only  ob- 
ferve  in  that  of  the  Nightingale  thefe  lines  (fpeaking 
of  the  mufician’s  playing  on  the  harp), 

N(h.v  lightly  Jhmming  oUr  the  firings  they  pafsy 
Like  -xcinds  that  gently  brujh  the  plying  graft y 
And  melting  airs  arife  at  their  conmiand ; 

And  nonsj,  laborious y nxiith  a nx’eighty  handy 
He  finks  into  the  cords  nx)ith  folemn  pace. 

And  gi-ves  the  fnx'elling  tones  a manly  grace. 

To  which  nothing  can  be  objefled,  but  that  they  are 
:too  lofty  for  padoral,  efpecially  being  put  into  the 
: mouth  of  a Ihepherd,  as  they  are  here ; in  the  poet’s 
own  perfon  they  had  been  (I  believe)  more  proper* 
They  are  more  after  Virgil’s  manner  than  that  of 
Theocritus,  whom  yet  in  the  charadler  of  padoral  he 
rather  feems  to  imitate.  In  the  whole,  I agree  with  the 
Tatler,  that  we  have  no  better  Eclogues  in  our  lan- 
guage. There  is  a fmall  copy  of  the  fame  author  pub- 
lidi’d  in  the  I'atler  N“  12.  on  the  DanilL  winter  : ’Tis 
poetical  painting,  and  I recommend  it  to  your  perufal. 

Dr.  Garth’s  poem  I have  not  feen,  but  believe  I diall 
be  of  that  critick’s  opinion  you  mention  at  Will’s,  \Vho 
fwore  it  was  good : for,  thougli  I am  very  cautious  of 
fwearing  after  Criticks,  yet  I think  one  may  do  it  more 
fafely,  when  they  commend,  than  when  they  blame. 

I agree  with  you  in  your  cenfure  of  the  ufe  of  fea- 
tferms  in  Mr.  Dryden’s  Virgil  5 not  only  becaufe  Hele- 
nas was  no  greit  prophet  in  thofe  matters,  but  becaufe 
ntr  terms  of  Art  or  cant  words  fuit  with  the  majedy 
and  dignity  of  dyle,  which  cpick  poetry  requires. — Cui 
mens  di-vinior  atque  d snagna  fonaturum.- — '1  he  d'arpau- 
lin  phrafe  can  pleafe  none  but  fuch  qni  aurem  habent 
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Baianjam  ; they  muft  not  expeft  aurihus  Atticis  prohariy 
I find  by  you.  (I  think  I have  brought  in  two  phrafes 
of  Martial  here  very  dexteroully.) 

Though  you  fay  you  did  not  rightly  take  my  meaning 
in  the  verfe  1 quoted  from  Juvenal,  yet  I will  not  explain 
it,  becaufe,  though  it  feems  you  are  refolv’d  to  take  me 
for  a critick,  I would  by  no  means  be  thought  a com- 
^ paentator. — And  for  another  reafon  too,  becaufe  I have 
quite  forgot  both  the  verfe  and  the  application. 

I hope  it  will  be  no  offence  to  give  my  moll  hearty 
fervice  to  Mr.  Wycherley,  though  I perceive  by  his  laft 
to  me,  I am  not  to  trouble  him  with  my  letters,  fmce 
he  there  told  me  he  was  going  inflantly  out  of  town, 
and  till  his  return  he  was  my  fervant,  etc.  I guefs  by 
yours  he  is  yet  with  you,  and  beg  you  to  do  what  you 
may  with  all  truth  and  honour,  that  is,  allure  him  I 
have  ever  borne  all  the  relpedl  and  kindnefs  imagina- 
ble to  him.  I do  not  know  to  this  hour  what  it  is 
that  has  eftranged  him  from  me ; but  this  I know,  that 
he  may  for  the  future  be  more  fafely  my  friend,  fmce  no 
invitation  of  his  fhall  ever  more  make  me  fo  free  with 
him.  I could  not  have  thought  any  man  fo  very  cau- 
tious and  fufpicious,  as  not  to  credit  his  own  experience 
of  a friend.  Indeed  to  believe  nobody,  may  be  a 
maxim  of  fafety,  but  not  fo  much  ofhoneky.  There  is 
but  one  way  I know  of  converling  fafely  with  all  men, 
that  is,  not  by  concealing  what  we  fay  or  do,  but  by  fay- 
ing or  doing  nothing  that  deferves  to  be  conceal’d,  arjd 
I can  truly  boafl:  this  comfort  in  my  affairs  with  Mr. 
Wycherley.  But  I pardon  his  jealoufy,  which  is  be- 
come his  nature,  and  lhall  never  be  his  enemy  whatfo- 
ever  he  fays  of  me. 


Your,  etc. 
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letter  XXL 
From  Mr.  Cromwell. 

No'V.  5,  ijio^ 

[J  find  lam  obliged  to  the  fight  of  your  love-Verfes 
for  your  opinion  of  my  fmcerity ; which  had  never 
been  caJl’d  in  queiHon,  if  you  had  not  forced  me,  upon 
fo  many  other  occafions,  to  exprefs  my  efteem. 

I have  juft  read  and  compared  Mr.  Rowe’s *  * verfton’ 
of  the  ix^^  of  Lucan,  with  very  great  pleafure,  where  I 
find  none  of  thofe  abfurdities  fo  frequent  in  that  of 
'Virgil,  except  in  two  places,  for  tlie  fake  of  lafhing 
the  priefts ; one  where  Cato  fays — Sortilegis  egeant  dur 
IjH — and -one  in  the  fimile  of  the  Haemorrhois— 

Sahaei  — Hc  is  fo  errant  a whig,  that  he  ftrains  even 
beyond  his  author,  in  paifion  for  liberty,  and  averfion 
; to  tyranny;  and  errs  only  in  amplification.  Lucan  \x. 

• in  initicy  defcribing  the  feat  of  the  Semidei  7nahes,  fays, 

^odq^iie patst  terras  inter  liinaeqne  meatus, 

Semidei  manes  habitaiit, 

• Mr.  Rowe  has  this  line, 

Then  looking  do^vn  on  the  Suji* s feeble  Ray, 

Pray  your  opinion,  if  there  be  an  Error- Sph^ei'icus  in 
this  or  no  ? 

Your,  Src. 


LETTER  XXIL. 

Nooj.  II,  1710. 

•ctou  miftake  me  very  much  in  thinking  the  free- 
^ dom  you  kindly  us’d  with  my  love-vcrfes,  gave 
me  tlie  firft  opinion^of  your  fmcerity : I afiiire  you  it 

* Pieces  printed  in  the  6th  vf  l.  of  Tonfon's  Mifcdlanies,. 
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oi-Jy  did  what  every  good-natur’d  aaion  of  yours  has 
done  fince,  cohfirm’d  me  more  in  that  opinion.  The 
fable  of  the  nightingale  in  Philips’s  Paftorals,  is  taken 
from  Famianus  Strada’s  Latin  poem  on  the  lame  fub- 
je6l,  in  his  Prolujiones  Academic aa ; only  the  tomb  he 
eredls  at  the  end,  is  added  from  Virgil’s  conclulion  of 
the  Culex.  I can’t  forbear  giving  you  a palTage  out  of 
the  Latin  poem  I mention,  by  which  you  will  find  the 
Englilh  poet  is  indebted  to  it. 

Alternat  mira  arte  Jides  : dum  torquet  acutas, 
Inciditque,  gra^ves  operofo  njerbere  pulfat. 

Janique  manu  per  fila  <volat ; Jimul  has,  Jimul  illos 
Explorat  numerosy  chordaque  laborat  in  omni. — 

Itlox  Jilet,  Ilia  modis  totidem  refpondety  et  arteni 
Arte  refert.  Nunc  feu  rudis,  aut  incerta  canendiy 
Praebet  iter  liquidum  labenti  e pediore  ^ociy 
hunc  caejijn  lariat,  modulifque  canora  minutis 
Delibrat  'vocemy  tremuloque  reciprocat  ore. 

*1  his  poem  was  many  years  fince  imitated  by  Craftiaw, 
cut  of  whofe  verfes  the  following  are  very  remarkable  : 
From  this  to  thaty  from  that  to  this  he  f.iesy 
Feels  mufck's  pulfe  in  all  its  arteries  ; 

Caught  in  a net  nxhich  there  Apollo  fpreadsy 
His  f tigers  ft  niggle  nxith  the  nsocal  threads. 

I have  (as  I think  I formerly  told  you)  a very  good 
opinion  of  Mr.  Rowe’s  ix^*'  book  of  Lucan : Indeed, 
he  amplifies  too  much,  as  well  as  Breboeuf,  the  famous 
French  imitator.  If  I remember  right,  he  fometimes 
takes  the  whole  comment  into  the  text  of  the  verfion, 
as  particularly  in  lin.  808.  Utque  folet  par  iter  tetis  ft 
ejfundere  ftgnis  Corycii  preftura  croci.  — And  in  the  place 
you  quote,  he  makes  of  thofe  two  lines  in  the  Latin, 
Vidlt  quanta  fub  node  jaceret 
Ncftra  dieSy  Yifttque  fui  ludibria  trunci, 
no  lefs  than  eight  in  Englifii. 
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What  you  obferve,  fure,  cannot  be  an  Error-Sphae- 
ricus,  llriftly  fpeaking,  either  according  to  the  Ptole- 
maick,  or  our  Copernican  fyilem ; Tycho  Brahe  himfelf 
will  be  on  the  tranllator’s  fide.  For  Mr.  Rowe  here 
fays  no  more,  than  that  he  look’d  down  on  the  rays 
of  the  fun,  which  Pompey  might  do,  even  tho’  the 
body  of  the  fun  were  above  him. 

You  can’t  but  have  remarked  what  a journey  Lucan 
here  makes  Cato  take  for  the  fake  of  his  fine  defcrip- 
• tions.  From  Cyrene  he  travels  by  land,  for  no  better 
reafon  tlian  this ; 


Haec  eadem  fuadehat  hiems,  quae  clauferat  aequor. 

' The  winter’s  effedls  on  the  fea,  it  feems,  were  more  to 
i be  dreaded  than  all  die  ferpents,  whirlwinds,  fands,  etc. 
i by  land,  which  immediately  after  he  paints  out  in  his 
fpeech  to  the  foldiers : Then  he  fetches  a compafs  a 
vaft_way  round  about,  to  the  Nafamones  and  Jupiter 
Ammon’s  temple,  purely  to  ridicule  the  oracles  : and 
Labienus  mult  pardon  me,  if  I do  not  believe  'him 
when  he  fays— obtulit,  et  fortuna  <viae — cither  La- 
bienus, or  the  map,  is  very  much  miltaken  here. 
Thence  he  returns  back  to  the  Syrtes  (which  he  might 
have  taken  firlt  in  his  way  to  Utica) , and  fo  to  Leptis 
Minor,  where  our  author  leaves  him ; who  feems  to 
have  made  Cato  fpeak  his  own  mind,  when  he  tells 
his  army — Ire  fat  eJi~no  matter  whither.  I am 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER  XXIII. 

From  Mr.  Cromwell. 

No-v.  20,  1710. 

Aj^HE  fyltem  of  Tycho  Brahe  (were  it  true,  as  it  is 
novel)  could  have  no  room  here  : Lucan,  with  the 
rclt  of  the  Latin  poets,  feems  to  follow  Plato,  whofe 
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order  of  the  fpheres  is  clear  in  Cicero  De  natura  Deo- 
rum,  De  fomnio  Scipionis,  and  in  Macrobius.  The  feat 
of  the  Se?niciei  manes  is  Platonick  too,  for  Apuleius  De 
Deo  Socratis  affigns  the  fame  to  the  Genii,  viz.  the  re- 
gion of  the  Air,  tor  their  intercourfe  with  gods  and 
men;  fo  that,  I fancy,  Rowe  midook  the  fituation, 
and  1 can  t be  reconcil’d  to.  Look  do-xvn  on  the  fun's 
rays.  I am  glad  you  agree  with  me  about  the  latitude 
he  takes  ; and  wifh  you  had  told  me,  if  the  fortilcgi, 
and  fatidici,  could  licenfe  his  invedlive  againd  prieds  • 
but,  I fuppofe,  you  think  them  (with  Helena)  unde- 
fcrving  of  your  protedlion.  I agree  with  you  in  Lu- 
can’s errors,  and  the  caufe  of  them,  his  poetick  defcrip- 
tions  ; For  the  Romans  then  knew  the  coad  of  Africa  . 
from  Cyrene  (to  the  fouth-ead  of  which  lies  Ammon 
toward  Egypt)  to  Leptis  and  Utica : but,  pray  re- 
member how  your  Flomer  nodded  while  Ulydes  dept, 
and  waking  knew  not  where  he  was,  in  the  diort  paf- 
fage  from  Corcyra  to  Ithaca.  1 like  Trapp’s  verfions 
for  their 'judnefs;  his  Pfalm  is  excellent,  the  prodigies 
in  the  fird  Georgick  judicious  (whence  I conclude  that 
’tis  eafier  to  turn  Virgil  judly  into  blank  verfe,  than 
rhyme).  The  eclogue  of  Gallus,  and  fable  of  Phae- 
ton pretty  well ; but  he  is  very  faulty  in  his  ruimbers ; 
the  fate  of  Phaeton  might  run  thus.  . , 


^he  blajled  Phaeton  nuith  blazing  hair. 
Shot  gliding  thro'  the  nsaji  abyfs  of  air. 
And  tumbled  headlong,  like  a falling  far. 


I 


i 


I am 


Your,  etc. 
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letter  XXIV. 

Non}.  24,  1710. 

p O make  ufe  of  diat  freedom  and  familiarity  of  ftyle, 
which  we  have  taken  up  in  our  correfpondence, 
ad  which  is  more  properly  talking  upon  paper,  than 
•riting;  I will  tell  you  without  any  preface,  that  I 
ever  took  Tycho  Brahe  for  one  of  the  ancients,  or  in 
le  lead  an  acquaintance  of  Lucan’s  : nay,  ’tis  a mercy 
a this  occafion,  that  I do  not  give  you  an  account  of 
is  life  and  converfation ; as  how  he  liv’d  fome  years 
-ke  an  inchanted  knight  in  a certain  ifland,  witn  a tale 
■f  a King  of  Denmark’s  miftrefs  that  lhall  be  name- 
:fs — But  I have  corapaflion  on  you,  and  would  not  for 
le  world  you  fliould  day  any  longer  among  the  Genii 
■nd  Semidei  Manes,  you  know  where ; for  if  once  you 
et  fo  near  the  moon,  Sappho  will  want  your  prefence 
I the  clouds  and  inferior  regions ; not  to  mention  the 

Teat  lofs  Drury-lane  will  .fudain,  when  Mr.  C is 

i the  milky  way.  Thefe  celedial  thoughts  put  me  in 
lind  of  the  prieds  you  mention,  who  are  a fort  of 
ortilegi  in  one  fenfe,  becaufe  in  then  lottery  there  are 
iore  blanks  than  prizes  ; the  adventurers  being  at  bed 
1 an  uncertainty,  whereas  the  fetters  up  are  fure  of 
imething.  Prieds  indeed  in  their  charafter,  as  they 
:;prefent  God,  are  facred  ; and  fo  are  cortdables  as  they 
Tprefent  the  king ; but  you  will  own  a great  many  of 
iiem  are  very  odd  fellows,  and  the  devil  of  any  like- 
-cfs  in  them.  Yet  I can  adure  you,  I honour  the  good 
3 much  as  I deted  the  bad,  and  I think,  that  in  con- 
lemning  thefe,  we  praife  thofe.  The  trandations  from 
Ovid  1 have  not  fo  good  an  opinion  of  as  you;  bc- 
■aufe  I think  they  have  little  of  the  main  chara6leridick 
I f this  author,  a graceful  eafinefs.  FoV  let  the  fenfe  be 
Ver  fo  exa6Uy  render’d,  unlefs  an  author  looks  like 
5 
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hirafelf,  in  his  air,  habit,  and  manner,  ’ds  a dlfguife, 
and  not  a tranflation.  But  as  to  tlie  Pfalm,  I tidnk 
David  is  much  more  beholden  to' the  tranflator  than 
Ovid;  and  as  he  treated  the  Roman  like  a Jew,  fo  he 
has  made  the  Jew  fpeak  like  a Roman. 

Your,  etc.  ' 


letter  XXV. 

From  Mr.  Cromwell.  ! 

Dec.  5,  1710.  J . 

'p  H E fame  judgment  we  made  on  Rowe’s  ixth  of 
Lucan  will  ferve  for  his  part  of  the  vith,  where  I i 
find  this  memorable  line,  . . 

• Parque  nc  viitn  Fortuna  --oidet  concurrere,  helium  ^ 

Atqu'e  ’virurn.  ^ 

For  this  he  employs  fix  verfes,  among  whicii  is  tliis,  ' | 
As  if  on  Knightly  terms  in  lijls  they  ran.  j 

Pray  can  you  trace  chivalry  up  higher  than  Pharamond?.  1 
will  you  allow  it  ,an  anachronifm?— Tickel  in  his  ver--i 
fion  of  the  Phoenix  from  Claudian,  • 

When  nature  ceofes,  thou  JJsalt  fill  remainy  ■ | 

Nor  fecond’  Chads  boutid  thy  cndlefs  reign.  ' ' y 

Claudian  thus,  ..  ,,  s 

Ft  clades  te  nidla  rapit,  folufque  fupcrjlesy  ' T 

Edomita  tellure,  manes  : • 

which  plainly  refers  to  die  deluge  of  -Deucalion  ani,^ 
the  conflagration  of  Phaeton;  not  to  die  final  dhTo-,  'I 
lution.  Your  thought  of  die  priells,  lottery  is  ver/t 
fine:  you  play  the  wit,  and  not  the  critick,-upon  the  ' 
errors  of  your  brotlver. 


FROM  H.  CROM  WELLj  Es  ^9 

Your  obfervr-tioris  are  all  very  juft : Virgil  is  eminent 
>r  adjufting  his  diftion  to  his  fentiments  ^ and,  among 
ic  moderns,  I find  you  praSlife  the  profcdia  of  your 
Ties.  Your  poem  * fhews  you  to  be,  what  you  fay  of 
oiture — n.vith  books  ‘vjsJl  bvcd  s the  ftate  of  the  fair,, 
lo’  fatiricrd,  is  touch’d  with  that  delicacy,  and  gal- 
.ntry,  that  not  the  court  of  Auguftus,,  not— But  hold, 
lhali  lofe  what  I lately  recovered,  your  opinion  of  my 
ncerity  ; yet  I rauft  fay,  ’tis  as  faultlefs  as  the  fair  ta 
horn  ’tis  addrefs’d,  be  fne  never  fo  perfeft.  The 
1.  G.  (who,  it  feems  had  no  right  notion  of  you,  as 
ou  of  him)  tranfcrib’d  it  by  lucubration  : From  fome 
ifcourfe  of  yours,  he  thought  your  inclination  led  you 
) (what  the  men  of  faftiion  call  learning)  pedantry  ; 
-ut  now,  he  fays,  he  has  no  lefs,  I aflure  you,  than  a 
;eneration  for  you. 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER  XXVI. 

Dec.  17,  1710. 

' T feems  that  my  late  mention  of  Craihaw,  and  my 
quotation  from  him,  has  mov’d  your  curiofity.  I 
herefore  fend  you  the  whole  Author,  who  has  held  a 
•lace  among  my  other  books  of  this  nature  for  fome 
'ears ; in  which  time  haying  read  him  twice  or  thrice, 
find  him  one  of  thofe  whofe  works  may  juft  deferve 
ending.  I take  this  poet  to  have  writ  like  a gentle- 
nan,  that  is,  at  leifure  hours,  and  more  to  keep  out 
)f  idlcncfs,  than  to  eftablifti  a reputation  : fo  that  no- 
hing  regular  or  juft  can  be  expcfted  from  him.  All 
hat  regards  defign,  form,  fable  (which  is  the  foul  of 
loetry),  all  that  concerns  cxadtncfs,  or  confent  of  partj 

* To  a Lady,  with  the  Works  of  Voiturc. 
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(which  is  the  body),  wiU  probably  be  wanting;  only 
pretty  conceptions,  fine  metaphors,  glittering  exprcf- 
hons,  and  fomething  of  a neat  caft  of  verfe  (which  are 
properly  the  drefs,  gems,  orloofe  ornaments  of  poetry) 
may  be  found  in  thefe  verfes.  This  is  indeed  the  cafe 
of  mod  other  poetical  writers  of  mifcellanies ; nor  can 
It  well  be  otherwife,  fmce  no  man  can  be  a true  poet, 
who  writes  for  diverfion  only.  Thefe  authors  Ihould 
be  confider’d  as  verfifiers  and  witty  men,  rather  than  as 
poets ; and  under  this  head  will  only  fall  the  thought-, 
the  exprefiion,  and  the  numbers.  Thefe  are  only  the 
pleafing  part,  of  poetry,  which  may  be  judged  of  at  a 
view,  and  comprehended  all  at  once.  And  (to  exprefs 
myfelf  like  a painter)  their  colouring  entertains  the 
fignt,  but  the  lines  and  life  of  the  pidlure  are  not  to  be 
inlpedled  too  narrowly. 

This  author  form’d  himfelf  upon  Petrarch,  or  rather 
upon  Marino.  His  thoughts,  one  may  obferve,  in  the 
main,  are  pretty ; but  oftentimes  far-fetch’d,  and  too 
often  drain’d  and  ftiffen’d  to  make  them  appear  the 
greater.  For  men  are  never  fo  apt  to  think  a thing 
great,  as  when  it  is  odd  or  wonderful ; and  inconfider- 
nte  authors  would  rather  be  admir’d  than  underftood. 
This  ambition  of  furprifing  a reader,  is  the  true  natu- 
ral caufe  of  all  fuftian,  or  bombafl:  in  poetry.  To  con- 
firm what  I have  faid,  you  need  but  look  into  his  fird 
Poem  of  the  Weeper,  where  the  zd,  4th,  6th,  14th, 

2 1 ft  ftanzas  are  as  fublimely  dull,  as  the  7th,  8th,  9th, 

1 6th,  17th,  20th,  and  23d  ftanzas  of  the  fame  copy 
are  foft  and  pleafing  : and  if  thefe  laft  want  any  thing, 
it  is  an  eafier  and  more  unafFedted  exprefiion.  The  re- 
maining thoughts  in  that  poem  might  have  been  Ipared, 
being  either  but  repetitions,  or  very  trivial  and  mean. 
And  by  this  example  in  the  firft,  one  may  gucfs  at  all 
the  reft ; to  be  like  this,  a mixture  of  tender  gentle 
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loughts  and  fuitable  expreffions,  of  forced  and  in- 
:tricable  conceits,  and  of  needlefs  fillers  up  to  the  reil* 
rom  all  which  it  is  plain,  this  Author  writ  fall,  and 
t down  what  came  uppermoft.  A reader  may  fkim 
F tlie  froth,  and  ufc  the  clear  underneatii ; but  if  lie 
oes  too  deep  will  meet  witn  a mouthful  cf  dregs  , 
ther  tiie  top  or  bottom  of  him  are  good  for  little,  but 
hat  he  did  in  his  own,  natural,  middle-way,  is  beft. 

To  fpeak  of  his  numbers,  is  a little  difficult,  they  are 
various  and  irregular,  and  moftly  Pindarick  ; ’tis  evi- 
mt  his  heroickverfe  (the  befl  example  of  which  is  his 
lufick’s  Duel)  is  c-irelefsly  made  up ; but  one  may 
lao-ine  from  what  it  now  is,  that,  had  he  taken  more 

O 

•ire,  it  had  been  muiical  and  pleafing  enough,  not 
:tremely  majellick,  but  f.veet : and,  the  time  confi- 
ered  of  his  \yriting,  he  was  (even  as  uncorrc(!d  as  he 
) none  of  the  word  verfificators. 

I will  jull  obferve,  that  the  hell  pieces  of  this  author 
.e,  a Paraphrase  on  Pfal.  xxiii.  On  Leffius,  Epitaph 
.1  Mr.  Aihton,  Wifhes  to  his.  Suppos’d  millrefs,  and 
..e  Dies  Irae. 


LETTER  XXVII. 

Dec.  30,  1710. 

RESUME  my  old  liberty  of  throwing  out  myfelf  upon 
paper  to  you,  and  making  what  thoughts  float  up- 
:rmofl  in  my  head,  the  fubje<Jl  of  a letter.  They  are 
prefent  upon  laughter,  which  (for  ought  I know) 
ay  be  the  caufe  you  might  fometimes  think  me  too 
■mifs  a friend,  when  I was  mod  entirely  fo : for  I ant 
wer  fo  inclin’d  to  mirth  as  when  I am  mod  pleas’d 
id  mod  eafy,  which  is  in  the  company  of  a friend 
■te  yourfelf. 
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As  the  fooling  and  toying  with  a miftrefs  -is  a proof 
of  fondnefs,  not  difrefpecl,  fo  is  raillery  with  a friend. 

I hnow  there  are  prudes  in  frienddiip,  who  expedl  dif- 
tance,  awe,  and  adoration,  but  I know  you  are  not  of  '■ 
them ; and  I for  my  part  am  no  Idol-wordtipper,  though  ' 
a Papift,  If  I were  to  addrefs  Jupiter  himfelf  Ln  a hea- 
tiien  way,  I fancy  I Ihould  be  apt  to  taJce  hold  of  hb  I 
knee,  in  a -familiar  manner,  if  not  of  his  beard  like  | 
Dionylius ; I was  jud  going  to  fiy,  of  his  buttons ; but  I 
I think  Jupiter  wore  none  (however  I won’t  be  poh-'| 
tive  to  lb  nice  a critick  as  you,  but  his  robe  might  be  | 
fubnedled  with  a Fibula).  I know  fome  phdofophers  ® 
denne  laugater,  A recommending  ourfelnjes  to  our  onvn  fa-  ^ 
njour , hy  comparifon  ^ith  the  nx?eaknefs  of  another  : but  I 
am  fare  I very  rarely  laugh  with  that  view,  nor  do  I k 
believe  children  have  any  fuch  confideration  in  their 
heads,  Vv'hen  they  exprefs  tlieir  pleafure  this  way:  LJ 
laugh  full  as  innocently  as  they,  for  the  mod  part,  ' 
and  as  fiUily.  There  is  a difference  too  betwixt  laugh-  ^ 
ing  about  a thing  and  laughing  at  a thing;  one  may j 
find  the  inferior  man  (to  make  a kind  of  cafuiftied  k 
diftinftion)  provoked  to  folly  at  the  fight  or  obfervation  f 
of  foijie  circumflance  of  a thing,  when  the  thing  itfelf^  : 
appears  folemn  and  auguft  to  the  fuperior  man,  that ' 
is,  our  judgment  and  reafon.  Let  an  amba.Tador  fpeak  ; 
the  bell  fenfe  in  the  world,  and  deport  himfelf  in  the  ■ 
mod  graceful  manner  before  a Prince,  yet  if  the  tail  . ^ 
of  his  ftiirt  happen  (as  I have  known  it  happen  to  a ’ 
very  wife  man)  to  hang  out  behind,  more  people  will 
laugh  at  that  than  attend  to  the  other  j till  they  recol-  '-J 
left  themfelves,  and  then  they  will  not  have  a jot  the  d 
lefs  refpeft  for  the  minider.  I mud  confefs  the  iniquity 
of  my  countenance  before  you  ; feveral  mufeks  of  my 
face  fometimes  take  an  impertinent  liberty  with  my 
Judgment,  but  then  my  judgment  foon  rifes,  and  fets 
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ill  right  agciiu  about  my  mouth  : and  I find  I value 
10  man  fo  ^uch,  as  him  in  whofe  fight  I have  been 
daying  the  fool.  I cannot  be  fub  perfona  before  'a 
•Tian  1 love;  and  not  to  laugh  with  honel^y,  when 
lature  prompts,  or  folly  (which  is  more  a fecond  natuie 
than  any  thing  I know),  is  but  a knavilh  hypocritical 
kva,v  of  making  a mafk  of  One’s  own  face. — To  con- 
clude, thofe  that  are  my  friends  I lai:gh  ^viih,  and 
thofe  that  are  not  I iaigb  at ; fo  am  merry  in  company, 
and  if  ever  I am  wife,  it  is  all  by  myfelf.  You  take 
juft  another  courfs,  and  to  thofe  that  are  not  youi- 
friends,  are  very  civil ; and  to  thofe  that  are,  very  en- 
dearing and  complaifant ; thus  when  you  and  I meet, 
there  will  be  the  Rifus  et  Blandiiiae  united  together  in 
.converfation,  as  they  commonly  are  in  a verfe.  But 
without  laughter  on  the  one  fide,  or  cornpliment  on  the 
other,  I afluro  you  I am,  with  real  efteem. 

Your,  etc. 


letter  XXVIII. , 

From  Mr.  C a o m w e l i,  . 

Oil.  16,  1 7 1 1 . 

J^/JR.  Wycherley  vifited  me  at  Batli  in  my  ficknefs, 
ar,d  exprefs’d  much  aftedion  to  me  ; hearing'  from 
me  how  welcome  his  letters  would  be,  he  prefently  writ 
to  you  ; in  which  I inferted  my  fcraw'l,  and  after,  a fe- 
cund. lie  went  to  Gloucefter  in  his  w'ay  to  Salop,  but 
was  difappointed  of  a boat,  and  fo  return’d  to  the 
Bath;  then  he  ftiewed  me  your  anfvver  to  his  letters, 
in  which  you  fpeak  of  my  good-nature,  but,  I fear, 
you  found  me  very  frov/ard  at  Reading;  yet  you  allow 
f)r  my  illnefs.  I could  not  poftibly  be  in  the  fame 
hoiife  with  Tdr.  Wycherley,  thougli  I fought  it  earncllly ; 
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nor  come  up  to  town  with  him,  he  being  engaged  with 
others;  but,  whenever  we  met,  we  talk’d  of  you.  He 
praifes  your  Poem  *,  and  even  outvies  me  in  kind 
^ expreffions  of  you.  As  if  he  had  not  wrote  two  letters 
to^  you,  he  was  for  writing  every  poll ; I put  him  in 
mind  he  had  already.  Forgive  me  this  wrong ; I 
know  not  whether  my  talking  fo  much  of  your  great 
humanity  and  tendernefs  to  me,  and  love  to  him ; or 
whether  the  return  of  his  natural  difpolition  to  you, 
was  the  caufe;  but  certainly  you  are  now  highly  in 
his  favour  : now  he  will  come  this  winter  to  your  houfe, 
and  I mud  go  with  him;  but  fird  he  will  invite  you  ' 
fpeedhy  to  town. — I arrived  on  Saturday  lad  much  . 
vvearied,  yet  had  wrote  fooner,  but  was  told  by  Mr.  ' 
Gay  (who  has  writ  a pretty  poem  to  Lintot,  and  who  ‘ 
gives  you  his  feryice)  that  you  was  gone  from  home. 
Lewis  fhewed  me  your  Letter,  which  fet  me  right,  and  i 
your  next  Letter  is  impatiently  expelled  from  me.  ' 
Mr.  Wycherley  came  to  town  on  Sunday  lad,  and  < 
kindly  furprifed  me  with  a vidt  on  Monday  morning, 
We  dined  and  drank  together ; and  I faying.  To  our  i-- 
lo--ues,  he  reply’d,  ^Tis  Mr.  Pope’r  health : He  faid  he 
would  go  to  Mr.  Thorold’s  and  leave  a letter  for  you. 
Though  I cannot  anfwer  for  the  event  of  all  this,  in  re-  ) 
fpevd  to  him ; yet  I can  aflure  you,  that,  when  you  \ 
pleafe  to  come,  you  will  be  mod  dedrable  to  me,  as  ' | 
alv.'ays  by  inclination,  fo  now  by  duty,  who  lhall  ever  f 

Your,  etc.  ^ 


LETTER  XXIX.  * 

AW.  12,  1 71 1. 

j R E c E I v E D the  entertainment  of  your  letter  die  day 
after  I had  fent  you  one  of  mine,  and  I am  but  this  , ■ 


* Eflay  on  Criticifni. 
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.orning  return’d  hither.  The  news  you  tell  me  of 
.le  many  difnculties  you  found  in  your  return  from 
.'ath,  gives  me  fuch  a kind  of  pleafure  as  we  ufually  take 
. accompanying  our  friends  in  their  mix’d  adventures ; 
T,  metliinks,  I fee  you  labouring  through  all  your 
: conveniencies  of  the  rough  roads,  the  hard  faddle, 
le  trotting  horfe,  and  what  not  ? What  an  agreeable 
rprife  would  it  have  been  to  me,  to  have  met  you  by 
are  accident  (which  I was  within  an  ace  of  doing), 
id  to  have  carried  you  off  triumphantly,  fet  you  on 
i eafier  pad,  and  relieved  the  wandering  knight  with 
night’s  lodging  and  rural  repaft,  at  our  caule  in  the 
reft  ? But  thefe  are  only  the  pleafing  imaginations  of 
difappointed  lover,  who  muft  fufter  in  a melancholy 
ifence  yet  thefe  two  months.  In  the  mean  time,  I 
ke  up  with  the  Mufes  for  want  of  your  better  com- 
iny ; the  Mufes,  7iohtfcu7n  perneSiant,  peregrinantur, 
[Ucantur.  Thofe  aerial  ladies  juft  difcover  enough’ 
me  of  their  beauties  to  urge  my  purfuit,  and  draw 
:e  on  in  a wandering  maze  of  thought,  ftill  in  hopes 
:.nd  only  in  hopes)  of  attaining  thofe  favours  from 
em,  which  they  confer  on  their  more  happy  admirers, 
’’e  grafp  fomc  more  beautiful  idea  in  our  own  brain, 
an  our  endeavours  to  exprefs  it  can  fet  to  the  view 
' others ; and  ftill  do  but  labour  to  fall  Ihort  of  our 
ft  imagination.  The  gay  colouring  which  fancy  gave 
the  firft  tranficnt  glance  we  had  of  it,  goes  off  in 
.e  execution  : like  thofe  various  figures  in  the  gilded 
Duds,  which,  while  we  gaze  long  upon,  to  feparate 
;e  parts  of  each  imaginary  image,  the  whole  faints 
fore  the  eye,  and  decays  into  confufion. 

J am  highly  pleafed  wtth  the  knowledge  you  give  me 
Mr.  Wycherley’s  prefent  temper,  which  feems  fo 
vourable  to  me.  I fiiall  ever  have  fuch  a fund  of  af- 
:clionfor  him  as  to  be  agreeable  to  myfelf  when  J am  fo 
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to  liim,  and  cannot  but  be  gay  when  he  is  in  good  hu- 
mour, as  the  furface  of  the  earth  (if  you  will  pardon  a 
poetical  fimilitude)  is  clearer  or  gloomier,  juil  as  the 
fun  is  brighter  or  more  over-caft.  — 1 fhould  be  glad  to 
fee  the  verfes  to  Lintot  which  you  mention,  for,  me- 
thinks,  fomething  oddly  agreeable  may  be  produced 
from  tliat  fubjeft— For  what  remains,  I am  fo  well, 
that  nothing  but  the  alTurance  of  your  being  fo,  can 
make  me  better ; and  if  you  would  have  me  live  with 
any  fatisfaftion  thefe  dark  days  in  which  I cannot  fee 
you,  it  mud  be  by  your  writing  fometimes  to 

Your,  etc. 

I ^ 


LETTER  XXX. 

From  Mr.  Cromwell. 

Dec.  7,  1 71 1. 

TV /T  R.  Wycherley  has,  I believe,  fent  you  two  or  three 
^ letters  of  invitation ; but  you,  like  the  fair,  will 
be  long  folicited  before  you  yield,  to  make  the  favour 
the  more  acceptable  to  the  lover.  He  is  much  yours 
by  his  talk ; for  that  unbounded  genius  which  has 
ranged  at  large  like  a libertine,  now  feeins  confin’d  to 
you ; and  I fiiould  take  him  for  your  iniftrcis  too  by  your 
fimile  of  the  fun  and  earth : ’Tis  very  fine,  but  inverted 
by  the  application ; for  the  gaiety  of  your  fancy,  and 
the  drooping  of  his  by  the  witlidrawing  of  your  luilre, 
perfuadis  me  it  would  be  jufter  by  the  reverfe.  Oh 
Jiappy  favourite  of  the  Mufes ! how  perKoEtarc,  all  night 
long  with  them  ! but  alas ! you  do  but  toy,  but  ficirmlfh 
with  them,  and  decline  a clofe  engagement.  Leave 
Elegy  and  Tnuiflation  to  the  inferior  clafs,  on  whom  the 
hlufes  only  glance  now  and  then  like  our  winter-fun, 
and  then  leaye  them  in  the  dark.  Think  on  the  digni- 
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y of  Tragedy,  which  is  of  the  greater  poetry,  as  Den- 
is fays,  and  foil  him  at  his  otlier  weapon,  as  you  liave 
lone  in  Criticifm.  Every  one  wonders  that  a gcnuis 
ike  yours  will  not  fupport  the  linking  Drama ; and  Mr. 
rVilks  (though,  I think,  his  talent  is  Comedy)  has  exprelT- 
d a furious  ambition  to  fwell  in  your  bufkins.  We  have 
lad  a poor  Comedy  of  Johnfon’s  (not  Ben)  which  held 
even  nights,  and  has  got  him  three  hundred  .pounds, 
or  the  town  is  fharp  fet  on  new  plays.  In  vain  would 
lire  you  by  interell  or  ambition,  when  your  mind  is 
ot  fufceptible  of  either;  though  your  authority  (arifing 
rom  the  general  elleem,  like  that  of  Pompey)  mull  in- 
lallibly  aflure  you  of  fuccefs ; for  wliich  in  all  your 
/ilhes  you  will  be  attended  with  thofe  of 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER  XXXI. 

Dec.  21,  171 1. 

■ F I have  not  writ  to  you  fo  foon  as  I ought,  let  my 
wrltmg  now  atone  for  the  delay ; as  it  will  infalli- 
ly  do,  when  you  know  what  a ficrifice  I make  you  at 
'ais  time,  and  that  every  moment  my  eyes  are  em- 
loyed  upon  this  paper,  they  are  taken  olf  from  two 
f die  fincll  faces  in  the  univerfe.  But  indeed  ’tis 
orae  confolation  to  me  to  relleifl,  that  wliile  I but 
/rite  this  period,  1 efcape  fome  hundred  fatal  darts 
rom  thofe  unerring  eyes,  and  about  a thoufand  deaths 
r better.  Now  you,  that  delight  in  dying,  wodd 
ot  once  liavc  dreamt  of  an  abfent  friend  in  thofe  tir- 
umllances ; you  that  are  fo  nice  an  admirer  of  beauty, 
ir  (as  a Criiick  would  fayafter  Terence)' /o  elegant  ' a 
^itStaior  of  fonns\  you  mull  have  a fober  dilli  of  dof- 
ec,  and  a folitary  candle  at  your  fide,  to  ■ write  ' ItU 
VOL.V.  G 
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P > but  It  li  no  fuch  matter  ; thef--  are  pv,=  ■ «-k 

''^'■e^ore  perfuafion  in  one  glance  tl.In  a'l  sr“ 
oratory  and  gefture  together,  kt  to  ^ 

vAat  moving  polic  es  Ihe  pleafes.  Inled.ltod  “ny 
rriend,  you  never  could  havp  r • my 

JO  tetnpt^ nte  with  i„S:  1 “ kfLTto  to"’ 

own  let  the  devil,  or  let  Dennis,  taL  ftVofever  H^w 

Padorals  for  one  of  them,  and  my  Eflay  for  the  otherV 
I would  lay  out  all  my  Poetry  in  L,ove ; an  Oritoal  for 

whaftoe i "to  V”  “ ! Alas ! 

Molly  MTs  Betty,  oi‘Mi(rPa°t7a;e"n^to 

areJhofeTt^^tZtXlr^n^^^^^^^ 

pofe  my  own  Tragedy,  and  the  Poet  lhall  appear  in  his 
own  perfon  to  move  compaffion : ’Twill  be  far  more 
effedual  than  Bays’s  enter, ng  with  a rope  about  his  neck, 
and  the  wOTld  will  own,  there  never  was  a more  mife 

rable  objea  brought  upon  the  frage. 

Now  you  that  are  a Critick,  pray  inform  me,  in  what 
manner  may  conneft  the  foregoing  part  of  tWs  letter 
wil.1  that  w.iich  ts  to  follow,  according  to  the  rules  > I 
would  mllmgly  return  Mr.  Gay  my.thanks  for  the  fa-  ’ 
vour  of  hrs.poem,  and  in  particular  for  his  kind  men-  , 
non  of  me;  I hoped,  when  Iheard  a new  Comedy  had  J 
met  ™th  fuccefs  upon  the  ftage,  that  it  had-beemhis,'  ^ 
to  which  I really  wilh  no  lefs;  and  (had  it  been  any,, 
way  m my  power)  ftould  have  been  very  glad  to-havd  | 
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contributed  to  its  introdu£lion  into  the  world.  His 
verfes  to  Lintot*  have  put  a. whim  into  my  liead,  which 
you  are  like  to  be  troubled  with  in  the  oppofite  page  ; 
take  it  as  you  find  it,  the  produftion  of  half  an  hour 
t’other  morniftg.  I defign  very  foon  to  put  a tiilk  of  a 
more  ferious  nature  upon  you,  in  reviewing  a piece  of 
mine  that  may  better  deferve  criticlfm ; and  by  that 
time  you  have  done  with  it,  I hope  to  tell  you  imperfon, 
with  how  much  fidelity  I am 

' Your,  etc. 

* Thefc  verfes  are  printed  In  Dr.  Swift’s,  and  our  Author’s 
Mifcsllanies. 
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LETTER  I. 

Madam,  March  i,  1705.  ‘ 

T Sen  D you  the  bopk  of  rudiments  of  Drawing,  which 
* you  were  pleas’d  to  command,  and  think  myfelf 
obliged  to  inform  you  at  the  fame  time  of  one  of  the 
many  excellencies  you  poffefs  without  knowing  of 
them.  You  are  but  too  good  a Painter  already;  and 
no  pidlure  of  Raphael’s  was  ever  fo  beautiful,  as  tliat 
which  you  have  formed  in  a certain  heart  of  my  ac- 
quaintance. Indeed  it  was  but  juft  that  the  fineft  lines 
in  nature-  ftiould  be  drawn  upon  the  moft  durable 
ground,  and  none  could  ever  be  met  with,  that  would 
fo  readily  receive,  or  fo  faithfully  retain  them,  as  this 
Heart.  I may  boldly  fay  of  it,  that  you  will  not  find 
its  fellow  in  all  the  parts  of  the  body  in  this  book.  But 
I muft  complain  to  you  of  my  hand,  which  is  an  arrant 
traitor  to  my  heart;  for  having  been  copying  your 

* Moft  of  thefe  were  printed  without  the  Author’s  confent,  and 
no  doubt  are  the  fame  upon  which  the  cenfure  is  pafled  in  the  Pre- 
face. “ That  they  have  too  much  of  a juvenile  ambition  of  Wit, 
and  affeftation  of  Gaiety.”  And  it  is  pleaded  in  excufe,  that  . 
“ they  were  written  very  young,  and  the  folly  was  foon  over.” 
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pi£lure  ■from  thence  and  from  Kneller  thefe  three  days, 
it  has  done  all  polTible  injury  to  the  fineft  face -that 
ever  was  made,  and  to  the  livelieft  image  that  ever  was 
drawn.  I have  imagination  enough  in  your  abfence  » 
to  trace  fome  refemblance  of  you ; but  I have  been 
fo  long  ufed  to  lofe  my  judgment  at  the  fight  of  you, 
that  ’tis  pall  my  power  to  corredl  it  by  the  life.  Ycrur 
pi£lure  feems  leall  like  when  placed  before  your  eyes , 
and,  contrary  to  all  other  pidlures,  receives  a manifeft  , 
difadvantage  by  being  fet  in  the  faireft  ligiit  in  the 
• world.  The  painters  are  a very  vain  generation,  and 
have  a long  time  pretended  to  rival  Nature  ; but  to  own 
the  truth  to  you,  (he  made  fuch  a finifti’d  piece  about 
three  and  twenty  years  ago  (I  beg  your  pardon,  Ma- 
:dam  ; I proteft  I meant  but  two  and  twenty),  that  ’tis 
in  vain  for  them  any  longer  to  contend  with  her.  I 
; know  you  indeed  made  one  fomething  like  it,  betwixt 
: five  and  fix  years  pad ; ’Twas  a little  girl,  done  with 
abundance  of  fpirit  and  life,  and  wants  nothing  but 
time  to  be  an  admirable  piece  ; but,  not  to  flatter 
your  work,  I don’t  think  ’twill  ever  come  up  to  what 
I your  father  made.  However,  I would  not  difeourage 
you  ; ’tis  certain  you  have  a ftrange  happinefs,  in  ihaking 
fine  things  of  a hidden  and  at  a ftroke,  with  incredible 
eafe  and  pleafure. 

I am,  &c. 


LETTER  II. 

’ 2 T is  too  much  a rule  in  this  town,  that  when  a lady 
has  once  done  a man  a favour,  he  is  to  be  rude  to 
: her  ever  after.  It  becomes  our  fex  to  take  upon  us  twice 
as  much  as  yours  allow  us ; by  this  method  I may  write 
to  you  mod  impudently,  becaufe  you  once  anfwer’d 
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nour  for  the  future,  I am  to  think  (like  a true  cox 
comb)  that  your  filence  gives  confent.  Perhaps  you 
wonde^why  this  is  adch-effed  to  you  rather  tLan  to 

^ irs.  M , with  whom  X have  the  right  of  an  old 

acquaintance  whereas  you  are  a fine  lady,  have  bright 
e/cs,  &c.  Firft,  Madam,  I make  choice  of  you  L 
lei  tuan  of  your  mother,  becaufe  you  are  younger 
than  your  mother.  Secondly,  becaufe  I fancy  Tea- 
fpell  better,  as  having  been  at  fchool  later.  Thirdly 
becaufe  you  have  nothing  to  do  but  to  write  if  you 
pleafe  and  poffibly  it  may  keep  you  from  employing  . 
yourfelf  worfe  : it  may  fave  fome  honeft  neighboukf  . 
gentleman  from  three  or  four  of  your  peftilent  glances^  • 
eat  your  eyes  upon  paper.  Madam,  there  you  may-' 
look  mnocently:  Men  are  feducing,  books  are  dan" 
gerous ; the  amorous  ones  foften  you,  and  the  godly 
ones  give  you  the  fpleen : If  you  lock  upon  trees, 
they  clafp  m embraces;  birds  and  beads  make  love; 
the  fun  is  too  warm  for  your  blood;  the  moon  melts  - 
>ou  into  yielding  and  melancholy.  Therefore  I fay 
once  more  cad  your  eyes  upon  paper,  and  read  only 
uch  letters  as  I write,  which  convey  no  darts,  no  ' 
names,  but  proceed  from  innocence  of  foul,  and  dm-  ' 
phcity  of  heart.  Thank  God  I am  an  hundred  miles  4 
od  from  thofe  eyes  ! I would  fooner  trud  your  hand  | 

than  them  for  doing  me  mifehief;  and  though  I doubt 

not  fome  part  of  the  rancour  and  iniquity  of  your  r 
heart  will  drop  into  your  pen,  yet  fince  it  will  not  " 
attack  me  on  a hidden  and  unprepared,  fmee  I may 
have  time  while  I break  open  your  letter  to  crofs  my- 
felf  and  fay  a Pater-noder,  I hope  Providence  will 
protea  me  from  all  you  can  attempt  at  this  didance.  I : 
am  told  you  are  at  this  hour  as  handfome  as  an  angel ; 
for  my  pait  I have  forgot  your  face  dnee  two  winters,  w- 

You  may  be  grown  to  a giautefs  for  allj  know.  I 
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:in’t  tell  in  nny  rcfpeiR  what  fort  ot  creatiTre  you  are, 
)n!v  that  you  arc  a very  niiichicvous  one,  whoiu  I fliall 
ever  pray  to  be  dotcndedfroiu.  Butv/hen  youi  Miuiller 
inds  me  word  you  have  tire  fina.ll-pox,  a good  ma'ny 
freckles,  or  arc  very  pale,  I wiil  defire  him  to  give 
dtauks  for  it  in  your  parhlt  church ; which  as  foou  as 
he  lhali  inforni  me  he  has  done,  I wiil  malte  you  a vifit 
without  armour : I will  eat  any  thing  y* ou  give  me  with- 
out fa  fpicion  of  poilon,  take  you  by  the  ha.nd  without 
gloves,  nay  venture  to  follow  you  into  an  a.rbour  with- 
out calling  the  company.  This,  Madam,  is  tiie  top  of 
mv  wiihes,  but  how  differently  are  our  de  fires  inclined  I 
You  figh  out,  in  the  ardour  of  yourneart.  Oh  play- 
houfes,  parks,  operas,  affembhes,  London  ! I cry  with 
rapture.  Oh  v/oods,  gardens,  rookeries,  hai-ponus,. 
ai boars  ! hlrs.  Ivl ► 


LETTER  III. 

To  a L A D Y. 

Written  on  one  column  of  a Letter,  while  Lady  M.  wrote  to  the 
Lady’s  Hulband  on  the  other. 

rjp  H E wits  would  fay,  that  this  muft  needs  be  a dull 
letter,  becaufe  it  is  a married  one.  I am  afraid  in- 
deed you  wiil  find,  what  fpirit  there  is,  mufl  be  on  the 
fide  of  the  wife,  and  the  hufband’s  part,  as  ufual,  will 
prove  the  dulieft.  What  an  unequal  pair  are  put  to- 
gether in  this  fiicet  ? in  which  though  we  fin,  it  is  you 
mnft  do  penance.  When  you  look  on  both  fides  of  this 
paper,  you  may  fancy  that  our  words  (according  to  a 
Scripture  cxprrfhon)  are  as  a two-edg’d  fword,  whereof 
lady  M . is  the  iliinlng  blade,  and  I o:ily  the  handle.  But 
i can’t  proceed  without  fo  far  mortifying  Sii*  Robert 
as  to  tell  him,  that  fue  writes  this  purely  in  obedience 
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It  IS  making  court  but  i!)  to  one  fine  woman  to  lltew 

own  aV"®  y«  1 ““ft 

mrd  a?„A  f b“'  ‘■'Juints  ,o- 

br,  II  ^ Penetrating  eyes  cannot  but  difcover 
how  aU  the  letters  that  compofe  thefe  words  lean  for 
ward  after  LadyM.'s  letters,  which  feem  to  bend  as  much 
from  mine  and  fly  from  them  as  fall  as  Aey  are  able 
Ungrateful  letters  that  they  are  ! which  give  Aemfeh-es 
o mother  man,  in  the  very  prefence  of  him  who  wS 
^ V how  to  value  them. 

that  2 r' 

that  thoug.it.  for  you  are  almoft  the  only  woman  to 
w om  one  can  fafely  addrefs  the  praifes  of  anodier. 
Eefides,  can  you  imagine  a man  of  my  importance  fo 
- upi  , as  to  ay  fme  things  to  you  before  your  huiband  > 
Let  us  fee  how  far  Lady  M.  herfelf  dares  do  any  thing 
bkept  wuh  allthewit_and  addrefs  fhe  is  nndrefs  of 

a . Ignorant  (now  he  is  left  to 

jiimfdf  in  the  country)  to  imagine  any  fuch  matter, 
let  him  know  from  me,  that  here  in  town  every  tiling 
that  lady  fays,  is  taken  for  fatire.  For  my  part,  every 
body  knows  it  is  my  conftant  pradice  toVpeak  truth, 
and  I never  do  it  more  than  when  I call  myfdf 

Your,  etc. 


L E T T E R IV. 

you  have  put  me  into  fo  much  gaiety  of  temper,  .. 

that  there  will  not  be  a ferious  word  in  this  day’s 
letter.  No  more,  you’ll  fay,  there  would,  if  I told  yon  1 

the  whole  ferious  bufmefs  of  the  town.  All  lad  night ' ' 


“•W 


SEVERAL  LADIES. 

I continued  with  you,  tho’  your  unreafonable  regularity 
drove  me  out  of  your  doors  at  three  o’clock.  I dreamed 
all  over  the  evening’s  converfation,  and  faw  the  littl? 
bed  in  fpite  of  you.  In  the  morning  I waked,  very 
angry  at  your  phantom  for  leaving  me  fo  abruptly.  I 
know  you  delight  in  my  mortification.  I dined  wim  an 
old  beauty ; Ihe  appear’d  at  the  table  *dike  a Death’s 
head  enamell’d.  Xhe  Egyptians,  you  know,  had  fuch 
things  at  their  entertainments ; but  do  you  think  they 
•painted  and  patched  them  ? However,  the  lafl  of  tliefe 

■ objeftions  was  foon  removed ; for  the  lady  had  fo  vio- 
lent an  appetite  for  a falmon,  that  Ihe  quickly  eat  all  the 
•patches  off  her  fiice.  She  divided  the  filh  into  three 

parts;  not  equal,  God  knows;  for  ihe  helped  Gay  to< 
: the  head,  me  to  the  middle,  and  making  the  reft  much 
' the  largeft  part,  took  it  herfelf,  and  cried  very  naively,. 
I’ll  be  content  with  my  own  tail. 

My  fupper  was  as  fingular  as  my  dinner.  It  was  with, 
a great  Poet  and  Ode -maker  (that  is,  a great  poet  out 
of  his  wits,  or  out  of  his  way) . He  came  to  me  very 
^ hungry ; not  fOr  want  of  a dinner  (for  that  I ftiould 
r make  no  jeft  of),  but  having  forgot  to  dine.  He  fell 
moft  furioufly  on  the  broil’d  relicks  of  a Ihoulder  of 
: mutton,  commonly  call’d  a blade-bone  ; he  profcffed  he 
r never  tailed  fo  exquifite  a thing  ! begged  me  to  tell  him 
‘ what  joint  it  was,  wondered  he  had  never  heard  the 
r name  of  this  joint,  or  feen  it  at  other  tables  ; and  defir’d 
" to  know  how  he  might  diredl  his  butcher  to  cut  out  the 

■ fame  for  the  future  ? and  yet  this  man,  fo  ignorant  in 
modern  butchery,  has  cut  up  half  an  hundred  heroes, 
and  quartered  five  or  fix  miferable  lovers  in  every  tragedy 
he  has  written.  I have  notlfing  more  to  tell  you  to- 

i 
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LETTER  V. 

The  A NSWE  R. 

you  fhould  have  my  day  too.  Sir;  but  indeed  1 
ept  It  out,  and  fo  I’ll  give  you  all  that  was  left, 
my  lalt  night’s  entertainment.  You  know  the  company, 
i vvent  m late  in  order  to  be  better  receiv’d ; but  un- 
luckily came  in,  as  Deuce-ace  was  flinging  (Lord  H. 
would  fay  I came  in  the  Nick).  The  lady  colour’d, 
and  the  men  took  the  name  of  the  Lord  in  vain : No- 
body fpoke  to  me,  and  I fat  down  difappointed ; then 
afleamg  a carelefs  air,  gap’d,  and  cried  feven  or  eight 
times,  cr  hfer  I could  fafely  fay  at  that  mo- 

ment I had  no  temptation  to  any  one  of  the  feven 
lively  fins  ; and^  in  the  innocent  way  I was,  happy  had 
It  been  for  me  if  I had  died  ! Moralizing  fat  I by  the 
hazard-table-;  I looked  upon  the  uncertainty  of  riches, 
the  decay  of  beauty,  and  the  crafli  of  worlds,  with  as 
much  contempt  as  ever  Plato  did.  But  ah  ! the  frailty 
of  human  nature  ! fome  ridiculous  thought  came  into 
my  head,  wakened  my  pafllpns,  which  burfl;  forth  into 
a violent  laughter : I rofe  from  my  feat,  and  not  con- 
fidering  the  jufl  refentments  of  the  lofing  gamefters, 
hurl’d  a ball  of  paper  crofs  the  table,  which  dop’d  the 
dice,  and  turn’d  up  feven  inftead  of  five.  Curs’d  on 
all  fides,  and  not  knowing  where  to  fly,  I threw  myfelf 
into  a chair,  which  I demolifh’d,  and  never  fpoke  a 
word  after.  We  went  to  flipper,  and  a lady  fald,  Mifs 
G,  looks  prodtgiQufiy  like  a Tree,  Every  body  agreed  to 
it,  and  I had  not  curioflty  to  afk  the  meaning  of  that 
fprightly  fancy:  Find  it  out,  and  let  me  know. 
Adieu,  ’tis  time  to  drefs,  and  begin  the  buflnefs  of 
the  day. 
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LETTER  VI. 

In  the  Style  of  a Lady. 

ps.AY  what  is  your  opinion  of  Faie? . for  I mull  con- 
^ fefs  I am  one  of  thofe  that  believe  in  Fate  and 
Predellination.— No,  I can’t  go  fo  far  as  that,  but  I 
own  I am  of  opinion  one’s  fears  may  incline,  tho’  not 
compel  onej  and  that  is  a fort  of  free  will;  for  we 
may  be  able  to  refill  inclination,  but  not  compulfion. 

Don’t  you  think  they  have  got  intp  the  moR  prepo- 
llerous  falhion  this  winter  that  ever  was,  of  flouncing 
the  petticoat  fo  very  deep,  that  it  looks  like  an  entire 
coat  of  luteflring  ? 

It  is  a little  cool  indeed  for  this  time  of  year,  bat 
then,  my  dear,  you’ll  allow  it  has  an  extreme  clean 
pretty  look. 

Ay,  fo  has  my  muflin  apron ; but  I would  not  chufe 
to  make  it  a winter  fuit  of  cloaths. 

Well  now  I’ll  fwear,  child,  you  have  put  me  in  mind  • 
of  a very  pretty  drefs ; let  me  die  if  I don’t  think  a 
muflin  flounce,  made  very  -full,  wodd  give  one  a .very 
agreeable  Flirtation-^X’: . , ^ 

Well,  I fwear  it  would  be  charming  ! and  I fliould 
like  it  of  all  things —Do  you  think  there  are  any  fuch 
things  as  Spirits  s'  ' 

Do  you  believe  there  is  any  fuch  place  as  the  Elyflan 
Fields  ? O Gad,  that  would  be  charming  ! I wiih  I 
were  to  go  to  the  Elyflan  Fields  when  I die, !'  and  then 
I fhould  not  care  if  I were  to  leave  the  world  to-mor-. 
row  : But  is  one  to  meet  there  with  what  one  has  moll 
I'jv’d  in  this  world  ? 

N'jw  you  mud  tell  me  this  pofltivcly.  Tobefure  you 
can,  c-  wh.at  do  1 correfpond  with  you  for,  if  you  won’t 
ttll  me  ad  r Y ou  kuovV  1 abominate  icferve. 

G 6 
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letter  VII. 

Bath,  1714. 

^ 1 ™‘*  y”“''  J>a=  been  divided  with 

moft  wonderful  regularity  in  the  world.  Even  from 

o/vou“"^  *<'  °*er 

OM^r;h"'^K  r "f  ’ fell 

of  mv  fe''“‘y-fixth  week  of  the  reign 

of  my  foveretgn  lady  Sylvia.  At  the  prefent  writiL 
hereof  it  is  the  three  hundred  eighty-ninth  week  of  the 

was  hfted  feme  weeks  before  I beheld  your  filler.  This 
information  will  account  for  my  writing  to  either  of  you 

IhaTtime! 

Pray  tell  your  filler,  all  the  good  qualities  and  virtu, 
ous  mclmations  file  has,  never  gave  me  fo  much  plea- 
iure  m her  converfation,  as  that  one  vice  of  her  obfti- 
nacy  will  gwe  me  mortilication  this  month.  Ratcliffe 
commands  her  to  Bath,  and  Ihe  refufes  1 Indeed,  if  I 
were  in  Ber.dhire,  I Ihould  honour  her  for  this  oblli- 
nacy,  and  magnify  her  no  lefs  for  difobedience  than 
we  do  the  Barcelomans.  But  people  change  with  the 
change  of  places  (as  we  fee  of  late),  and  virtues  become 
vice,s  when  they  ceafe  to  be  for  one’s  interell,  with  me 

' win  never  look  fo  finely 

while  Ihe  IS  upon  earth,  as  ihe  would  here  in  the  water. 
it  IS  not  here  as  in  moll  other  inilances,  for  thofe  ladies 
that  would  pleafe  extremely,  muit  go  out  of  their  own 
element.  She  does  not  make  half  fo  good  a figure  on 
orfeback  as  Chrillina  Queen  of  Sweden;  but  were  {he 
once  fecn  in  tlie  Bath,  no  man  would  part  vxith  her  for 
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the  bell  mermaid  in  Chriftendom.  You  know  I have 
feen  you  often,  I perfeftly  know  how  you  look  in  black 
and  in  white,  I have  experienced  the  utmoft  you  can  \3o 
in  colours ; but  all  your  movements,  aU  your  graceful 
fteps,  deferve  not  half  the  glory  you  might  here  attain 
of  a moving  and  eafy  behaviour  in  buckram : Some- 
thing between  fwimming  and  walking,  free  enough, 
land  more  modeftly  half-naked  than  you  can  appear  any 
where  elfe.  You  have  conquer’d  enough  already  by 
land;  fhow  your  ambition,  and  vanquiih  alfo  by  wa- 
ter. The  buckram  I mention  is  a drefs  particularly 
ufeful  at  this  time,  when,  we  are  told,  they  are 
: bringing  over  the  faftiion  of  German  rUffs  : You  ought 
: to  ufe  yourfelves  to  fome  degrees  of  ftilFnefs  before- 
1 hand ; and  when  our  ladies  chins  have  been  tickled 
. a while  with  ftarched  muflin  and  wire,  they  may  pof- 
fibly  bear  the  brulh  of  a German  beard  and  whilker. 

I could  tell  you  a delightful  llory  of  Doftor  P.  but 
want  room  to  difplay  it  in  all  its  Aiming  circ  urn  fiances^ 
He  had  heard  it  was  an  excellent  cure  for  love,  to  kils. 
the  Aunt  of  the  perfon  beloved,  who  is  generally  of 
■ years  and,  experience  enough  to  damp  the  fierceft 
flame : he  try’d  this  courfe  in  his  palTion,  and  kilfed 

’ Mrs.  E at  Mr.  D ’s ; but  he  fays  it  will  not 

. do,  and  that  he  loves  you  as  much  as  ever. 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER  VIII. 

To  the  fame. 

\ J ^ ^cw  the  waters  agree  with  me,  I muft:  tell 

you  fo  very  well,  that  I quellion  how  you  and  I 
Ihould  agree  if  we  were  in  a room  by  ourfelves.  Mrs. 
. ' has  honeftly  allured  me,  that  but  for  fome  whims 
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wliich  (he  cau’t  entirely  conquer,  flie  would,  go  and  fee 
the  world  with  me  in  man’s  clothes.  Even  you.  Ma- 
dam, I fancy  (if  you  would  not  partake  in  our  adven- 
tures), would  wait  our  coming  in  at  the  evening  with' 
fome  impatience,  and  be  well  enough  pleas’d  to  hear 
tliem  by  the  fire-fide.  That  would  be  better  than  read- 
ing romances,  unlcfs  lady  M.  would  be  our  hiftorian.  ' 
What  raifes  thefe  defines  in  me,  is  an  acquaintance  I , ■ 
am  beginning  with  my  lady  Sandwich,  who  has  all  the 
ipirit  of  the  laO;  age,  and  all  the  gay  expenence  of  a y. 
pleafurable  life.  It  were  as  fcandalous  an  omilTion  to  )■ 
come  to  the  Bath  and  not  to  fee  my  lady  Sanclwich,  as  J 
it  had  formerly  been  to  have  travelled  to  Rome  without  | 
vifitingthe  Queen  of  Sweden.  She  is,  in  a word,  the  -^i 
bed  thing  this  country  has  to  boaft  of ; and  as  fhe  has  - 1 
been  all  that  a woman  of  fpirit  could  be,  fo  Ihe  ftill  5 
continues  that  eafy  and  independent  creature  that  a fen-  S 
fible  woman  always  will  be.  ■ | 

I mud  tell  you  a truth,  which  is  not,  however, 
much  to  my  credit.  I never  thought  fo  much  of  your-  ,'g 
felf  and  your  fider,  as  fmce  I have  been  fourfcore  miles  r? 
didance  from  you.  In  the'  Fored  I look’d  upon  you  ns 
good  neighbours,  at  London  as  pretty  kind  of  women,  M 
but  here  as  divinities,  angels,  goddelfes,  or  wEat  you  , pj 
v,dll.  In  the  fame  manner,  I never  knew  at  what  rate 
I valued  your  life,  till  you  were  upon  the  point  of  dying. 

If  Mrs.  and  you  will  but  fall  very  fick  every  fca-_ 

fon,  I fliall  certainly  die  for  you.  Serioufly,  I value  you 
both  fo  much,  that  I edeem  others  much  the  lefs.for  i-sj 
your  fakes;  you  have  robb’d  me  of  the  pleafure  of  ^ 
cdeeming  a thoi^fand  pretty  qualities  in  tliem,  by  fhow-  ^ 
ing  me  fo  many  finer  in  yourfelves.  There-  are  but  two 
things  in  tire  world  wliich  could  make  you  indifFerent^^rJ 
to  me,  which,  I believe,  you  are  not  capable  of,  I mca.i 
ill -nature  and  malice,  I have  feen  enough  of  you,  not 
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5 overlook  any  frailty  you  could  have,  and  nothing 
;ls  than  a vice  can  make  me  like  you  lefs.  I expeiSl 
ou  fhould  difcover  by  my  condudl  towards  you  both, 
hat  this  is  true,  and  that  therefore  you  Ihould  pardon 
thoufand  things  in  me  for  that  one.  difpofition.  Ex- 
»ecl  nothing  from  me  but  truth  and  freedom,  and  1 
hall  always  be  drought  by  you  what  I always  am. 

Your,  etc. 


L E T T E R IX. 

To  the  fame. 

1714. 

T return’d  home  as  flow  and  as  contemplative  after 
I had  parted  from  you,  as  my  Lord  **  retired  from  the 
Court  and  glory  to  his  Country-feat  and  wife,  a w'eek 
ago.  I found  here  a difmal  defponding  letter  from  the 
fon  of  another  great  courtier  who  expefts  the  fame  fate, 
and  who  tells  me  the  great  ones  of  the  earth  will  now 
tike  it  very  kindly  of  the  mean  ones,  if  they  will  favour 
them  with'  a vifit  by  day-light.  With  what  joy  would 
they  lay  down  all  their  fchemes  of  glory,  did  they  but 
know  you  have  the  generofity  to  drink  their  healths 
once  a day,  as  foon  as  they  are  fallen  ? Thus  the  un- 
happy, by  the  foie  merit  of  their  misfortunes,  become 
the  care  of  Heaven  and  yoU.  I intended  to  have  put 
this  laft  into  verfe,  but  in  this  age  of  ingratitude  my 
beft  friends  forfake  me,  I mean  my  rhymes, 

I dcfire  Mrs.  P to  day  her  ftomach  with  thefe 

half  hundred  Plays,  till  I can  procure  her  a Romance 
big  enough  to  fatisfy  her  great  foul  with  adventures. 
As  for  Novels,  I fear  (he  can  depend  upon  none  from 
me  but  that  of  my  Life,  which  I am  Hill,  as  I have 
been,  contriving  all  podibic  methods  to  fhorten,  for 
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the  greater  eafe  both  of  the  hiftorian  and  the  reader 
May  (he  believe  all  tlie  paffion  and  tendernefs  ex- 
preis  d m thefe  romances  to  be  but  a faint  image  of  ^ 
what  I bear  her,  and  may  you  (who  read  nothing)  ^ 
take  the  fame  truth  upon  hearing  it  from  me.  You  ' 
wiU  both^  injure  me  very  much,  if  you  don’t  think  me 
a truer  friend,  than  ever  any  romanlick  lover,  or  any  " 
imitator  of  their  ftyle,  could  be.  ^ 

The  days  of  beauty  are  as  the  days  of  greatnefs,  and  \ 
fo  long  all  the  world  are  your  adorers.  I am  one  of  j 
thofe  unambitious  people,  who  will  love  you  forty  I 
years  hence  when  your  eyes  begin  to'  twinkle  in  a re-  . 
tirement,  and  without  the  vanity  which  every  one  now 
will  take  to  be  thought 

Your,  etc. 


L E T T E R X.  ; ; 

H E more  I examine  my  own  mind,  the  more  ro-  . j 
mantick  I find  myfelf.  Methinks  it  is  a noble  fpi-  ; 
rit  of  contradiftion  to  Fate  and  Fortune,  not  to  give  up  « 
thofe  that  are  fnatched  from  us;  but  to  follow  them  J 
the  more,  the  farther  they  are  remov’d  from  the  fenfe 
of  it.  Sure,  Flattery  never  travelled,  fo  far  as  three. t a 
thoufand  miles;  it  is  now  only  for  Truth,  which  over-/M 
takes  all  things,  to  reach  you  at  this  diftance.  ’Tis  a ,'5 
generous  piece  of  Popery,  that  purfues  even  thofe  who  , -J 
are  to  be  eternally  abfent  into  another  world;  whether  . 
you  think  it  right  or  wrong,  you’ll  own  the  very  ex- ' 1 
travagance  a fort  of  piety.  I can’t  be  fatisfied  with  I 
ftrowing  flowers  over  you,  and  barely  honouring  you  ’ I 
as  a thing  loft : but  muft  confider  you  as  a glorious  ^ 
tho’  remote  being,  and  be  fendiitg  addreffes  after'you. 

You  have  carried  away  fo  much  of  me,  that  what  re- 
mains is  daily  languifhing  and  dying  over  my  acquaint- 
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ace  here,  and,  I believe,  in  three  or  four  months 
lore  I Ihall  think  Aurat  Ba%ar  as  good  a place  as 
:o-vent-Gardcn.  You  may  imagine  this  is  raillery, 
jut  I am  really  fo  far  gone  as  to  take  pleafure  in  reve- 
•ies  of  this  kind.  Let  them  fay  I am  romantick  j fo  is 
Very  one  faid  to  be,  that  either  admires  a fine  thing 
'r  does  one.  On  my  confcience,  as  the  world  goes,, 
tis  hardly  worth  any  body’s  while  to  do  one  for  the 
lonour  of  it : Glory,  the  only  pay  of  generous  ac- 
tons, is  now  as  ill  paid  as  other  jufi  debts ; and  nei- 
her  Mrs.  Macfarland  for  immolating  her  lover,  nor 
mu,  for  confiancy  to  your  lord,  mull  ever  hope  to  be 
mmpared  to  Lucretia  or  Portia. 

I write  this  in  fome  anger;  for  having,  fince  you 
vent,  frequented  thofe  people  moft,  who  feemed  moil 
n your  favour,  I heard  notliing  that  concerned  you 
alk’d  of  fo  often,  as  that  you  went  away  in  a black 
ull-bottom ’d  wig ; which  I did  but  affert  to  be  a bob, 
ind  was  anfwered.  Love  is  blind.  I am  perfuaded  your 
vig  had  never  fulFcred  this  criticifm,  but  on  the  fcore 
:)f  your  head,  and  the  two  eyes  that  are  in  it. 

Pray  v/hen  you  write  to  me,  talk  of  yourfelf ; there 
s nothing  I fo  much  defire  to  hear  of : talk  a great 
leal  of  yourfelf;  that  fhe  who  I always  thought  talked 
reil,  may  fpeak  upon  the  beft  fubjedl.  The  fiirinei 
md  reliques  you  tell  me  of,  no  way  engage  my  curior. 
ity ; I had  ten  times  rather  go  on  pilgrimage  to  fee 
3uc  fuch  face  as  yours,  than  both  St.  John  Baptift’s 
aeads.  I wilh  (fince  you  are  grown  fo  covetous  of' 
golden  things)  you  had  not  only  all  the  fine  ftatues 
vou  talk  of,  but  even  the  golden  image  which  Ne- 
buchadnezzar fet  up,  provided  you  were  to  travel  no 
farther  than  you  could  carry  it. 

1 he  court  of  Vienna  is  very  edifying.  The  ladies 
ivith  rcfpcdl  to  their  hulbands,  feem  to  underftand  that 
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text  literally,  that  commands  to  hear  one  another^ s bur^ 
eiens : but,  1 fancy,  many  a man  there  is  like  Ijfnchar, 
an  afs  between  tn.vo  burdens,  1 lhall  look  upon  you  no 
more  as  a Chriilian,  when  you  pafs  from  that  charitable 
court  to  the  land  of  jealoufy.  1 expeif  to  hear  an  ex- 
ad  account  how,  and  at  what  places,  you  leave  one 
of  the  thirty-nine  articles  after  another,  as  you  ap- 
proach to  the  land  of  Infidelity.  Pray  how  far  are  you 
got  already  ? amidft  the  pomp  of  a high  mafs,  and  the 
ravifhing  trills  of  a Sunday  opera,  what  did  you  think 
of  the  dodrine  and  difeipline  of  the  church  of  Eng- 
land? Had  you  from  your  heart  a reverence  for  Stern- 
hoid^  and  Hopkins?  How  did  your  Chriilian  virtues 
hold  out  in  fo  long  a voyage  ? you  have  it  feems  (with- 
out palling  the  bounds  of  Chrillendom)  out-travelled 
the  fin  of  fornication  : in  a little  time  you’ll  look  upon 
fome  others  with  more  patience  than  the  ladies  here 
are  capable  of.  I reckon,  you’ll  time  it  fo  well  as  to 
make  your  religion  laft  to  the  verge  of  Chrillendom, 
that  you  may  difeharge  your  Chaplain  (as  liumanity 
requires)  in  a place  where  he  may  find  fome  bufmefs. 

I doubt  not  but  I fhall  be  told  (when  I come  to  fol- 
low you  through  thofe  countries)  in  how  pretty  a man- 
ner you  accommodated  yourfelf  to  thp  cuiloms  cf  the 
true  Muflemen,  They  Vv-ill  tell  me  at  what  town  you 
pradifed  to  fit  on  the  Sopha,  at  what  village  you 
learned  to  fold  a Turbant,  where  you  was  bathed  and 
anointed,  and  where  you  parted  with  your  black  full- 
bottom.  How  happy  mull  it  be  for  a gay  youfig  wo- 
man, to  live  in  a country  where  it  is  a part  of  religious 
W'orlliip  to  be  giddy -headed  ? I fliall  hear  at  Bclgraae 
how  the  good  Balliaw'  received  you  with  tears  of  joy, 
how  he  was  xharmed  with  your  agreeable  manner  of 
pronouncing  the  words  Allah- Muhanied)  and  how 
earneflly  you  joined  with  him  in  exhorting  your  friend 
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to  embrace  that  religion.  But  I think  his  objeifkion 
was  a juil  one,  that  it  was  attended  with  fome  circum- 
ilances  under  w’nich  he  could  not  properly  reprclent 
his  Britannick  Majefty- 

Laltly,  I fhall  hear  how,  the  firll  night  you  lay  at 
Pera,  you  had  a vifion  of  Mahomet’s  Paradife ; and 
happily  awaked  without  a foul,  from  which  blefled 
moment  the  beautiful  body  was  left  at  full  liberty  to 
perform  all  the  agreeable  fiunSlions  it  was  made  for. 

I fee  I have  done  in  tliis  letter  as  I often  have  done 
in  your  company,  talk’d  myfelf  into  a good  humour? 
when  I begun  in  an  ill  one  ; the  pleafure  of  addreffing 
to  you  makes  me  run  on,  and  ’tis  in  your  own  power 
to  Ihorten  this  letter  as  much  as  you  pleafe,  by  giving 
over  when  you  pleafe;  fo  I’ll  make  it  no  longer  by 
apologies. 


LETTER  XI. 

Y 0 u have  aked  me  news  a hundred  times'  at  the 
fird  word  you  fpeke  to  me,  wliich  fome  would  in- 
terpret as  if  you  expected  nothing  better  from  my  lips : 
and  truly  ’ds  not  a iign  two  lovers  are  together,  when 
they  can  be  fo  impertinent  as  to  inquire  what  the  world 
docs  ? AU  I mean  by  this  is,  that  cither  you  or  I are 
not  in  love  with  the  other  : I leave  you  to  guefs  wliich 
of  the  two  is  that  dupid  and  infenfible  creature,  fo  blind 
to  the  otlier’s  excellencies  and  charms. 

I his  then  diall  be  a letter  of  News ; and  fure,  ip 
you  did  not  think  me  the  humbled  creature  in  the 
world,  you  could  never  imagine  a Poet  could  dwindle 
to  a brotner  of  Dawks  and  Dyer,  from  a rival  of  I'ute 
and  B/ady. 

7 he  Earl  of  Oxford  has  beliaved  fo  bravely,  that  in 
^this  a6t  at  lead  he  might  feem  above  man,  if  he  Jiad  not 
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jufl  now  voided  a done  to  prove  him  fubjeft  to  human 
infirmities.  The  utmoft  weight  of  afflidbion  from  mi- 
nifterial  power  and  popular  hatred,  were  almoft  worth 
bearing,  for  the  glory  of  fuch  a dauntlefs  conduft  as  he 
has  fliewn  under  it. 

y ou  may  foon  have  your  wifh,  to  enjoy  the  gallant 
fights  of  armies,  incampments,  ftandards  waving  over 
your  brother’s  coin-fields,  and  the  pretty  windings  of 
the  Thames  llained  with  the  blood  of  men.  Your  bar- 
barity, which  I have  heard  fo  long  exclaim’d  againfl 
in  town  and  country,  may  have  its  fill  of  deflruftion. 

I would  not  add  one  circumftance  ufual  in  all  defcrip- 
tions  of  calamity,  that  of  the  many  rapes  committed^ 
or  to  be  committed,  upon  thofe  unfortunate  women  that 
delight  hi  nuar.  But  God  forgive  me — in  this  martial 
age,  if  I could,  I would  buy  a regiment  for  your  fake 

and  Mrs.  P ’s  and  fome  others,  whom,  I have 

caufe  to  fear,  no  fair  means  will  prevail  upon. 

Thofe  eyes,  that  care  not  how  much  mifchief  is 
done,  or  how  great  daughter  committed,  fo  they  have 
but  a fine  fhow ; thofe  very  female  eyes  will  be  infi- 
nitely delighted  with  the  camp  which  is  fpeedily  to  be 
formed  in  Hyde-park.  The  tents  are  carried  thither 
this  morning,  new  regiments  with  new  clothes  and 
furniture  (far  exceeding  the  late  cloth  and  linen  de- 
figned  by  his  Grace  for  the  foldiery) . The  fight  of  fo 
many  gallant  fellows,  with  all  tne  pomp  and  glare  of 
war  yet  undeform’d  by  battles,  thofe  fcenes  which 
England  has  for  many  years  only  beheld  on  ftages, 
may  pofTibly  invite  your  curiofity  to  this  place. 

By  our  lateft  account  from  Duke-ftreet,  Weflmimter, 
the  converfion  of  T.  G.  Efq;  is  reported  in  a manner 
fomewhat  more  particular.  That  upon  the  feizure  o 
his  Flanders  mares,  he  feemed  more  than  ordinarily 
difturbed  for  fome  hours,  fent  for  his  ghofUy  father,  and 
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refolved  to  bear  his  lofs  like  a Cli.illian ; lill  about 
the  hours  of  feven  or  eight,  the  coac  cs  aud  Loifcs  of 
feveral  of  the  Nobiliiy  palfing  by  his  window  towards 
Hyde-park,  he  could  no  linger  endure  the  d'lappoint- 
ment,  but  inilantly  went  rut,  took  the  oath  of  Abjura- 
tion, and  recover'd  his  dear  horf-s,  which  carried  niin 
in  triumph  to  the  Ring.  The  poor  diftrehed  Roman 
Catholicks,  now  unhors’d  and  uncharioted,  cry  out 
with  the  Pfalmill,  Some  in  Chariots  and  foine  on  Horfesy 
but  'Vje  --will  inajocate  the  name  of  the  Lord. 

I am,  etc. 


LETTER  XTI. 

H E weather  is  too  fine  for  any  one  that  loves  the 

country  to  leave  it  at  this  feafon ; when  every  fmile 
of  the  fun,  like  the  fmile  of  a coy  lady,  is  as  dear  as 
it  is  uncommon  ; and  I am  fo  much  in  the  tafte  of  rural 
Pleafares,  I had  ratlier  fee  the  fun  than  any  thing  he 
can  Ihew  me,  except  yourfelf.  I defpife  every  fine 
thing  in  towm,  not  excepting  your  new  gown,  till  I fee 
you  drefs.’d  in  it  (which  by  the  way  I don’t  like  the 
better  for  the  red ; the  leaves,  I think,  are  very  pretty)  \ 
I am  growing  fit,  I hope,  for  a better  world,  of  which 
the  light  of  the  fun  is, but  a fliadow  : for  I doubt  not 
but  God’s  works  here,  are  what  come  nearefi;  to  his 
works  there ; and  that  a true  relilh  of  the  beauties  of 
nature  is  the  moll  eafy  preparation  and  gentled  tranfi- 
tion  to  an  enjoyment  of  thofe  of  heaven  ; as  on  the 
contrary,  a true  town  life  of  hurry,  confufion,  noife, 
flander,  and  diifenfion,  is  a fort  of  apprenticelhip  to 
hell  and  its  furies.  I’m  endeavouring  to  put  my  mind 
into  as  quiet  a fituation  as  I can,  to  bo  ready  to  re- 
ceive that  llroke,  which,  I believe,  is  coming  upon  me. 
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and  have  fully  refign’d  myfelf  to  yield  to  it.  The  re- 
paration of  my  foul  and  body  is  v/hat  I could  think  of 
with  lefs  pain  ; for  I am  very  fure  he  that  made  it  will 
take  care  of  it,  and  in  whatever  date  he  pleafes  it  lhall 
be,  that  fate  mud  be  right : But  I cannot  think  with- 
out tears  of  being  feparated  from  my  friends,  when 
their  condition  is  fo  doubtful,  that  they  may  want  even 
fuch  aflidance  as  mine.  Sure,  it  is  more  merciful  to 
take  from  us  after  death  all  memory  of  what  we  lov’d 
or  purfued  here : for  elfe  what  a torment  would  it  be 
to  a fpirit,  dill  to  love  thofe  creatures  it  is  quite  di- 
vided from  ? XJnlefs  we  fuppofe,  that  in  a more  ex- 
alted life,  all  that  we  edeemed  in  this  imperfeft  date 
will  affeft  us  no  more,  than  what  we  lov’d  in  our  in- 
fancy concerns  us  now. 

This  is  an  odd  way  of  writing  to  a lady,  and,  I’m 
fenfible,  would  throw  me  under  a great  deal  of  ridicule, 
were  you  to  fhow  this  letter  among  your  acquaintance. 
But  perhaps  you  may  not  yourfelf  be  quite  a dranger  to 
this  way  of  thinking.  I heartily  widi  your  life  may  be 
fo  long  and  fo  happy,  as  never  to  let  you  think  qutie  fi 
far  as  I am  now  led  to  do ; but,  to  think  a little  towards 
it,  is  what  will  make  you  the  happier,  and  the  eafier  at 
all  times. 

There  are  no  pleafures  or  amufements  that  I don  t 
widi  you,  and  therefore  ’tis  no  fmall  grief  to  me  that  I 
lhall  for  the  future  be  Icfs  able  to  partake  with  you  in 
them.  But  let  fortune  do  her  word,  whatever  die 
makes  us  lofe,  as  long  as  die  never  makes  us  lofe  our 
honedy  and  our  independence ; I defpife  from  my  heart 
whoever  parts  with  the  fird,  and  I pity  from  my  foul 
whoever  quits  the  latter. 

I am  griev’d  at  Mr.  G- condition  in  this  lad 

refpeft  of  dependance.  He  has  Merit,  Good-nature, 
and  Integrity,  three  qualiticsi  that  1 fear  are  too  often 
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loll  upon  great  men ; or  at  leaf!  are  not  all  three  a match 
tor  that  one  which  is  oppos’d  to  them.  Flattery.  I wilh 
it  may  not  foon  or  late  difplace  him  from  the  favour  he 
now  pofieflcs,  and  feems  to  like.  I’m  fare  his  late 
aflion  ddcrvcs  eternal  favour  and  edeem  : Lord  Batliurd 
was  charm’d  with  it,  who  came  hither  to  fee  me  before 
his  journey.  Kc  allc’d  and  fpoke  very  particularly  of 
you.  To-morrow  Mr.  Fortefeue  comes  to  me  from 

London  about  B .’s  fuit  in  forma  pauperis.  - That 

poor  man  looks  ftarved  : he  tells  me  you  have  been  cha- 
ritable to  hdm.  Indeed  ’tis  wanted  ; the  poor  creature 
can  fcarce  dir  or  fpeak ; and  I apprehend  he  w^ill  die, 
jud  as  he  gets  fomething  to  live  upon.  Adieii. 

^ 


letter  XIII. 


y H I s is  a day  of  wilhes  for  you,  and  I hope  you 
have  long  known,  there  is  not  one  good  one  wliich 
I do  not  form  in  your  behalf.  Every  year  that  paifes, 
I widi  fome  things  more  for  my  friends,  and  fome  things 
lefs  for  myfelf.  Yet  were  I to  tell  you  what  I wilh  for 
you  in  particular,  it  would  be  only  to  repeat  in  profe, 
what  I told  you  lad  year  in  rhyme  (fo  fincere  is  my 
poetiy)  : I cah  only  add,  that  as  I then  wilh’d  you  a 
faend  *,  I now  wilh  that  friend  were  Mrs.  


Abfence  is  a Ihort  kind  o-f  death ; and  in  either,  one 
can  only  wiOi,  tliat  the  friends  we  arc^  feparated  from, 
be  happy  with  thofe  that  are  left  them.  I ani 
therefore  very  folicitous  that  you  may  pafs  mud 
agreeable  time  together  : I am  forry  to  fay  I emy 
you  no  other  companion : iho’  I hope  you  liave  others 


7c  J\irs, 


on  her  Pirth-day. 


« O be  thou  bleft  with  all  that  Heavn  can  fend, 

Long  health,  long  youth,  long  pleafurc,  and  a/rW.” 
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that  you  like ; and  I am  always  pleas’d  in  that  hope, 
when  it  is  not  attended  with  any  -fears  on  your  ov/n 
account. 

I was  troubled  to  leave  you  both,  juft  as  I fancy’d 
we  fhould  begin  to  live  together  in  the  country. 
’Twas  a little  like  dying  the  moment  one  had  got  all 
one  defir’d  in  this  world.  Yet  I go  away  with  one 
generous  fort  of  fatisfaftion,  that  what  I part  with,  you 
are  to  inherit. 

I know  you  would  both  be  pleas  d to  hear  fome 
certain  news  of  a friend  departed ; to  have  the  adven- 
tures of  his  paflage,  and  the  new  regions  thro’  winch 
he  traveird,  defcrib’d ; and,  upon  the  whole,  to  know, 
that  he  is  as  happy  where  he  now  is,  as  while  he  liv’d 
among  you.  But  indeed  I (like  many  a poor  unprepar’d 
foul)  have  feen  nothing  I like  fo  well  as  what  I left : 
No  fcenes  of  Paradife,  no  happy  bowers  equal  to  thofe 
on  the  banks  of  the  Thames.  Wlierever  I v^'ander,  one 
refleaion  ftrikes  me ; I wifh  you  were  as  free  as  I ; or 
at  leaft  had  a tye  as  tender,  and  as  reafonable  as  mine, 
to  a relation  tliat  as  well  deferved  your  conftant  thought. 


and  to  whom  you  wi 


ould  be  always  pull’d  back  (in  fuch 


manner  as  I am)  by  the  heart-ftring. 


;-ftrin'y.  I have  never 
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can’t  be  furpriz’d  to  find  him  a dull  correfpond- 
ent  whom  you  have  known  fo  long  for  a dull 
companion.  And  tho’  I am  pretty  fenfible,  that,  if 
I have  any  wit , I may  as  well  write  to  Ihow  it,  as  not ; 
yet  I’ll  content  myfelf  with  giving  you  as  plain  a hiftory 
of  my  pilgrimage,  as  Purchas  himfelf,  or/  as  John 
Biinyan  could  do  of  his  nvalkitig  through  the  nx^ildernejs  of 
this  <ivorld,  etc. 

Firft  then  I went  up  by  water  to  Hampton-Court, 
unattended  by  all  but  my  own  virtues  ; which  were  not 
of  fo  modeft  a nature  as  to  keep  themfelves,  or  me,  con- 
ceal’d : For  I met  the  Prince  with  all  his  ladies  on 

horfeback,  coming  from  hunting.  Mrs.  B*  and  Mrs. 
L*  took  me  into  protection  (contrary  to  the  laws  againft 
harbouring  Papills),  and  gave  me  a dinner,  with  fome- 
thing  I likM  better,  an  opportunity  of  converfation 
with  Mrs.  FP.  We  all  agreed  that  the  life  of  a Maid 
of  Honour  v\as  of  all  things  the  moll  miferable  : and 
wiih’d  that  every  woman  who  envy’d  it,  had  a fpeci- 
,men  of.it.  To  eat  Weftphalia'ham  in  a morning, 
ride  over  hedges  and  ditches  on  borrowed  hacks,  come 
home  in  the  heat  of  the  day  with  a fever,  and  (what  is 
worfe  a hundred  times)  v/ith  a red  mark  in  the,  fore- 
head from  an  uncafy  hat;  all  this  may  qualify  them 
to  make  excellent  wives-  for  fox-hunters,  and  bear 
abundance  of  ruddy -complexion’d  children.  As  foon 
■as  they  can  wipe  off  the  fweat  of  the  day,  they  mull 
firnper  an  hour  and  catch  cold,  in  the  Prlncefs’s  apart- 
hient  : from  tlience  (as  Shakefpear  has  it)  to  dinner y 
n\:ith  nsshat  appetite  they  - and  after  that,  till  mid- 
night, walk,  work,  or  think,  which  they  pleafe.  ^ I 

can  eafily  believe,  no  lone  houfe  in  Wales,  with 
VoL.  V,  jq 


a 
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mountain  and  a rookery,  is  more  contemplative  than 
tiiis  Court ; and  as  a proof  of  it,  I need  only  tell  you, 
Mrs.  L*  walked  with  me  three  or  four  hours  by  moon- 
light, and  we  met  no  creature  of  any  quality  but  the 
King,,  who  gave  audience  to  the  vice-chamberiain,  all 
alone,  under  the  garden-wall. 

In  floort,  I heard  of  no  ball,  affembly,  baffet-table, 
or  any  place  where  two  or  three  were  gathered  toge- 
ther, except  Madam  Kilmanfegg’s,  to  which  I had  the 

honour  to  be  invited,  and  the  grace  to  hay  away. 

; I was  heartily  tired,  and  polled  to  park : there 

we  had  an  excellent  difcourfe  of  quackery  ; Dr.  S*  was 

mentioned  with  honour.  Lady  walked  a whole 

hour  abroad  without  dying  after  it,  at  lead  in  the  time 
I Hay’d,  tho’  Ihe  feem’d  to  be  fainting,  and  nad  con- 
vulfive  motions  feveral  times  m her  head. 

I arrived  in  the  Foreft  by  Tuefday  noon,  having  fled 
from  the  face  (I  wilh  I could  fay  the  horned  f^^e)  o 
Mofes,  who  din’d  in  the  mid-way  thither.  I pafs  d 
the  reft  of  the  day  in  thofe  woods  where  I h^^e  fo  often 
enjoy’d  a book  and  a friend;  I made  a H^'nn  as  1 
pafs’d  thro’,  which  ended  with  a figh,  that  u n 

tell  you  the  meaning  of.  . . j 

Your  Doaor  is  gone  the  way  of  all  his  patients,  and 
was  hard  put  to  it  how  to  difpofe  of  an  eftate  mifcno  v 
un-wieldv,  and  fplendidly  unufeful  to  him.  Sir  Samuc 
Garth  fays,  that  for  Ratcliffe  to  leave  a l.brmy,  w. 
as  if  a Eunuch  Ihould  found  a Seraglio.  Dr.  S 
Utclv  told  a lady,  he  wonder’d  (lie  could  be  alive  after 
Hm  L made  anfwer,  Ihe  wonder’d  at  it  for  two 
reafons,  becaufe  Dr.  RatclilFe  was  dead,  and  be,au  c 

Dr,  S-_wasUving.  lam  your,  etc. 
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js^OT  H I N G could  have  more  of  that  melancholy  whidi 
once  ufed  to  pleafe  me,  than  my  laft  day’s  jour- 
ney ; for  after  having  pafs’d  through  my  favourite 
woods  in  the  foreft,  with  a thoufand  reveries  of  pad: 
pleafures,  I rid  over  hanging  hills,  whofe  tops  were 
edged  with  groves,  and  whofe  feet  water’d  with  wind- 
ing rivers,  lillening  to  the  falls  of  cataradls  below 
and  the  murmuring  of  the  winds  above  : the  gloomy 
verdure  of  Stonor  fucceeded  to  thefe ; and  then  the 
fhades  of  the  evening  overtook  me.  The  moon  rofe 
in  the  cleared  Iky  I ever  faw,  by  whofe  folemn  light  I 
paced  on  flowly,  without  company,  or  any  interruption 
to  the  range  of  my  thoughts.  About  a mile  before'! 
reach’d  Oxford,  all  the  bells  toll’d  in  dift'erent  notes ; 
the  clocks  of  every  college  anfwer’d  one  another,  and 
founded  forth  (fome  in  a deeper,  fome  a fofter  tone) 
that  it  was  eleven  at  night.  All  this  was  no  ill  prepa- 
ration to  the  life  I have  led  dnee,  among  thofe  old 
walls,  venerable  galleries,  done  porticos,  dudious 
v/aiks,  and  folitary  fcencs  of  the  Univerdty.  I wanted 
nothing  but  a black  gown  and  a falary,  to  be  as  mere 
a bcok-v/orm  as  any  there.  I conform’d  myfelf  to  the 
college  hours,  was  roll’d  up  in  books,  lay  in  one  of 
the  mod  ancient,  dulky  parts  of  the  Univerfity,  artd 
was  as  dead  to  the  world  as  any  hermit  of  the  defert. 
If  any  thing  was  alive  or  awake  in  me,  it  w^as  a little 
vanity,  fuch  as  even  thofe  good  men  us’d  to  entertain, 
w'hen  tne  monks  of  their  oivn  oraer  extoll’d  their  riety 
and  abdraftion.  For  I found  myfelf  receiv’d  widi  a 
fort  of  refpeft,  which  this,  idle  part  of  mankind, 'the 
L.  arncd,  pay  to  i|ieir  own  fpecics ; ivho  arc  as  con- 
dderable  here,  as  the  bufy,  the  gay,  and  die  ambitious 
arc  in  your  world. 

H 2 
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Indeed  I was  treated  in  fuch  a manner,  that  I could 
not  but  fometimes  afk  myfelf  in  my  mind,  what  college 
I was  founder  of,  or  v/hat  library  I had  built  ? Me- 
thinks,  I do  very  ill  to  return  to  the  world  again,  to 
leave  the  only  place  where  I make  a figure,  and,  from 
feeing  myfelf  feated  with  dignity  on  the  moft  confpi- 
cuous  llrelves  of  a library,  put  myfelf  into  the  abjed 
poflure  of  lying  at  a lady’s  feet  in  St.  James’s  fquare. 

I will  not  deny,  but  that,  like  Alexander,  in  the 
midft  of  my  glory  I am  wounded,  and  find  myfelf  a 
mere  man.  To  tell  you  from  whence  the  dart  comes 
is  to  no  purpofe,  fince  neither  of  you  will  take  the 
tender  care  to  draw  it  out  of  my  heart,  and  fuck  the 
poifon  with  your  lips. 

Hdre,  at  my  Lord  H ’s,  I fee  a creature  nearer 

an  angel  than  a woman  (tho’  a woman  be  very  near  as 
good  as  an  angel)  ; I think  you  have  formerly  heard 
me  mention  Mrs.  T-  as  a credit  to  the  Maker  of  An- 
gels ; file  is  a relation  of  his  lordfliip’s,  and  he  gravely 
propos’d  her  to  me  for  a wife ; being  tender  of  her  in- 
tereiis,  and  knowing  (what  is  a fhame  to  Providence) 
that  Ihe  is  lefs  indebted  to  fortune  than  I.  I told 
him,  ’twas  what  he  never  could  have  drought  of,  if 
it  had  not  been  his  misfortune  to  be  blind ; and  what 
I never  could  think  of,  while  I had  eyes  to  fee  both 

her  and  myfelf. 

I mull  not  conclude  without  telling  you,  that  1 will 
do  the  utmoft  in  the  affair  yoir  defire.  It  would  be  an 
inexpreffiblejoy  to  me  if  I could  ferve  you,  and  I will 
always  do  all  I can  to  give  myfelf  pleafure.  I wilh  as 
well  for  you  as  for  myfelf ; I am  in  love  with  you  both, 
as  much  as  I am  with  myfelf,  for  I find  myfelf  mod  fo 
\vith  either,  when  I leafl;  fufpedl  it. 
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^“pHE  chief  caufe  I have  to  repent  my  leaving  the 
^ town,  is  the  uncertainty  I am  in  every  day  of  your 
lifter’s  ftate  of  health.  I really  expeaed  by  every  poll 
to  have  heard  of  her  recovery,  but,  on  the  contrary ^ 
each  letter  has  been  a new  awakening  to  my  apprehen- 
fions,  and  I have  ever  fince  fuffer’d  alarms  upon  alarms 
on  her  account.  No  one  can  be  more  fenlibly  touch’d 
ac  this  than  I ; nor  any  danger  or  any  I love  could 
affea  me  with  more  uneaiineL.  I have  felt  fome  weak- 
ncftes  of  a tender  kind,  which  I would  not  be  free 
from ; and  I am  glad  to  find  my  value  for  people  fo 
rightly  placed,  as  to  perceive  them  on  this  occaiion. 

I cannot  be  fo  good  a Cirriftian  as  to  be  willing  to 
reftgn  my  own  happinefs  here,  for  hers  in  another  life. 
I do  more  than  wifh  for  her  fafety,  for  every  wifti  I 
make  I find  immediately  chang’d  into  a prayer,  and  a 
more  fervent  one  than  I had  iearn’d  to  make  tiU  now. 

May  her  life  be  longer  and  happier  than  perhaps  her- 
felf  may  defire,  that  is,  as  long  and  as  happy  as  you 
can  wifti  : May  her  beauty  be  as  great  as  poflible,  that 

is,  as  it  always  was,  eras  yours  is.  But  whatever  ra- 
vages a mercilefs  diftemper  may  commit,  I dare  promife 
her  boldly,  v/hat  few  (if  any)  of  her  makers  of  viftts 
and  compliments  dare  to  do  : fhe  fhall  have  one  man 
as  much  her  admher  as  ever.  As  for  your  part.  Ma- 
dam, you  have  me  fo  more  than  ever,  fince  I have 
been  a \sitnefs  to  the  generous  tendernefs  you  have 
ftiewn  upon  this  occafion. 
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LETTER  XVir. 

J A M not  at  all  conc<^rnM  to  think  that  this  letter 

may  be  lefs'  entertaining  than  fortie  I have  fent ; I 
know  you  are  a friend  that  will  think  a kind  letter  as 
good  as  a diverting  one.  He  that  gives  you  his  mirth 
maices  a much  lefs  prefent  than  he  that  gives  you  his 
heart ; and  true  friends  would  rather  fee  fuch  thoughts 
as  they  communicate  only  to  one  another,  than  what 
they  fcjuander  about  to  all  the  world.  They  who  can 
fet  a right  vrJue  upon  any  thing,  will  prize  one  ten- 
der, well-meant  word,  above  all  that  ever  made  them 
laugh  in  their  lives.  If  I did  not  think  fo  of  you,  I 
fliould  never  have  taken  much  pains  to  endeavour  to 
pleafe  you,  by  writing,  or  any  thing  elfe.  Wit,  I am 
fure,  I want ; at  lead:  in  the  degree  that  I fee  otliers 
have  it,  who  would  at  all  feafons  alike  be  entertain- 
ing ; but  I would  willingly  have  fome  qualities  that 
may  be  (at  fome  feafons)  of  more  comfort  to  myfelf, 
and  of  more  fervice  to  my  friends.  I would  cut  off 
rny  own  head,  if  it  had  nothing  better  than  wit  in  it ; 
and  tear  out  my  own  heart,  if  it  had  no  better  difpofi- 
tions  than  to  love  only  myfelf,  and  laugh  at  all  my 
neighbours. 

1 know  you’ll  tliink  it  an  agreeable  thing  to  hear 
that  I have  done  a great  deal  of  Homer . If  it  be  to- 
lerable, the  world  may  thank  you  for  it  ; for  if  I could 
have  feen  you  every  day,  and  imagiii’d  my  company 
could  have  every  day  pleas’d  you,  I fhould  fcarce  have 
thought  it  worth  my  while  to  pleafe  the  world.  How 
many  verfes  'could  I gladly  have  left  unfinilh’d,  and 
turn’d  into  it,  for  people  to  fay  what  they  would  of, 
had  I been  permitted  to  pafs  all  thofe  hours  more  plea- 
fingly  ? V/hatever  fome  may  think.  Fame  is  a thing  I 
am  much  lefs  covetous  of,  than  your  frienddup  ; ' for 
' that,  I hope,  will  lall  all  my  life ; the  other  I cannot 
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anfwer  for.  What  if  they  (hould  both  grow  greater 
after  my  death  ? aias  1 they  would  both  be  of  no  ad- 
vanta'j'e  to  me  1 Therefore  tliink  upon  it,  and  lov’^e  me 
as  well  as  ever  you  can,  while  I live. 

Now  1 talk  of  fame,  I lend  you  my  Temple  of  Fame, 
which  is  j nil  come  out  : but  my  fentiments  about  it  you 
will  fee  better  by  this  Epigram  : 

VFhat’s  Fame  n.vith  7/iea,  by  cujiom  of  the  7iaiio7t, 

Is  call' a in  ->.vo7t!e7i  only  Reptitatio7i  : 

Aboi't  the77i  both  ^vhy  keep  nve  fuch  a pother  ? 

Part  you  ~ajith  C7ie,  and  P II  re7iounce  the  other. 


letter  XVIII. 

ALL  the  pleafare  or  ufe  of  familiar  letters,  is  to  give 
us  die  alTurance  of  a friend’s  welfare  : at  leall 
his  all  I know,  who  am  a mortal  enemy  and  defpifer 
of  what  they  call  fine  letters.  In  this  view,  I promife 
you,  it  will  always  be  a fatisfaftion  to  me  to  write  let- 
ters and  to  receive  them  from  you ; becaufe  I unfeign- 
edly  have  your  good  at  my  heart,  and  am  that  thing, 
which  many  people  make  only  a fubjedl  to  difplay  their 
fine  fentiments  upon,  a Friend:  which  is  a charadler 
that  admits  of  little  to  be  faid,  till  fomething  may  be 
done.  Now  let  me  fairly  tell  you,  I don’t  like  your 
flyle  : ’tis  very  pretty,  therefore  I don’t  like  it ; and 
if  you  writ  as  well  as  Voiture,  I would  not  give-  a 
farthing  for  fuch  letters,  unlefs  I were  to  fell  them  to 
be  printed.  Mediinks  I have  loft  the  Mrs.  L*  I for- 
merly knew,  who  writ  and  talked  like  other  people 
(and  fomedmes  better).  You  muft  allow  me  to  fay, 
you  have  not  faid  a fenfible  word  in  all  your  letter, 
except  where  you  fpeak  of  fliewing  kindnefs  and  cx- 
peding  it  in  return  : but  the  addition  you  make  about 
your  being  but  two  and  twenty,  is  again  in  the  ftyle 
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of  wit  and  abomination.  To  fliew  you  how  very  un- 
fatisfaftorily  you  write,  in  all  your  letters  you’ve  never 
told  me  how  you  do.  Indeed  I fee  ’twas  abfolutely 
neceffary  for  me  to  write  to*  you,  before  you  continued 
to  take  more  notice  of  me,  for  I ought  to  tell  you 
what  you  are  to  expeft;  that  is  to  fay,  kmdnefs, 
which  I never  fail’d  (I  hope)  to  return ; and  not  wit, 
which  if  I want,  I am  not  much  concerned,  becaufe 
judgment  is  a better  thing ; and  if  I had,  I would  make 
ufe  of  it  rather  to  play  upon  thofe  I defpifed,  than  to 
trifle  with  thofe  I loved . You  fee,  in  fhort,  after  what 
manner  you  may  moft  agreeably  write  to  me  : tell  me 
you  are  my  friend,  and  you  can  be  no  more  at  a loft 
about  that  article.  As  I have  open’d  my  mind  upon 
this  to  you,  it  may  alfo  ferve  for  Mr.  H — , who  will 
fee  by  it  what  manner  of  letters  he  muft  expeft  if  he 
correfponds  with  me.  As  I am  too  ferioufly  yours 
and  his  fervant  to  put  turns  upon  you  inftead  of  good 
wifhes,  fo  in  return  I fliould  have  nothing  but  honefl: 
plain  How-d’ye’s  and  Pray  remember  me’s ; which 
not  being  fit  to  be  fliown  to  any  body  for  wit,  maybe 
a proof  we  correfpond  only  for  ourfelves,  in  mere 

friendlinefs ; as  doth,  God  is  my  witnefs. 

Your  very,  etc. 


letter  xix: 

tT  is  with  infinite  fatisfaftion  I am  made  acquainted 
^ that  your  brother  will  at  laft  prove  your  relation, 
and  has  entertained  fuch  fentiments  as  became  him  in 
your  concern.  I have  been  prepared  for  this  by  de- 
grees, having  fevcral  times  receiv’d  from  Mrs.  that 
which  is  ond  “of  the  greateft  pleafures,  the  knowledge 
that  others  entered  into  my  own  fentiments  concerning 
you.  I ever  was  of  opinion  that  you  wanted  no 
more  to  be  vindicated  than  to  be  known.  As  I have 
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often  condoled  with  you  in  your  adverfittes,  fo  I have 
a right  which  but  few  can  pretend  to,  of  congratu- 
la^mg  on  the  profpea  of  your  better  fortunes  : and  I 
hope,  for  the  future,  to  have  the  concern  I have  felt 
for  you  overpaid  in  your  rellcities.  Tho  you  mo- 
deilly  fay  the  world  has  left  you,  yet,  I verily  believe, 
i;  is  coming  to  you  again  as  lait  as  it  can.  for,  to  gLo 
the  world  its  due,  it  is  always  very  fond  of  merit  when 
it  is  pad  its  power  to  oppofe  it.  1 herefore,  if  you 
can,  take  it  into  favour  again  upon  its  repentance,  and 
continue  in  it.  But  if  you  arc  refslved  in  revenge  to 
rob  the  world  of  fo  much  example  as  you  may  afford 
it,  I believe  your  defign  will  be,  vain  : for  even  in  a 
monatlery  vour  devotions  cannot  carry  you  fo  far  to- 
ward the  next  world  as  to  make  tnis  lole  tne  fight  of 
you  but  you’ll  be  like  a fiar,  that,  while  it  is  fixed  to 
heaven,  fhines  over  all  the  earth. 

V hcreioever  Providence  fliali  difpofe  of  the  moft  va- 
luable thing  I know,  I fliail  ever  follov/  you  with  my 
fincerefi  wiihes,  and  rny  bed  thoughts  will  be  perpetu- 
ally waiting  upon  you,  when  you  never  hear  of  me 
nor  them.  Your  own  guardian  angels  cannot  be  more 
condant,  nor  more  filent.  I beg  you  will  never  ceafe 
to  thinlt  me  your  friend,  that  you  may  not  be  guilty 
of  that  which  you  never  yet  knew  to  commit,  an  in- 
judice.  As  I have  hitherto  been  fo  in  fpite  of  the 
world,  fo  hereafter,  if  it- be  poffible  you  fhould  ever 
be  more  oppofed,  and  more  deferted,  I fhould  only  be 
fo  much  the  more 

Your  faithful,  etc. 


LETTER  XX. 

J c X fay  little  to  recommend  the  letters  I fhall  write 
to  you,  but  that  they  v/ill  be  the  mod  Impartial  re- 
prefentations  of  a free  heart,  and  the  trued  copies  you 
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ever  faw,  tho’  of  a very  mean  original.  Not  a feature 
will  be  foftened,  or  any  advantageous  light  employed 
to  make  the  ugly  tiling  a little  lefs  hideous ; but  you 
fliall  find  it,  in  all  refpejfts,  moft  horribly  like.  You 
will  do  me  an  injuftice  if  you  look  upon  any  thing  I 
fhall  fay  from  this  inftant,  as  a compliment,  either  to 
you  or  to  myfelf : whatever  I write  will  be  the  real 
thought  of  that  hour ; and  I know  you’ll  no  more  ex- 
pert it  of  me  to  perfevere  till  death  in  every  fentiment 
or  notion  I now  fet  down,  than  you  would  imagine  a 
man’s  face  fliould  never  change  when  once  his  picture 
was  drawn. 

The  freedom  I lhall  ufe  in  this  manner  of  thinking 
aloud,  may  indeed  prove  me  a fool ; but  it  will  prove 
me  one  of  the  heft  fort  of  fools,  the  honeft  ones.  And 
ftnce  Vv^hat  folly  we  have,  will  infallibly  buoy  at  one 
time  or  other  in  fpite  of  all  our  art  to  keep  it  down ; 
rnethinks,  ’tis  almoft  foolilh  to  take  any  pains  to  con- 
ceal it  at  all,  and  almoft  knavifti  to  do  it  from  thofe 
that  are  our  friends.  If  Momus’s  projeft  had  taken,  of 
having  windows  in  our  breafts,  I fhould  be  for  carrying 
it  further,  and  making  thofe  windows,  cafements ; 
that  while  a man  Ihowed  his  heart  to  all  the  world,  he 
might  do  fomething  more  for  his  friends ; even  give  it 
them,  and  truft  it  to  their  handling.  I think  I love 
you  as  well  as  king  Herod  did  Hcrodias  (tho’  I never 
had  fo  much  as  one  dance  wdth  you),  and  would  as  freely 
give  you  my  heart  in  a difti,  as  he  did  another’s  head. 
Sut  ftnce  Jupiter  will  not  have  it  fo,  I muft  be  content 
to  fhew  my  taftein  life,  as  I do  my  tafte  in  painting,  by 
loving  to  have  as  little  drapery  as  pofiible.  Not  that  I 
think  every  body  naked  altogether  fo  fine  a fight,  as 
yourfelf  and  a few  more  would  be,  but  bjcaufe  ’tis  good 
to  ufe  people  to  what  they  muft  be  acquainted  wnth  : 
and  there  will  certainly  come  foine  day  of  judgment  or 
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other,  to  uncover  every  foul  of  us.  We  ftiall  then  fee 
that  the  Prudes  of  this  world  owed  all  their  fine  gure 
only  to  their  being  ibaiter-laced  than  the  reft : and 
that  they  are  naturally  as  arrant  fquabs  as  tno.e  tnat 
went  more  loofe,  nay  as  thofe  that  never  girded  tncir 
loins  at  all.-  But  a particular  reafon  tliat  may  engage 
you  to  ivrite  your  thoughts  the  more  freely  to  me,  is, 
that  I am  confident  no  one  knows  you  better;  for  I find, 
when  others  exprefs  their  thoughts  of  you,  tliey  fail 
verv  fhort  of  mine,  and,  I know,  at  the  fame  time, 
theL-s  arc  fuch  as  you  would  tliink  fufficiently  in  your 

favour.  ^ ^ 

You  may  eafily  imagine  how  defirous  I mult  be  or  a 

correfpondence  with  a perfon,  who  had  taught  me  long 
ago  that  it  was  as  pofiible  to  efteem  at  firft  fight,  as 
to  love  : and  who  has  fince  ruin’d  me  for  all  the  con- 
verfation  of  one  fex,  and  almoft  all  the  friendihip  of 
the  other.  I am  but  too  fenfible,  thro’  your  means, 
diat  the  company  of  men  wants  a certain  foftnefs  to 
recommend  it,  and  that  of  women  v/ants  eveiy  thing 
elk.  How  often  have  I been  quietly  going  to  take 
poileftion  of  that  tranquillity  and  indolence  I had  fo 
long  found  in  the  country ; when  one  evening  of  your 
converfation  has  fpoil’d  me  for  a Solitaire  ! Books  have 
loft  their  effedt  upon  me,  and  1 was  convinced  fince  I 
faw  you,  that  tliere  is  one  alive  y/ifer  than  all  the 
iages.  A plague  of  female  wifdom  1 it  makes  a man 
ten  times  more  uneafy  than  his  own.  V'hat  is  very 
ftrange.  Virtue  hcvklf  (when  you  have  the  drefting 
her)  is  too  amiable  for  one’s  repofe.  Yon  might  have 
done  a-w;orld  of  good  in  your  time,  if  you  had  ahov/ed 
half  the  fine  gentlemen  who  have  letn  you,  to  have 
Oinverftd  v.lth  you;  they  would  have  been  ftrangely 
b:;,  v/iiiie  ti:.ey  thought  only  to  fall  in  love  with  a 
fair  ladv,  and  you  had  bewitch’d  them  with  Reafon 
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and  Virtue  (two  beauties  that  the  very  fops  pretend  to 
no  acquaintance  with). 

The  unhappy,  diftance  at  which  we  correfpond,  re- 
moves a great  many  of  thofe  rellridtions  and  pundili- 
ous  decorums,  that  oftentimes  in  nearer  converfation 
prejudice  truth,  to  fave  good-breeding.  I may  now 
hear  of  my  faults  and  you  of  your  good  qualities, 
without  a blulh;  we  converfe  upon  fuch  unfortunate 
generous  terms,  as  exclude  the  regards  of  fear,  lhame, 
or  defign  in  either  of  us.  And,  me  thinks,  it  would 
be  as  paltry  a part,  to  impofe  (even  in  a fingle  thought) 
upon  each  other  in  this  date  of  feparation,  as  for  fpi- 
rits  of  a different  fphere,  who  have  fo  little  intercourfe 
witlr  us,  to  employ  that  little  (as  fome  would  make  us 
think  they  do)  in  putting  tricks  and  delufions  upon 
poor  mortals. 

Let  me  begin,  then.  Madam,  by  aiking  you  a quef- 
tion,  that  may  enable  me  to  judge  better  of  my  own 
condudl  than  mod  indances  of  my  life.  In  what  man- 
ner did  I behave  in  the  lad  hour  I faw  you  ? Wliat 
degree  of  concern  did  I difeover  when  I felt  a misfor- 
tune, which,  I hope,  you  will  never  feel,  that  of  paiting 
from  what  one  mod  edeems  ? for  if  my  parting  looked 
but  like  that  of  your  common  acquaintance,  I am  the 
greated  of  all  the  hypocrites  that  ever  decency  made. 

I never  lince  pafs  by  your  houfe  but  witli  the  lame 
fort  of  melancholy  that  we  feel  upon  feeing  the  tomb 
of  a friend,  which  only  ferves  to  put  us  in  mind  of  what 
we  have  lod.  I reded  upon  the  circumdances  of  your 
departure,  which  I was  there  awitnefs  of  (your  behavi- 
ourdn  what  I may  call  your  lad  moments),  and  I in- 
dulge a gloomy  kind  of  pleafure  in  tliinking  that  thofe 
lad  moments  were  given  to  me.  I would  fain  imagine 
that  this  was  not  accidental,  but  proceeded  from  a pe- 
netration, which,  I kuow^,  you  have,  in  finding  out 
the  truth  of  people’s  fentimentsj  and  that  you  were. 
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vviirmg,  the  Uift  man  that  ^jjouU  ha^js  parted  from  you, 
IhoulJ  be  tlie  lull  that  tlici.  I really  looked  upon  you 
juft  as  the  friends  of  Curtius  might  have  done  upon 
that  hero,  at  the  inftant  when  he  was  devoting  himfelf 
to  glory,  and  running  to  be  loft  out  of  generofity ; I 
was  obliged  to  admire  your  refolution,  in  as  great  a de- 
gree as  I deplored  it ; and  had  only  to  wifh,  that  Hea- 
ven would  reward  fo  much  virtue  as  was  to  be  taken 
from  us,  with  all  the  felicities  It  could  enjoy  elfewhere. 

I am,  etc. 


LETTER  XXI. 

j CAN  never  have  too  many  of  your  letters.  I am  an- 
gry at  every  fcrap  of  paper  loft,  and  tho’  it  is  but 
an  odd  compliment  to  compare  a fine  lady  to  a Sibyl, 
your  leaves,  methinks,  like  hers,  are  too  good  to  be 
committed  to  the  winds ; tho’  I have  no  other  way  of 
receiving  them  but  by  thofe  unfaithful  mefiengers.  I 
have  had  but  three,  and  I reckon  that  fliort  one  from 

D , which  was  rather  a dying  ejaculation  than  a 

letter. 

You  have  contrived  to  fay  in  your  laft  the  two  things 
moft  pleafing  to  me  : The  firft,  that  whatever  be  the 

fate  of  your  letters,  you  whl  continue  to  write  in  the 
difcharge  of  your  confcience.  The  other  is,  the  juftice 
you  do  me,  in  taking  what  I^writ  to  you,  in  the  ferious 
manner  it  was  meant ; it  is  the  point  upon  which  I can 
bear  no  fufpicion,  and  in  which,  above  all,  I defirc  to 
be  thought  ferious.  It  would  be  vexatious  indeed,  if 
you  ftiouid  pretend  to  take  that  for  wit,  which  is  no 
more  tjian  tne  natural  overflowing  of  a heart  improved 
by  an  efteem  for  you  ; but  fince  you  tell  me  you  believe 
nic,  I fancy  my  exprefiions  have  not  been  entirely  un- 
faithful to  my  thoughts. 
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Majr  your  faith  be  increafcd  in  all  trutlis,  that  aie 
as'gveat  as  this ; and,  depend  upon  it,  to  wliatevcr  de- 
p-ree  it  may  extend,  you  never  can  be  a bigot. 

^ \f  yon  could  fee  the  heart  I talk  of,  you  would  really 
think’ it  a foolilh.good  kind  of  thing,  with  fome  quali- 
ties as  well  deferving  to  be  half-laughed  at,  and  half- 
efteemed,  as  mcR  hearts  in  the  world. ^ 

Its  o-rand  foible  in.  regard  to  you,  is  the  moft  ld:e 
reafon'^of  any  foible  in  nature.  Upon  my  word  this 
heart  is  not  like  a great  warehoufe,  ftored  only  with 
m-  own  goods,  or  with  empty  fpaces  to  be  funked 
as'faR  as  intereft  or  ambition  can  fill  them  : but  is 
evcrv  inch  of  it  let  out  into  lodgings  for  its  friends, 
and  '{hall 'never  wnnt  a corner  w'here  your  val 

always  lie  as  warm,  and  as  clofe,  as  any  idea  in  Chri  - 

^'"Trthis  diftance  (as  you  are  fo  kind  as  to  fay)  en- 
lartres  your  belief  of  my  friendfiiip,  I allure  yom,  it. 
has  fo  extended  my  notion  of  yonr  value,  thaM  begm 
to  be  impious  upon  tk.at  account,  and  to  wmh  that  even 
{laughter,  ruin,  and  defolation  may  mterpofe  between 
youlnd  the  place  you  defign^or;  aiidtnat  you. were 
Lllored  to  us  at  the  exp^^^^e  or  a whole  people. 

Is  there  no  expedient  to  return  you  in  peace  to  the 
boto  of  your  country?.  I hear  you  are  come  as  far  as 
. do  you  only  look  back  to  die  twme  ? is  Eury- 
^once  Lre  fnatched  to  the  fiiades  ? If  ever  mortal 
ha  'reafon  to  hate  the  King,  it  is  I,  ..hofe  pamcular 
”:f  .-tan.  it  is,  to  be  ateoft  the  only  f.ncccnt  pcHon 
Te  has  made  .0  fufibr ; both  by  lus  gcvcnnr.er.t  at 

home,  and  his  negotiations  abroad. 

“f  (on  mud  go  fvo-a  ns,  1 wi.lt  at  kail  you  mtg.a, 
pais  lo  year  banishment  by  tiro  mod  ineafant  v.-.., 
K,  all  the  road  might  be  rofcs  and  myrtles,  anu  a 
tlKfand  objefts  Ili'e  round  you,  a.greeablc  enough  to 
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make  England  lefs  defirablc  to  you.  It  is  not  now  my 
interell  to  wifh  England  agreeable:  it  is  highly  pro- 
bable it  may  ufe  me  ill  enough  to  drive  me  from  it. 
Can  I think  that  place  my  country,  where  I cannot 
now  call  a foot  of  paternal  earth  my  own  ? Yet  it  may 
feem  fome  alleviation,  that  when  the  wife II  thing  I can 
do  is  to  leave  my  country,  what  was  moll  agreeable  in 
it  lliould  firll  be  fnatched  away  from  it. 

I could  overtake  you  with  pleafure  in and 

make  that  tour  in  your  company.  Every  reafonable 
entertainment  and  beautiful  view  would  be  doubly  en- 
gaging  when  you  partook  of  it.  I Ihould  at  leall  at- 
tend you  to  the  fea-coads,  and  cad  a lad  look  after  the 
fails  that  tranfported  you.  But  perhaps  I might  care 
as  little  to  day  behind  you ; and  be  full  as  uneafy  to 
live  in  a country  where  I faw  others  perfecuted  by  the 
rogues  of  my  own  religion,  as  where  1 was  perfecuted 
myfelf  by  the  rogues  of  yours.  And  it  is  not  impof- 
fible  I might  run  into  Ada  in  fearch  of  liberty ; for 
who  would  not  rather  live  a freeman  among  a nation 
of  flaves,  than  a Have  among  a nation  of  freemen  } 

In  good  earned,  if  I knew  your  motions,  and  your 
exaft  time  ; I verily  think,  I Ihould  be  once  more  hap- 
py in  a dght  of  you  next  Spring. 

I ’ll  conclude  with  a wilh,  God  fend  you  with  us,  or 
me  with  you. 


LETTER  XXII. 

win  fnd  me  more  troublefcme  than  ever  Bru- 
tus did  liis  evil  Genius  ; J lhall  meet  you  in  more 
p.accs  than  one,  and  often  refrefh  your  memory  before 
Kou  arrive  at  your  Philippi.  Thefe  lhadows  oL  me 
(my  letters)  will  be  haunting  you  from  time  to  time, 
hkI  putting  you  in  mind  at  the  man  wiio  has  really 
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fufFered  very  much  from  you,  and  v/’iom  you  have 
robb’d  of  the  mod  valuable  of  his  enjoyments,  your 
converfation.  The  advantage  of  hearing  your  fenti- 
ments  by  difcovering  mine,  was  what  I always  thought 
a great  one,  and  even  worth  the  rifque  I generally  run 
of  manifefdng  my  o vn  indifcretion.  Y on  then  reward- 
ed my  trud  in  you  the  moment  it  was  given,  for  you 
pleas’d  or  inform’d  me  the  minute  you  anfwer’d.  I 
mud  now  be  contented  with  more  flow  returns.  How- 
ever, ’tis  fome  pleafure,  that  your  thoughts  upon  paper 
will  be  a more  lading  poffeffion  to  me,  and  that  I fhall 
no  longer  have  caufe  to  complain  of  a lofs  I have  fo 
often  regretted,  that  of  any  thing  you  faid,  which  I 
happen’d  to  forget.  ' In  earned.  Madam,  if  I were  to 
w'lite  to  you  as  often  as  I think  of  you,  it  mud  be  every 
day  of  my  life.  1 attend  you  in  fpirit  through  all  your 
ways,  I follow  you  through  every  dage  in  bocks  of 
travels,  and  fear  for  you  thro’  whole  folios ; you  make 
me  fhrink  at  the  pad  dangers  of  dead  travellers ; and 
if  I read  of  a delightflil  profpea,  or  agreeable  place,  I 
hope  it  yet  fubfids  to  pleafe  you.  I enquire  the  roads, 
the  amufements,  the  company,  of  every  town  and  coun- 
try thro’  which  you  pafs,  with  as  much  dUigence,  as 
if  I were  to  fet  out  next  week  to  overtake  you.  In  a 
word,  no  one  can  have  you  more  con  dandy  in  m.ind, 
not  even  your  Guardian-angel  (if  you  have  one),  and 
I am  willing  to  indulge  fo  much  Popery  as  to  fancy 
fome  Being  takes  care'  of  you,  who  knows  your  va.ue 
better  than  you  do  yourfelf : I am  willing  to  think 
that  heaven  never  gave  fo  much  felf-ncgleft  and  refo- 
lution  to  a w^oman,  to  occafion  her  calamity ; but  am 
pious  enough  to  believe  thofe  qualities  mud  be  intend- 
ed to  conduce  to  her  benefit  and  her  glory. 

Your  fird  fliort  letter  only  ferves  to  fliew'  me  you  are 
alive  ; it  puts  me  in  mind  of  tlie  f»rd  dove,  that  re* 
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turn’d  to  Noah,  and  juft  made  him  know  it  liad  found 
no  reft  abroad. 

■There  is  nothing  in  it  that  pleafes  me,  but  when  yoa 
tell  me  you  had  no  fea-ficknefs.  I beg  your  next  may 
give  me  all  the  pleafur.e  it  can,  that  is,  tell  me  any 
that  you  receive.  You  can  make  no  difcoveries  that 
will  be  half  fo  valuable  to  me  as  thofe  of  your  own. 
mind.  Nothing  tliat  regards  the  ftates  or  kingdoms 
you  pafs  thro’,  will  engage  fo  much  of  my  curioftty  or 
concern,  as  what  relates  to  yourfelf : Your  welfare,  to 
fay  truth,  is  more  at  my  heart  than  that  of  Chriftendom.. 

I am  fare  I may  defend  the  truth,  tho’  perhaps  not 
the  virtue  of  this  declaration.  One  is  ignorant,  or 
doubtful  at  beft,  of  die  merits  of  differing  religions  and 
governments  : but  private  virtues  one  can  be  fare  of. 
I therefore  know  what  particular  Perfon  has  defert 
enough  to  merit  being  happier  than  others,  but  nofe 
what  Nation  deferves  to  conquer  or  opprefs  another. 
You  will  fay,  I am  not  publick-fpirited \ let.it  be  fo,  I 
may  have  too  many  tenderneftes,  particular  regards » 
or  narrow  views ; but  at  the  fame  time  I am  certain 
that  whoever  wants  thcfe,  can  never  have  a Publick 
fpirit ; for  (as  a friend  of  mine  fays)  how  is  it  poffible 
for  that  man  to  love  twenty  thoufand  people,  who 
never  lov’d  one } 

I communicated  your  letter  to  Mr.  C j he  thinks 

of  you  and  talks  of  you  as  he  ought,  I mean  as  I do, 
and  one  always  thinks  that  to  be  juft  as  it  ought.  His 
liealth  and  mine  are  now  fo  good,  that  we  wifti  with 
all  our  fouls  you  were  a witnefs  of  it.  We  never  meet 
but  we  lament  over  you  : we  pay  a kind  of  weekly 
rites  to  your  memory,  where  we  ftrow  flowers  of  rhe- 
torick,  and  ofter  fuch  libations  to  your  name  as  it  would 

be  prophane  to  call  toafting.  The  Duke  of  B m 

ii  lomctimes  the  High  Prieft  of  your  praifes ; and  upon 
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the  whole,  I believe  there  are  as  few  men  that  are  not 
forry  at  your  departure,  as  women  that  are  ; for,  you 
know,  moil  of  year  fex  want  good  fenfe,  and  therefore 
muft  want  generofity  : You  have  fo  much  of  both,  that 

1 am  fure  you  pardon  them ; for  one  cannot  but  for- 
give whatever  one  delpifes.  For  my  part  I hate  a 
great  many  women  for  your  fake,  and  undervalue  all 
the  red.  ”I'is  you  are  to  blame,  and  may  God  revenge 
it  upon  you,  with  all  thofe  bleffings  and  earthly 
profperities,  which,  the  divines  tell  us,  are  the  caufe 
of  our  perdition  ; for  if  he  makes  you  happy  in  this 
world,  I dare  truft  your  own  virtue  to  do  it  in  the 
other.  I am 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER  XXril. 

To  Mrs.  Arabella  Fermor, 

On  her  Marriage. 

•y’  o u are  by  this  time  fatisfied  how  much  the  ten, 
dernefs  of  one  man  of  merit  is  to  be  preferred  to 
the  addreffes  of  a thoufand.  And  by  this  time  the 
Gentleman  you  have  made  choice  of  is  fenfible,  how 
great  is  the  joy  of  having  all  thofe  charms  and  good 
qualities  which  have  pleafed  fo  many,  now  applied  to 
pleafe  one  only.  It  was  but  juil,  that  the  fame  Virtues 
which  gave  you  reputation,  fhould  give  you  happinefs ; 
and  I can  wifh  you  no  greater,  than  that  you  may  re- 
ceive it  in  as  high  a degree  yourfelf,  as  fo  much  good 
humour  muft  infallibly  give  it  to  your  hufband. 

It  may  be  expcfled,  perhaps,  that  one  who  has  the 
title  of  Poet  ftiould  fay  fomething  more  polite  on  this 
occafion  : But  I am  really  more  a well-wiiher  to  ycwir 
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felicity,  than  a celebrater  of  your  beauty.  Befides, 
you  are  now  a married  woman,  and  in  a way  to  be  a 
great  many  better  tilings  than  a fine  lady ; fuch  as  an 
excellent  wife,  a faithful  friend,  a tender  parent,  and 
at  laft,  as  the  confequence  of  them  all,  a faint  in 
heaven.  You  ought  now  to  hear  nothing  but  that, 
which  was  all  you  ever  defired  to  hear  (whatever  others 
may  have  fpoken  to  you),  I mean  Truth:  and  it  is 
with  the  utmofl  that  I affure  you,  no  friend  you  have 
can  more  rejoice  in  any  good  that  befals  you,  is  more 
fmcerely  delighted  with  the  profpe£l  of  your  future 
happinefs,  or  more  unfeignedly  defires  a long  conti- 
nuance of  it. 

I hope  you  will  think  it  but  juft,  that  a man  who 
will  certainly  be  fpoken  of  as  your  admirer,  after  he 
is  dead,  may  have  the  happinefs  to  be  efteemed,  while 
he  is  living, 


Your,  etc. 


LETTERS 


TO  AND  FROM 

SIR  WILLIAM  TRUMBULL*. 


From  the  Year  1705  to  1716. 


LETTER  I. 

Sir  William  Trumbull  to  Mr.  Pope. 

SIR,  OSlcler  \g,  1705. 

T Re  T u R N you  the  Bock  you  were  pleafod  to  fend  me,  , 
and  with  it  your  obliging  letter,  which  deferves  my 
particular  acknowledgment;  for,  next  to  the  pleafure 
of  enjoying  the  company  of  fo  good  a friend,  the  wel- 
comed thing  to  me  is  to  hear  from  him.  I expedled  to 
find,  what  I have  met  with,  an  admirable  genius  in 
thofe  Poems,  not  only  becaufe  they  were  Milton’s  f , 
or  were  approved  by  Sir  Hen.  Wotton,  but  becaufe  you 
had  commended  them ; and  give  me  leave  to  tell  you, 
that  I know  nobody  fo  like  to  equal  him,  even  at  the 
age  he  wrote  mod  of  them,  as  yourfelf.  Only  do  not 
afford  more  caufe  of  complaints  againd  you,  that  you 
fuffer  nothing  of  yours  to  come  abroad,  which  in  this 

* Secretary  of  State  to  King  William  the  Third.\ 

"h  L’ Allegro,  R Penferofo,  Lycidas,  and  the  Mafque  of  Comus* 

s 


age,  wherein  wit  and  true  fenfe  is  more  fcarce  than 
money,  is  a piece  of  fuch  cruelty  as  your  bell  friends 
can  hardly  pardon.  ,I  hope  you  will  repent  and 
amend ; I could  offer  many  reafons  to  this  purpofe,  and 
fuch  as  you  cannot  anfwer  with  any  fmcerity ; but  that 
I dare  not  enlarge,  for  fear  of  engaging  in  a ftyle  of 
compliment,  which  has  been  fo  abufed  by  fools  and 
knaves,  that  it  is  become  almoft  fcandalous.  I con- 
clude therefore  with  an  affurance  which  lhall  never 
vary,  of  my  being  ever,  etc. 


letter  II. 

Sir  Wi  I,  L I A M Trumbull  to  Mr.  Pope. 

1708. 

j HAVE  this  moment  received  the  favour  of  yours  of 
the  8th  inllant ; and  will  make  you  a true  excufe 
(tho’  perhaps  no  very  good  one)  that  I deferred  the 
troubling  you  with  a letter,  when  I fent  back  your  pa- 
pers, in  hopes  of  feeing  you  at  Binfield  before  this 
time.  If  I had  met  with  any  fault  in  your  performance 
I mould  freely  now  (as  I have  done. too  prefumptuoufly 
in  converfation-with  you)  tell  you  my  opinion  i which 
I have  frequently  ventured  to  give  you,  rather  in  com- 
pliance wuth  your  dcfires  than  that  I could  think  it  rea- 
fonable.  For  I am  not  yet  fatisfied  upon  what  grounds 
I can  pretend  to  judge  of  poetry,  w'ho  never  have  been 
praftifcd  m the  art.  There  may  poffibly  be  fome  happy 
gemufes,  w^o  may  judge  of  fome  of  the  natural  beau- 
ties  of  a poem,  as  a man  may  of  the  proportions  of  a 
building,  wuhout  having  read  Vitruvius,  or  knowing 
a.ny  thing  of  the  rules  of  architefture  ; but  this,  tho’  it 
may  mmetimes  be  in  the  right,  mull  be  fubjeft  to  many 
midakes,  and  is  certainly  but  a fuperhcial  knowledge: 


■le'tte’rs  to  and 


without  entering  into  the  art,  the  methods,  and  the 
particular  excellencies  of  the  whole  compofure,  in  all 
the  parts  of  it. 

Befides  my  want  of  (kill,  I have  another  reafon  why 
I ought  to  fufpeft  myfelf,  by  reafon  of  the  great  affec- 
tion I have  for  you ; which  might  give  too  much  bias 
to  be  kind  to  every  thing  that  comes  from  you.  But 
after  all,  I mull  fay  (and  I do  it  with  an  cld-fafliioned 
fmcerity)  tha.t  I entirely  approve  of  your  tranflation  of 
tliofe  pieces  of  Homer,  both  as  to  the  verfification  and 
the  true  fenfe  that  fhines  thro’  the  whole  ; Nay  I am 
confirmed  in  my  former  application  to  you,  and  give 
me  leave  to  renew  it  upon  this  occafion,  that  you 
will  proceed  in  tranflating  that  incomparable  Poet, 
to  make  him  fpeak  good  Englifh,  to  drefs  his  admirable 
charafters  in  your  proper,  fignificant,  and  expreffive 
conceptions,  and  to  make  his  works  as  ufeful  and  in- 
ftruftive  to  this  degenerate  age,  as  he  was  to  our  friend 
Horace,  when  he  read  him  at  Prenefte  ; ^i,  quid  fit 
pulchriim,  quid  trirpe,  quid  utile,  quid  non,  etc.  I break 
off  with  that  quid  non?  with  which  1 confefs  I am 
charm’d. 

Upon  the  whole  matter  I entreat  you  to  fend  this  pre- 
fently  to  be  added  to  the  Mifcellanies,  and  I hope  it 
will  come  time  enough  for  that  purpofe. 

I have  nothing  to  fay  of  my  Nephew  B.’s  obferva- 
tions,  for  he  fent  them  to  me  fo  late,  that  I had  not 
time  to  confidbr  them  ; I dare  fay  he  endeavour’d  very 
faithfully  (though,  he  told  me,  very  haftily)  to  execute 
your  commands. 

All  1 can  add  is,  that  if  your  excefs  of  modefty  fhould 
hinder  you  from  publifhing  this  Effay,  I fhall  only  be 
forry  that  I have  no  more  credit  with  you,  to  perfuade 
you  to  oblige  the  publick,  and  very  particularly,  dear 

Sir, 


6 


Your,'  etc. 


FROM  Sir  W.  TRUMBULL.  153 


LETTER  III. 

Sir  Wi LLiAM  Trumbull  to  Mr.  Pope. 

March  6,  1713. 

j THINK  a hafty  fcribble  flimvs  more  what  flows  from 
the  heart,  than  a letter  after  Balzac’s  manner  in 
ftudied  plirales ; therefore  I will  tell  you  as  fall:  as  I 
can,  that  1 have  received  your  favour  of  the  26th  pafl:, 
with  your  kind  preient  of  the  Rape  of  the  Lock.  You 
have  given  me  the  truefl:  fatisfadlion  imaginable,  not 
only  in  making  good  the  juft  opinion  I have  ever  liad 
of  your  reach  of  thought,  'and  my  idea  of  youi*  com- 
prehcnfive  genius  ; bat  likewifc  in  that  pleafure  I take 
as  an  EnglHhman  to  fee  the  French,  even  Boileau  him- 
felf  in  his  Lutrin,  out-done  in  your  poem  ; for  you 
defeend  leviore  plefiro,  to  all  the  nicer  touches,  that 
your  OUT!  obfervation  and  wit  can  furnifti,  on  fuch  a fub- 
jefl  as  requires  the  fineft  ftrokes  and  the  livelieft  ima- 
gination. But  I muft  fay  no  more  (tho’  I could  a great 
deal)  on  what  pleafes  me  fo  much  : and  hencefortJi,  I 
hope,  you  will  never  condemn  me  of  partiality,  fmce 
1 only  f.vim  with  the  ftream,  and  approve  of  what  all 
men  of  good  tafte  (notwithftanding  the  jarring  cf  Par- 
t-es)  muft  and  do  univerfally  applaud.  I now  come 
to  what  is  of  vaft  moment,  I mean  the  prefervaiion  of 
your  health,  and  beg  of  you  carneftly  to  get  out  of  all 
Favern-company,  and  fly  away  tufi^ua/n  ex  t/icenc^io. 
Y/hat  a mifery  is  it  for  you  to  be  deftroyed  by  the 
fc/oliih  kindnefs  (’tis  all  one  whether  real  or  pretended) 
of  thofe  who  are  able  to  bca-  the  pcifon  of  bad  wine, 
and  to  engage  you  in  fo  unequal  a combat  ? As  tj  Ho- 
mer, by  ail  I cun  learn,  your  bufmefs  is  dche  ; there- 
fore come  away  and  taken  little  time  to  trsathe  in  the 
country.  I beg  now  for  my  own  fake,  and  much  more 
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for  yours ; methinks  Mr.  has  faid  to  you  more 

than  once, 

Heu  fugCj  nate  dca^  teque  his,  ait,  eripe  Jiammis  / 

I am  Your,  etc. 


LETTER  IV. 

To  Sir  William  Trumbull. 

March  12,  1715. 

rp  HOUGH  any  thing  you  write  is  fare  to  be  a plea- 
fure  to  me,  yet  I muft  own  your  laft  letter  made 
me  uneafy  : you  really  ufc  a ftyle  of  compliment,  which 
I expefl  as  little  as  I deferve  it,  I know  ’tis  a com- 
mon opinion  that  a young  fcribbler  is  as  ill-pleas’d  to 
hear  truth  as  a young  lady.  From  the  m.m^nt  one'^ 
fets  up  for  an  author,  one  mud  be  treated  as  ceremo- 
nioufly,  that  is,  as  unfaithfully, 

jds  a King^s  Fa<vourite,  or  as  a Khig. 

This  proceeding,  join’d  to  that  natural  vanity,  which 
fir  ft  makes  a man  an  author,  is  certainly  enough  to 
render  him  a coxcomb  for  life.  But  I muft  grant  it  is  a 
juft  judgment  upon  poets,  that  they,  whofe  cliief  pre- 
tence is  Wit,  fhould  be  treated  as  they  themfelves  treat 
Fools,  that  is,  be  cajol’d  with  praifes.  And,T  believe. 
Poets  are  the  only  poor  fellows  in  the  world  whom  any 
body  will  Hatter. 

I v/ould  not  be  thought  to  fay  this,  as  if  the  obliging 
letter  you  fent  me  deferv’d  this  imputation,  only  it  put  ;, 
me  in  mind  of  it ; and  I fancy  one  may  apply  to  one’s 
friend  what  Casfar  faid  of  his  ivife  : “ It  was  not  fuffi- 
cient  that  he  knew  her  to  be  chafte  Inmfelf,  but  ftie 
ftiould  not  be  fo  much  as  fufpcdled.” 
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As  to  the  wonderful  difeoveries,  and  all  tl\e  good, 
news  you  are  pleas’d  to  tell  me  of  myfelf,  I treat  it,  as 
you  who  ^re  in  the  fccret,  treat  common  news,  as 
groundlefs  reports  of  tilings  at  a diftance  j which  I, 
who  look  into  the  true  fprings  of  the  affair,  in  my  own 
break,  know  to  have  no  foundation  at  all.  For  Fame, 
thoagJi  it  be  (as  Milton  finely  calls  it)  the  lajl  infrmity 
of  noble  minds,  is  fcarce  fo  llrong  a temptation  as  to  war- 
rant our  lofs  of  time  here  : it  can  never  make  us  lie 
down  contentedly  on  a death-bed  (as  fome  of  the  An- 
cients are  faid  to  have  done  with  that  thought) . You 
Sir,  have  yourfelf  taught  me,  that  an  eafy  fituation  at 
that  hour  can  proceed  from  no  ambition  lefs  noble 
than  that  of  an  eternal  felicity,  which  is  unattainable 
by  the  ftrongefl  endeavours  of  the  wit,  but  may  be 
gain’d  by  the  fincere  intentions  of  the  heart  only.  As 
in  the  next  world,  fo  in  this,  the  only  folid  bleflings 
are  owing  to  the  goodnefs  of  the  mind,  not  the  extent 
of  the  capacity  : friendfhip  here  is  an  emanation  from 
the  fame  fource  as  beatitude  there : the  fame  benevo- 
lence and  grateful  difpofition  that  qualifies  us  for  the 
one,  if  extended  farther,  makes  us  partakers  of  the 
other.  The  utmoft  point  of  my  defires  in  ray  prefent 
date,  terminates  in  the  fociety  and  good-will  of  worthy 
men,  which  I look  upon  as  no  ill  earnefl  and  foretafie 
of  the  fociety  and  alliance  of  happy  fouls  hereafter. 

I’he  continuance  of  your  favours  to  me  is  what  not 
only  makes  me  happy,  but  caufes  me  to  fet  fome  value 
upon  myfelf  as  a part  of  your  care.  The  inftances  I 
daily  meet  with  of  thefc  agreeable  awakenings  of 
rriendfhip  are  of  too  pleafmg  a nature  not  to  be  ac- 
knowledged whenever  I think  of  you.  I am 

Your,  etc. 


Vou  V. 


I 
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LETTER  V. 

April  10, 

T HAVE  been  almoft  every  day  employ’d  in  following 
your  advice,  and  amufing  myfelf  in  painting,  in 
•which  I am  moft  particularly  obliged  to  Mr.  Jervas, 
who  gives  me  daily  inftrudlions  and  examples.  As  to 
poetical  affairs,  I am  content  at  prefent  to  be  a bare 
looker-on,  and  from  a praftitioner  turn  an  admirer, 
which  is  (as  the  world  goes')  not  very  ufual.  Cato 
was  not  fo  much  the  wonder  of  Rome  in  his  days,  as 
he  is  of  Britain  in  ours  ; and  tho’  all  the  foolifh  indullry 
poflible  has  been  ufed  to  make  it  thought  a party-play, 
yet  what  the  author  once  faid  of  another  may  the  moft 
properly  in  the  world  be  apply ’d  to  him  on  this  occafion : 
En-uy  itfelf  is  dumb)  hi  nuonder  lojl. 

And  Fadiions  Jlrhoe,  nuho  Jhall  applaud  him  mojl. 

The  numerous  and  violent  claps  of  the  Whig -party  ^ 
on  tlie  one  fide  of  the  theatre,  were  echo’d  back  by 
the  Tories  on  the  other  j while  the  author  fweated  be- 
hind the  fceries  with  concern  to  find  their  applaufe  pro- 
ceeding more  from  the  hand  than  the  head.  This  was 
the  cafe  too  of  the  prologue-writer  *,  who  was  clapp’d 
into  a ftaunch  Whig,  at  almoft  every  two  lines.  I believe 
you  have  heard,  that  after  all  the  applaufes  of  the  op- 
pofite  faftion,  my  Lord  Bolingbroke  fent  for  Booth, 
who  play’d  Cato,  into  the  box,  between  one  of  the 
adls,  and  prefented  him  with  fifty  guineas ; in  acknow- 
ledgment (as  he  exprefs’d  it)  for  defending  the  caufe 
of  liberty  fo  well  againft  a Perpetual  Dictator.  The 
Whigs  are  unwilling  to  be  diftanc’d  this  way,  and  there- 
fore defign  a prefent  to  the  fame  Cato  very  fpeedily ; 
in  the  mean  time  they  are  getting  ready  as  good  a fen- 
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tence  as  the  former  on  their  fide  ; fo  betwixt  them,  ’-tis 
probable  that  Cato  (as  Dr.  Garth  exprefs’d  it)  may 
have  foinething  to  live  upon,  after  he  dies.  I am 


Your,  etc. 


'letter  VI. 


From  Sir  William  Trumbull. 

I 

Eajfhavijicad,  Fch.  22,  1714-1^4 
jj  AM  lenfibly  oblig’d,  dear  Sir,  by  your  kind  prefent 
of  the  Temple  of  Fame,  into  which  yoii  are  already 
enter  d,  and  I dare  prophecy  for  once  (tho’  I am  not 
mucli  given  to  it)  that  you  will  continue  there,  with 
thofe, 

ITho,  ever  nevj,  not  fuhjc^  to  decays. 

Spread  atui  grovj  lighter  vsith  the  'length  of  days. 

There  was  nothing  wanting  to  'complete  your  obliging 
remembrance  of  me,  but  your  accompanying  it  with 
your  poem  ; your  long  abfence  being  much  the  fevered 
part  of  the  winter.  I am  truly  forry  that  your  time, 
vhich  you  - can  employ  fo  m'uch  better,  Ihould  be  fpent 
■n  the  drudgery  of  correding  the  printers ; for  as  to 
vhat  you  have  done  yourfclf,  there  v/ill  notiiing  of  that 
lature  be  neceflary.  I wifu  you  could  find  a few  raL 
lutes^  leifure  to  let  me  hear  from  you  fometiraes,  and  to 
mquamt  me  liOw  your  Homer  draws  on  towards  a pub- 
ication,  and  all  tnings  relating  thereunto. 

I intreat  you  to  return  my  humble  fervice  to  Mr, 
ferv-as.  I Hill  flatter  myfelf  that  he  will  take  an  oppor- 
unity  in  a proper  feafon  to  fee  us,  and  review  his  pic- 
ure,  and  then  to  alter  fome  things,  fo  as  to  picafe  him- 
ilf ; which  I know  will  not  be,  till  every  tiling  in  it  is 

I 2 


LETTERS  TO  AND 


{58 

perfefl ; no  more  than  I can  be,  till  you  believe  me  te 
be  with  that  fmcerity  and  cftecm,  that  I am  and  will 
ever  continue,  your  moll  faithful  friend. 


LETTER  VII. 

Dec.  16,  1715. 

j T was  one  of  the  Enigmas  of  Pythagoras,  “ When 
the  winds  rife,  worlhip  the  Echo.”  A modern 
writer  explains  this  to  fignify,  “ When  popular  tumults 
fc  begin,  retire  to  folitudes,  or  fuch  places  where  Echo’s 
“ are  commonly  found,  rocks,  woods,  etc.”  I am  ra- 
ther of  opinion  it  Ihould  be  interpreted,  When  ru- 
mours  increafe,  and  when  there  is  abundance  of 
noife  and  clamour,  believe  the  fecond  report ;”  This 
I think  agrees  more  exadlly  with  the  echo,  and  is  the 
more  natural  application  of  the  fymbol.  However  it 
be,  either  of  thefe  precepts  is  extremely  proper  to  be 
followed  at  this  feafon  ; and  I cannot  but  applaud  your 
ref  lation  of  continuing  in  whar  you  call  your  cave  in 
the  forell,  this  winter ; and  preferring  the  noife  of 
breaking  ice  to  that  of  breaking  flatefmen,  the  rage  of 
fiorms  to  that  of  parties,  the  fury  and  ravage  of  Hoods 
^nd  tempells,  to  the  precipitancy  of  fome,  and  the  ruin 
of  others,  vehich,  I fear,  will  be  our  daily  prafpedls  in 
London. 

I fmcerely  wifh  myfelf  with  you,  to  ccntemplate  the 
W'Onders  of  God  in  the  armament,  rather  than  the 
madncfs  of  man  on  the  earth.  But  I never  had  fo 
much  caufe  as  r.o.v  to  comp’r.in  of  my  poetical  dar, 
that  fiXes,  me,  at  this  tumultuous  time,  to  attend  the 
gingling  of  rhymes  and  the  meafuring  of  fyllables  ; to 
be  almoft  the  only  trifler  in  th.c  nation ; and  as  ridi- 
culous as  the  poet  in  Petroniu.^,  who,  while  all  the 
in  the  Ihip  were  cither  labouring  or  praying  for. 
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life,  was  fcratchin"  his  head  in  a littlti  room,  to  write  a 

O . 

fine  defcription  of  the  tempcft. 

You' tell  me,  vou  like  the  found  of  no  arms  but  thofe 
of  Achilks : for  mv  part,  I like  them  as  little  as  any 
other  arms.  I lifted  myfcif  in  the  battles  of  Homer, 
and  I am  no  fooncr  in  war,  but,  like  moft  other  folks, 

I vH'h  rayfelf  out  again. 

I heartily  join  with  you  in  wifhing  Quiet  to  our  iia- 
tive  country  : Quiet  in  the  State,  which  like  Ckarity 
in  religion,  is  too  much  the  perfeftion  and  liappinefs'  of 
either,  to  be  broken  or  violated  on  any ’pretence  or 
profpefl  whatfoever.  Fire  and  fword,  and  fire  and 
faggot,  are  equally  my  averfion.  I can  pray  for  oppo- 
fite  parties,  and  for  oppofite  religions,  with  great  fin- 
cerity.  I think,  to  be  a lover  of  one’s  country  is  a glo- 
rious elogy,  but  I do  not  think  it  fo  great  a one  as  to 
be  a lover  of  mankind. 

I fometimes  celebrate  you  under  thefe  denominations, 
and  join  your  health  with  that  of  the  whole  world ; a 
truly  catholick  health,  which  far  exxels  the  poor  narrow- 
fpirited,  ridiculous  healths  now  in  fafliion,  to  this 
church,  or  that  church.  Whatever  our  teachers  m.ay 
fay,  they  muft  give  us  leave  at  leaft  to  wilh  generoiifly. 
Thefe,  dear  Sir,  are  m.y  general  difpofitions ; but 
W'henever  I pray  or  wifh  for  particulars,  you  are  one  of 
the  firft  in  tlie  thoughts  and  afFeftions  of 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER  VIIL 
From  Sir  William  Trumbull, 

Ja;i.  19,  1715-16. 

j SHOULD  be  afham’d  of  my  long  idlenefs,  in  not  ac- 
knov/ledging  your  kind  advice  about  Echo,  and 
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your  moftiugenious  explanation  of  it  relating  to  popu- 
lar tumults ; which  I own  to  be  very  uleful ; and  yet 
give  me  leave  to  tell  you,  that  I keep  myfelf  to  a fhorter 
receipt  of  the  fame  Pythagoras,  which  is  Silence ; and 
this  I fhall  obferve,  if  not  the  whole  time  of  his  difci- 
pline,  yet  at  leaft  till  your  return  into  this  qountry.  I 
am  obliged  further  to  this  method,  by  the  mofl;  fevere 
weather  I ever  felt ; when,  tho’  I keep  as  near  by  the 
hre-fide  as  may  be,  yet  gelidus  concrenjit  frigore  fanguis ; 
and  often  I apprehend  the  circulation  of  tlie  blood  be-? 
gins  to  be  Hopp’d.  I have  further  great  Ioffes  (to  a 
poor  farmer)  of  my  poor  oxen. — Inter eunt  fecudes,  Jlant 
(h‘cu7nfnfa  pruinu  corpora  magtia  houm,  etc. 

Pray  comfort  me,  if  you  can,  by  telling  me  that 
your  fecond  volume  of  Homer  is  not  frozen ; for  it  muff 
be  exprefs’d  very  poetically,  to  fay  now  that  the  preffes 
fweat. 

I cannot  forbear  to  add  a piece  of  artifice  I have 
been  guilty  of,  on  occafion  of  my  being  obliged  to 
congratulate  the  birth-day  of  a friend  of  mine  ; when 
finding  I had  no  materials  of  my  own,  I very  frankly 
fent  him  your  imitation  of  Martial’s  epigram  on 
tonius  Pri/nus*.  This  has  been  applauded  fo  much, 
that  I am  in  danger  of  commencing  Poet,  perhaps 
Laureat  (pray  defire  my  good  friend  Mr.  Rowe  to  enter 

* Jam  tiumerat  placido  fel'ix  Antonius  aevo,  etc. 

At  length  my  Friend  (while  Time  with  ftill  career 
W-afts  on  his  gentle  wing  Jiis  eightieth  year) 

Sees  his  palt  days  fafe  out  of  Fortune’s  Jpow’r, 

Nor  dreads  approaching  Fate’s  uncertain  hour ; 

Reviews  his  life,  and  in  the  ftrift  furvey  O 

Finds  not  one  moment  he  could  wifh  away,  > 

Pleas’d  with  the  feries  of  each  happy  day,  J 

Such,  fuel)  a man  extends  his  life’s  fhort  fpace, 

And  from  the  goal  again  renews  the  race  ; 

' ' For  he  lives  twice  who  can  at  once  employ 

Th(j  prefent  well,  and  even  the  pah  enjoy. 
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a c.iveat),  provided  you  will  further  increafe  my  flock  in 
this  bank.  In  which  proceeding  I have  laid  the  found- 
ation of  my  eftate,  and  as  honeftly,  as  many  others 
have  begun  theirs.  But  now  being  a little  fearful,  as 
young  beginners  often  are,  I offer  to  you  (for  I have 
conceal’d  the  true  author),  whether  you  will  give  me 
orders  to  declare  who  is  the  father  of  this  fine  child  or 
not  ? Whatever  you  determine,  my  fingers,  pen  and  ink 
are  fo  frozen,  that  I caimot  thank  you  more  at'large. 
You  will  forgive  this  and  all  other  faults  of,  dear  Sir, 

Your,  etc. 
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From  the  Year  1711  to  1714. 


I,  E T T E R I. 

To  the  Hon.  J.  C.  Efq. 

15,  1711. 

T Send  you  Dennis’s  remarks  on  the  Effay*;  which 
equally  abound  in  juft  criticifms  and  fine  railleries. 
The  few  obfervations  in  my  hand  in  the  marginSj  are 
what  a morning’s  leifure  permitted  me  to  make  purely 
for  your  perufal.  For  I am  of  opinion  that  fuch  a.cri- 
lickj  as  .you  will  find  him  by  the  latter  part  of  his  Book, 
is  but  one  way  to  be  properly  anfwer’d,  and  that  way 
I would  not  take  after  what  he  informs  me  in  his  Pre- 
face, that  he  is  at  this  time  perfecuted  by  fortune. 
This  I knew  not  before ; if  1 had,  his  name  had  been 
fpared  in  the  Eftay,  for  that  only  reafon.  I can’t  con- 
ceive what  ground  he  has  for  fo  excefiive  a refent- 


* On  Criticifin. 
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merit,  nor  irr  agine  how  thefe  three  lines  * can  be 
called  a refleftion  on  his  perfon,  which  only  deferibe 
him  fubjeft  a little  to  anger  on  fo^e  occafions.  I have 
heard  of  combatants  fo  very  furious,  as  to  fall  down 
themfelves  with  that  very  blow  which  they  defign’d 
to  lay  hea^^  on  their,  antagonills. . JBut  if  Mr.  Dennis’s 
rage  proceeds  only  from  a zeal  to  difeourage  young 
and  unexperienced  wiiters  from  fcribling,  he  Ihould 
frighten  us  with  his  verfe,  not  prefe  : ford  have  often 
known,  that,  when  all  the  precepts  in  the  world  would 
not  reclaim  a finner,  fome  very  fad  example  has  done 
the  bufmefs.  Yet,  to  give  , this  man  his  due,  he  has 
objedled  to  one  or  two  lines  with  reafon,  and  I will 
alter  them  in  cafe  of  another  edition ; I will  make  ihy 
enemy  do  me  a kindnefs  where  he  meant  an  injury, 
and  fo  ferve  inllead  of  a friend.  What  he  obferves  at 
the  bottom  of  page  20  of  his  refledlions,  was  objedled 
to  by  yourfelf,  and  had  been  mended  but  for  the  hade 
of  the  prefs  : I confefs  it  what  the  Engiifli  call  a Bull, 
in  the  expreffion,  tho’  the  fenfe  be  itianifeft  enough  : 
Mr.  Dennis’s  Bulls  are  feldom  in  the  cxpreliion,  they 
are  generally  in  the  fenfe. 

I mail  certainly  never  make  the  lead  reply  to  him  j 
not  only  becaufe  3/ou  advife  me,  but  becaufe  I have 
ever  been  of  opinion,  that,  if  a book  can’t  ahfwer  for 
itfelf  to  the  publick,  ’tis  to  no  fort  of  purpofe  -for  its  au- 
tiior  to  do  it.  If  I am  wrong  in  any  fendmeht  of  that 
Eday,  I proted  fnccrely,  I don’t  defire  all  thc  v/cild 
Ihould  be  deceived  (which  would  be  of  very  ill  confe- 
ciuence),  merely  that  I myfelf  may  be  thought  right 
(which  is  of  very  little  confeqaence).  I would  be  the 
fir  ft  to  recant,  for  the  benefit  of  others,  and  the  glory 

• But  Appius  reddens  at  each  word  you  fpealc, 

And  Itrrcs  tremendous  with  a viiteat  ning  eye, 
i-ike  lome  fierce  tyrant  in  old  Uipcfiry, 

I s 
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of  myfelf ; for  (as  I take  it)  when  a man  owns  himfelf 
to  have  been  in  an  error,  he  does  but  tell  you  in  other 
words,  that  he  is  V,iier  than  he  was.  But  I have  had 
an  advantage  by  the  publilhing  that  book,  which  other- 
wife  I fhould  never  have  known ; it  has  been  the  oc- 
cafion  of  making  me  fr:*ends  and  open  abettors,  of 
feveral  gentlemen  of  known  fenfe  and  witj  and  of 
proving  to  me  what  I have  till  now  doubted,  that  my 
writings  are  taken  feme  notice  of  by  the  world,  or  I 
fhould  never  be  attacked  thus  ip  particular.  I have 
read  that  ’twas  a cuftom  among  the  Romans,  while  a 
General  rode  in  triumph,  to  have  the  common  foldiers 
in  the  ftreets  that  railed  at  him  and  reproached  him  ; to 
put  him  in  mind,  that  tho’  his  fervices  were  in  the  main 
approved  and  rewarded,  yet  he  had  faults  enough  to 
keep  him  humble. 

¥ ou  will  fee  by  this,  that  whoever  fets  up  for  a wit  in 
thefe  days  ought  to  have  the  conftancy  of  a primitive 
ChrilHan,  and  be  prepared  to  fuffer  martyrdom  in  the 
ca.ufe  of  it.  But  fure  this  is  the  firfr  time  that  a Wit 
was  attacked  for  his  Religion,  as  you’ll  find  I am  moil 
zealoufiy  in  this,  treatife ; and  you  know.  Sir,  what 
alarms  I have  had  from  the  oppofite  fide  * on  this  ac- 
count. Have  I not  reafon  to  cry  out  with  the  poor 
fellow  in  Virgil, 

^uid  jam  snifero  snihi  deftiqiie  rejiat  ? 

Cui  neque  apud  Danaos  iifquam  locus,  et  fuper  ipfi 
Dardanidae-/y^7j//  poenas  cum  /anguine  pofeunt  ! 

*Tis  however  my  happinefs  that  you.  Sir,  are  im- 


/o-ve  nxas  alike  to  Latian  and  to  Phrygian, 
For  you-  njoell  knonjo,  that  Wit’s  of  no  Religion. 


* See  the  enfuing  Letter. 
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The  manner  in  which  Mr.  D.  takes  to  pieces  feveral 
particular  lines,  detached  from  their  natural  places, 
may  fhew  how  eafy  it  is  to  a caviller  to  give  a new 
fenfe,  or  a new  nonfenfe  to  any  thing.  And  indeed  his 
conilrutRions  are  not  more  wrefted  from  the  genuine 
meaning,  than  theirs  who  objedled  to  the  heterodox 
parts,  as  they  called  them. 

Our  friend  the  Abbe  is  not  of  that  fort,  who  with 
the  utmoil  cajadour  and  freedom  has  modeftly  told  me 
what  others  thought,  and  ihewn  himfelf  one  (as  he  very 
well  exprefies  it)  rather  of  a number  than  a party. 
The  only  difference  between  us,  in  relation  to  the 
Monks,  is  that  he  thinks  moft  forts  of  learning  flou- 
rilhed  among  them,  and  I am  of  opinion,  that  only 
fome  fort  of  learning  was  barely  kept  alive  by  them  : 
he  believes  that  in  the  moll  natural  and  obvious  fenfe, 
that  line  (A  fecond  delugo  learning  over-run)  will  be 
underflood  of  learning  in  general ; and  I fancy  ’twill 
be  underflood  only  (as  ’tis  meant)  of  polite  learning', 
criticifm,  poetry,  etc.  which  is  the  only  learning  con- 
cerned in  the  fubjedl  of  the  Effay.  It  is  true,  that  the 
monks  did  preferve  what  learning  there  was,  about 
Nicholas  the  fifth’s  time ; but  thofe  who  fucceeded  fell 
into  the  depth  of  barbarifm,  or  at  leafl  flood  at  a flay 
while  others  arofe  from  thence,  in  fo  much  that  even 
Erafmus  and  Reuchlin  could  hardly  laugh  them  out  of 
it.  I am  highly  obliged  to  the  Abbe’s  zeal  in  my 
commendation,  and  goodnefs  in  not  concealing  what 
he  thinks  my  error.  And  his  teflifying  fome  efleem 
for  the  book  juft  at  a time  when  his  brethren  rais’d  a 
clamour  againft  it,  is  an  inftance  of  great  generofity 
and  candour,  which  I iliall  ever  acknowledge. 

Your,  etc. 
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L E T T E R II. 

4 

To  the  Same. 

Jum  1 8,  i~ii. 

2 N your  laft  you  informed  me  of  the  miftaken  zeal  of 
fome  people,  who  feem  to  make  it  no  lefs  their  bu- 
fmefs  to’perfuade  men- they  are  erroneous,  than  doctors 
do  that  tney  are  fick  \ only  that  they  may  magnify  thoir 
own  cure,  and  triumph  over  an  imaginary  diftemper. 
1 he  fimile  objefled  to  in  my  Effay, 

(1^ bus  nfjit,  like' faith,  by  each  man  is  apply'' d 
Vo  one  fmall  fedf,  and  all  are  damn'd  bcfde.) 

plainly  concludes  at  this  fecond  line,  where  ftands  a 
full  (top  . and  wnat  follows  ( Meanly  they  feek,  etc.J 
fpeaks  only  of  wit  (which  is  meant  by  that  blefling,  and 
that  fun) for  how  can  the  fun  of  faith  be  faid  to  fublime 
the  fouthern  wits,  and  to  ripen  the  geniufes  of  north- 
ern climates  ? I ' fear,  thefe  gentlemen  ' underhand 
grammar  as  little  as  they  do  criticifm  : and,  perhaps, 
out  of  good  nature  to  the  monks,  are  willing  to  take 
from  them  the  cenfure  of  ignorance,  and  to  have  it  to 
themfelves.  The -word  they  refers  (as  I am  fufe,  I 
meant,  and  as  I thought  every  one  mud:  have  known) 
to  thofo  Cfiticks  there  fpoken  of,  who  are  partial  to 
fome  particular  fet  of  writers,  to  the  prejudice  of  all 
others.  And  the  very  fimile  itfelf,  if  twice  read,  may 
convince  them,  that  the  cenfure  here  of  damning,  lies 
not  on  our  church  at  all,  unlefs  they  call  our  church 
one  fmall  fe^  : and  the  cautious  words  ( by  each  man ) 
manifehly  fhew  it  a general  reflexion  on  all  fuch  Cwho- 
ever  they  are)  who  entertain  thofe  narrow  and  limited 
notions  of  the  mercy  of  the  Almighty  j which  the  re- 
formed miniders  and  prefbyterians  are  as  guilty  pf  as 
av  people  Iking. 
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y et  after  all,  I promife  you.  Sir,  if  the  alteration  of 
a word  or  two  will  gratify  any  man  of  found  faith  tho* 
weak  underftanding,  I will  (though  it  were  from  no 
ocher  principle  than  that  of  common  good-nature) 
comply  with-  it.  And  if  you  pleafe  but  to  particularize 
the  fpot  where  their  obje^fion  lies  (for  it  is  in  a vcsy 
narrow  compafs),  that  ftumbling -block,  tho’  it  be  but 
a little  pebble,  lhall  be  removed  out  of  their  way.  If 
the  heat  of  thefe  good  difputants  -(who,  I am  afraid, 
being  bred  up  to  wrangle  in  the  fchools,  caimot  get 
rid  of  the  humour  all  their  lives)  fliould  proceed  fo 
iar  as  to  perfonal  refleiflions  upon  me,  I afliire  you, 
notwith Handing,  I will  do  or  fay  nothing,  however 
provok’d  (for  fome  people  can  no  more  provoke  than 
oblige),  that  is  unbecoming  the  true  charafter  of  a Ca- 
tholick.  I v.'ill  fet  before  me  the  example  of  that  great 
man,  and  great  faint,  Erafraus ; who  in  the  midft  of 
caiumny  proceeded  with  all  the  calmnefs  of  innocence, 
and  the  unrevenging  fpirit  of  primitive  Chriilianity. 
However,  I would  advife  them  to  fuffer  the  mention 
of  him  to  pafs  unregarded,  left  I Ihould  be  forced  to 
do  that  for  his  reputation  which  I would  never  do  - for 
my  own;  I mean  to  vindicate  fo  great  a light  of  our 
church  from  the  malice  of  paft  times,  and  the  ignorance 
cf  the  prefent,  in  a language-which  may  extend  farther 
than  that  in  which  the  trifte  about  criticifm  is  vvritten. 

I wifti  thefe  gentlemen  would  be  contented  witlj  finding 
fault  with  me  only,  who  will  fubmit  to  them  right  or 
wrong,  as  far  as  I only  am  concerned ; I have  a greater 
regard  to  the  quiet  of  mankind  than  to  difturb  it  for 
things  cf  fo  little  confequence  as  my  credit  , and  my 
fenfe.  A little  humility  can  do  a poet  no  hurt,  and  a 
li.tle  charity  would  dp  a prieft  none  : for,  as  St.  Auftin 

finely  fays,  Uhi  charitas^  ihi  humilitas ; uhi  humilitasy 
Hi  />{;x.  * 

1 


Your,  etc. 
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LETTER  III. 

To  the  Same. 

>^19,1711. 

rp  H E concern  which  you  more  than  feem  to  be 
afFefted  with  for  my  reputation,  by  the  feveral 
accounts  you  have  fo  obligingly  given  o£  what  reports 
and  cenfures  the  holy  Vandals  have  thought  fit  to  pafs 
upon  me,  makes  me  delirous  of  telling  fo  good  a friend 
my  whole  thoughts  of  tliis  matter ; and  of  fetting  before 
you,,  in  a clear  light,  the  true  date  of  it. 

I have  ever  believed  the  bed  piece  of  fervice  one 
could  do  to  our  religion,  was  openly  to  exprefs  our 
detedation  and  fcorn  of  all  thofe  mean  artifices  and  ptae 
fraudesy  which  it  dands  fo  little  in  need  of,  and  which 
have  laid  it  under  fo  great  a fcandal  among  its  enemies. 

Nothing  has  been  fo  much  a fcarecrow  to  them,  as 
that  too  peremptory  and  uncharitable  aflertion  of  an 
utter  impoflibility  of  falvation  to  all  but  ourfelves  : in- 
vincible ignorance  excepted,  which  indeed  fome  people 
define  under  fo- great  limitations,  and  with  fuch  exclu- 
fions,  that  it  feems  as  if  that  word  were  rather  in- 
vented as  a falvo,  or  expedient,  not  to  be  thought  too 
bold  with  the  thunderbolts  of  God  (which  are  hurleT 
about  fo  freely  on  almod  all  mankind  by  the  hands  of 
ecclefiadicks) , than  as  a real  exception  to  almod  univerfal. 
damnation.  For  befides  the  fmall  number  of  the  truly 
faithful  in  our  Church,  we  mud  again  fubdivide ; the 
Janfenid  is  damned  by  the  Jefuit,  the  Jefuit  by  die 
Janfenid,  the  Scotid  by  the  Thomid,  and  fo  forth. 

There  may  be  Errors,  1 grant,  but  T can’t  think 
them  of  fuch  confequence  as  to  dedroy  utterly  the 
charity  of  mankind ; the  very  greated  bond  in  which 
W6  are  engaged  by  God  to  one  anotlier  . therefore,  I 
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own  to  you,  I was  glad  of  any  opportunity  to  exprefs 
mv  diflike  of  fo  fhobking  a fcntiment  as  thofe  of  the 
religion  I profefs  are  commonly  charged  with ; and  I 
hoped,  a flight  infmuation,  introduced  fo  eafily  by  a 
cafual  fimiUtude  only,  could  never  have  given  olFence  ; 
bat  on  the  contrary  muft  needs  have  done  good ; in  a 
nation  and  time,  wherein  we  are  the  fmaller-  party,- 
and  confequently  moil  mii'reprefented,  and  moil  in  need 
of  vindication. 

For  the  fltme  reafon,  I took  occaflon  to  mention  the 

fuperllition  of  fome  ages  after  the  fubveriion  of  the 

Roman  Empire,  which  is  too  manifeft  a truth  to  be 

denied,  and  does  in  no  fort  reflcdl  upon  the  prefent 

profeflbrs  of  our  faith,  who  are  free  from  it.  Our 

filence  in  thefe  points  may,  with  fome  reafon,  make 
* 

our  adverfaries  think  we  allow'  and  perflfl  ia  thofe  bigot- 
ries ; which  yet  in  reality  all  good  and  fenfible  men 
defpife,  tho’  they,  are  perfuaded  not  to  ipeak  againil 
ihent.  I can’t  tell  why,  flnce  now  ’tis  no  way  the  in- 
tcrefl;  even  of  the  word  of  our  prieftliood  (as  it  might 
have  been  then)  to  have  them  fmothered  in  flience  : 
For,  as  the  oppofite  fedls  are  now  prevailmg,  ’tis  too 
i.ite  to  hinder  our  church  from  being  flander’d ; ’tis 
our  bufinefs  now  to  vindicate  ourfelves  from  being 
thought  abettors  of  what  they  charge  us  with.  This 
:an’t  fo  well  be  brought  about  with  ierious  faces ; we 
•mufl:  laugh  v/ith  them  at  what  deferves  it,  or  be  con- 
tent to  be  laughed  at,  with  fuch  as  defervc  it. 

As  to  particulars : you  cannot  but  have  obferved, 
that  at  fir(l  the  whole  objedion  againft  the  fimile  of  Wit 
and  Faith  lay  to  the  word  Tliey  : when  that  was  be- 
yond contradiction  removed  (the  very  grammar  ferving 
to  confute  them),  then  the  objection  was  againfl:  the 
fimile  itfelf;  or  if  that  fimilc  will  not  be  objeCled  to 
(roufe  and  common  reafon  being  indeed  a little  flub- 


170 


LETTERS  TO  AND 

born,  and  not  apt  to  give  way  to  every  body),  next 
the  mention  of  Superftition  muft  become  a crime ; as 
if  Religion  and  flie  were  fifters,  or  that  it  were  fcandal 
upon  the  family  of  Clirift,  to  fay  a word  againft  the 
devil’s  baftard.  Afterwards,  more  mifchief  is  difco- 
ver’d  in  a place  that  feemed  innocent  at  fird,  the  two 
lines  about  Schifynaticks.  An  ordinary  man  would 
imagine  the  author  plainly  declai-ed  againft  thofe  fchif^ 
maticks,  for  quitting  the  true  faith  out  of  a contempt  of 
the  underftanding  of  fome  few  of  its  believers : but 
thefe  believers  are  called  dull,  and  becaufe  I fay  that 
thofe  fchifmaticks  think  fome  believers  dull,  therefore 
thefe  charitable  interpreters  of  my  meaning  will  have 
it  that  I tldnk  all  believers  dull.  I was  lately  tellins: 

• O 

Mr.  * * thefe  objections  ; who  affured  me  I had  faid 
nothing  which  a Catholick  need 'to  difown;  and  I have 
caufe  to  know  that  gentleman’s  fault  (if  he  has  any) 
is  not  want  of  zeal : He  put  a notion  into  my  head, 
which,  I confefs,  I can’t  but  acquiefce  in ; that  when 
a fet  of  people  are  piqued  at  any  truili  which  they 
think  to  their  own  difadvantage,  their  method  of  re- 
venge on  the  truth-fpeaker  is  to  attack  his  reputation 
a by-way,  and  not  openly  to  objeCl  to  the  place  they 
are  really  galled  by  : what  thefe  therefore  (in  his  opi- 
nion) are  in  earneft  angry  at,  is,  that  Erafmus,  whom 
their  tribe  opprefled  and  perfecuted,  fnould  be  vindi- 
cated after  an  age  of  obloquy  by  one  of  their  own 
people,  willing  to  utter  an  honeft  truth  in  behalf  of 
the  dead,  whom  no  man  fure  will  flatter,  and  to  whom 
few  will  do  juftice.  Others,  you  know',  were  as  angry 
that  I mentioned  Mr.  Wallh  wdth  honour;  who  as  he 
never  refufed  to  any  one  of  merit  of  any  party  the 
praife  due  to  him,  fo  honeftly  deferved  it  from  aR 
others,  tho’  of  ever  fo  different  interefts  or  fentiments. 
May  I be  ever  guilty  of  this  fort  of  liberty,  and  lati- 
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tude  of  principle  1 which  gives  us  the  hardinefs  of 
fpeaking  well  of  thofe  whom  envy  opprelTes  even  after 
death.  As  1 would  always  fpeak  well  of  my  living 
friends  when  they  are  abient>  nay  becaufe  they  are 
abfent,  fo  would  I much  more  of  the  dead,  in  that 
eternal  abfence ; and  the  rather  becaufe  I expedl  no 
thanks  for  it. 

Thus,  Sir,  you  fee  I do  in  my  confcience  perfifl;  in 
what  I have  written ; yet  in  my  friendfhip  I will  re- 
cant and  alter  whatever  you  pleafe,  in  cafe  of  a fecond 
edition  (which  I think  the  book  will  not  fo  foon  arrive 
at,  for  Tonfon’s  printer  told  me  he  drew  off  a thoufand 
copies  in  tlais  firft  imprelTion,  and,  I fancy,  a treatife 
of  this  nature,  which  not  one  gentleman  in  threefcore 
even  of  a liberal  education  can  underhand,  can  hardly 
exceed  the  vent  of  that  number).  You  fhall  find  me  a 
true  Trojaa  in  my  faith  and  friendfhip,  in  both  which  I 
will  perfevere  to  die  end. 

Y our,  etc. 


LETTER  IV. 

To  my  Lord  La  ns  down. 

BinfeU,  yan.  lO,  1 71 2. 

j THANK  you  for  having  given  my  poem  of  Windfor 
Forefl  its  greateft  ornament,  that  of  bearing  your 
name  in  the  front  of  it.  ’Tis  one  thing  when  a perfon 
of  true  merit  permits  us  to  have  the  honour  of  draw- 
ing him  as  like  as  we  can ; and  another,  when  we 
make  a fine  thing  at  random,  and  perfuade  the  next 
vain  creature  w^e  can  find  that  ’tis  his  own  likenefs ; 
which  is  the  cafe  every  day  of  my  fellow-fcriblers. 
Yet,  my  Lord,  this  honour  has  given  me  no  more 
pride  than  your  honours  h.avc  given  you  ; but  it  affords 
me  a great  deal  of  pleafure,  which  is  much  better  than 
a great  deal  of  pride;  and  it  indeed  would  give  me 


i;2  LETTERS  TO  AND 

fome  pain,  if  I was  not  fure  of  one  advantage ; that 
whereas  others  are  oiFcndeJ.  if  they  have  not  more 
tlian  juftice  done  them,  you  would  be  difpleafed  if  you 
had  fo  much  : therefore  I may  fafely  do  you  as  much 
injury  in  my  word,  as  you  do  yourfelf  in  your  own 
thoughts.  I am  fo  vain  as  to  think  I have  Ihewn  you 
a favour,  in  fparing  your  modefty,  and  you  cannot 
but  make  me  fome  return  for  prejudicing  the  truth  to 
gratify  you  : This  I beg  may  be  the  free  corre£lion  of 
thefe  verfes,  which  will  have  few  beauties,  but  what 
may  be  made  by  your  blots.  I am  in  the  circum- 
ftance  of  an  ordinary  painter  drawing  Sir  Godfrey 
Kneller,  who  by  a few  touches  of  his  own  could  make 
tihe  piece  very  valuable.  I might  then  hope,  that 
many  years  hence  the  world  might  read,  in  conjundlion 
with  your  name,  that  of 

Your  Lordlhip’s,  etc. 


L E T T E R-  V. 

The  Hon.  J.  C.  to  Mr.  Pope. 

• ' Mzy  23,  1712. 

TAM  very  glad  for  the  fake  of  the  widow,  and  for  - 
the  credit  of  the  deceafed,  that  Betterton’s *  * re-  .. 
mains  are  fallen  into  fuch  hands  as  may  render  them  ^ 
reputable  to  the  one,  and  beneficial  to  the  other.  Be- 
fides  the  publick  acquaintance  I long  had  with  that  poor 
man,  I alfo  had  a flender  knowledge  of  his  parts  and 
capacity  by  private  converfation,  and  ever  thought  it 
pity  he  was  neceffitated  by  the  ftraitnefs  of  his  fortune, 

* A Tranflation  of  fome  part  of  Chaucer’s  Canterbury  Tales, 
the  Prologues,  etc.  printed  in  a Mifceilany  with  forae  works  of 
Mr.  Pope,  in  2 vol.  I2«,  by  B.  Lintot. 
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0 ail  (and  efpecially  to  his  latcft  hours)  an  imaginary 
.nd  fiilidous  part,  who  was  capable  of  exhibiting  a 
eal  one,  with  credit  to  liimfelf,  and  advantage  to  his 
leighbour. 

I hope  your  health  permitted  you  to  execute  your 
Idign  of  giving  us  an  imitation  of  Pollio ; I am  fatif- 
y’d  ’uvill  be  doubly  divine,  and  I lhall  long  to  fee  it. 
ever  thought  church-muhck  the  moft  ravilhing  of  all 
.armonious  compofitions,  and  mull  allb  believe  facred 
abjeils,  well  handled,  the  moft  inlpiring  of  all  poetry. 

But  where  hangs  the  Lock  now?  (tho’  I knovv,  that 
ather  than  draw  any  juft  reHeilion  upon  yourfelf  of 
le  lea  ft  (hadow  of  ill-nature,  you  would  freely  have 
ipprefs’d  one  of  the  beft  of  poems.)  I hear  no  more 
f it — will  it  come  out  in  Lintot’s  Mifcellany  or  not  ? 
wrote  to  Lord  Petre  upon  the  fubjecl  of  the  Lock, 
>me  time  fince,  but  have  as  yet  had  no  anfwer,  nor 
ideed  do  I know  when  he’ll  be  in  London.  I have, 
nee  1 faw  you,  correlponded  with  Mrs.  W.  I hope 
:ie  is  now  with  her  Aunt,  and  that  her  journey  thither 
as  fomething  facilitated  by  my  writing  to  that  lady  as  - 
reffingly  as  poflible,  not  to  let  any  thing  whatfoever 
'iftrudl  it.  I fent  her  obliging  anfwer  to  the  party  it 
oft  concern’d  j and  when  I hear  Mrs.  W.  is  certainly 
•ere,  I will  write  again  to  my  Lady  to  urge  as  much 
poflible  the  effefting  the  only  thing  that  in  my  opi- 
on  can  make  her  niece  ealy.  I have  run  out  my  ex- 
nt  of  paper,  and  am 


Your,  etc  a. 
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LETTER  VI. 

The  AnEver. 

May  28,  171Z. 

J T is  not  only  the  dilpofition  I always  have  of  con-^ 
verhng  with  you,  that  makes  me  fo  Ipeedily  anfwer 
your  obliging  letter,  but  the  apprehenfion  left  your 
charitable  intent  of  writing  to  my  Lady  A.  on  Mrs. 
W.’s  affair  fhould  be  fruftrated,  by  the  fhort  ftay  fhe 
makes  there.  She  went  thither  on  the  25  th  with  that 
mixture  of  expedlation  and  anxiety,  with  which  people 
ufually  go  into  unknown  or  half-difcover’d  countries, 
utterly  ignorant  of  the  difpofitions  of  the  inhabitantSr 
and  the  treatment  they  are  tc  meet  with.  The* unfor- 
tunate of  all  people  are  the  moft  unlit  to  be  left  alone  f 
yet,  we  fee,  the  world  generally  takes  care  they  ftiall 
be  fo : whereas,  if  we  took  a confiderate  profpedl  o^^ 
the  world,  the  bulinels  and  ftudy  of  the  happy  and  eafy 
lliould  be  to  divert  and  humour,  as  well  as  comfort 
and  pity,  the  diftreffed.  I cannot  therefore  excufe 
fome  near  Allies  of  mine  for  their  conduft  of  late 
towards  this  Lady,  which  has  given  me  a great  deal 
of  anger  as  well  as  forrpw : all  I lhall  fay  to  you  of 
them  at  prefent  is,  that  they  have  not  bejen  my  Rela- 
tions thefe  two  months.  The  confent  of  opinions  in 
our  minds,  is  certainly  a nearer  tye  than  can  be  con-  ; 
trafted  by  all  the  blood  in  our  bodies  ; and  I am  proud 
of  finding  I have  fomething  congenial  with  you.  Will 
you  permit  me  to  confefs  to  you,  that  all  the  favours- 
and  kind  offices  you  have  fhewn  towards  me,  have 
not  fo  ftrongly  cemented  me  yours,  as  the  difcovefy 
of  that  generous  and  manly  compaflion  you  maniffefted 
in  the  cafe  of  this  unhappy  Lady?  I am  afraid  to 
infmuate  to  you  how  much  I eftcem  you : Flatteretfr 
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have  taken  up  the  ftyle  which  was  once  peculiar  to 
friends,  and  an  honed  man  has  now  no  way  left  to 
oxprefs  hirafelf  befides  the  common  one  of  knaves  : 
lo  that  true  friends  now-a-days  differ  in  their  addreis 
from  flatterers,  much  as  right  madiffs  do  from  fpa- 
niels,  and  diow  themfelves  by  a dumb  furly  fort  of 
ddelity,  rather  than  by  a complaifant  and  open  kindnefs. 
— Will  you  never  leave  commending  my  poetry?  In 
fair  tiuth,  Sii , I like  it  but  too  well  myfelf  already  i 
expofe  me  no  more,  I beg  you,  to  the  great  danger  of 
vanity  (the  rock  of  all  men,  but  mod  of  young  men), 
and  be  kindly  content  for  the  future,  when  you  would 
pleafe  me  thoroughly,  to  fay  only  you  like  what  I 
write. 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER  VII. 

Dec.  5,  1712. 

,^0^  have  at  length  complied  with  the  requed  I 
have  often  made  you,  for  you  have  fhown  me, 
I mud  confefs,  feveral  of  my  faults  in  the  fight  of 
rhofe  letters.  Upon  a review  of  them,  1 fnd  many 
things  that  would  give  me  fhame,  if  I were  not  more 
ciefirous  to  be  thought  honed  than  prudent;  fo  many 
things  freely  thrown  out,  fuch  lengths  of  unreferved 
frienddiip,  thoughts  jud  warm  from  the  brain  witliout 
any  polidiing  or  drefs,  the  very  didiabille  of  the  un- 
derdanding.  You  have  proved  yourfelf,  more  tender 
of^aiother’s  embryos  than  the  fonded  mothers  are  of 
their  own,  for  you  have  preferved  every  thing  that  I 
mifcarried  .of.  Since  I know  this,  I diall  in  one 
xeipeft  be  more  afraid  of  writing  to  you  than  ever,  at 
tins  carelefs  rate,  becaufe  I fee  my  evil  works  may 
again  nfe  in  judgment  againd  me;  yet  in  another 
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refpeft  I fhall  be  lefs  afraid,  fince  this  has  given  me 
fuch  a proof  of  the  extreme  indulgence  you  afford  to 
my  flighteft  thoughts.  The  revifal  of  thefe  letters 
has  been  a kind  of  examination  of  confcience  to  me } 
fo  fairly  and  faithfully  have  I fet  down  in  them  from 
time  to  time  the  true  and  undifguifed  ftate  of  my  mind. 
But  I find>  that  thefe,  which  were  intended  as  fketches 
of  my  friendlhip,  give  as  imperfedl  images  of  it,  as 
the  little  landfcapes  we  commonly  fee  in  black  and 
white  do  of  a beautiful  country ; they  can  reprefent 
but  a very  fmall  part  of  it,  and  that  deprived  of  the 
life  and  luftre  of  nature.  I perceive  that  the  more  I 
endeavour’d  to  render  manifeft  the  real  alfedHon  and 
value  I ever  had  for  you,  I did  but  injure  it  by  repre- 
fenting  lefs  and  lefs  of  it : as  glalfes  which  are  delign’d 
to  make  an  objeft  very  clear,  generally  contrail  it. 
Yet  as  when  people  have  a full  idea  of  a thing  firft  upon 
their  own  knowledge,  the  lead:  traces  of  it  ferve  to 
refrelh  the  remembrance,  and  are  not  dlfpleafing  on 
that  fcore ; fo  I hope,  the  foreknowledge  you  had  of 
my  efteem  for  you,  is  the  reafon  that  you  do  not  diilike 
my  letters. 

They  will  not  be  of  any  great  fervice  (I  find)  in  the 
defign  I mentioned  to  you : I believe  I had  better  deal 
from  a richer  man,  and  plunder  your  letters  (which  I 
have  kept  as  carefully  as  I would  Letters  Patents,  fince  , 
they  entitle  me  to  what  I more  value  than  titles  of  ho- 
nour). You  liave  fome  caufe  to  apprehend  this  ufage 
from  me,  if  what  fome  fay  be  true,  that  I am  a great 
borrower;  however  I have  hitherto  had  the  luck  that  v 
none  of  my  creditors  have  challenged  me  for  it : and 
thofe  who  (ay  it  arc  fuch,  whofe  writings  no  man  ever 
borrow’d  from,  fo  have  the  lead  reafon  to  complain ; 
and  whofe  works  are  granted  on  all  hands  to  be  but 
too  much  their  own.  Anotlier  has  been  pleas’d  to  de-  ^ 
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dare,  that  my  verfes  are  correded  by  other  men  : I 
verily  believe  theirs  were  never  corredcd  by  any  man  ; 
but  indeed  if  mine  have  not,  ’twas  not  my  fault;  I 
have  endeavour’d  my  utmolf  that  they  fliould.  But 
thefe  things  are  only  whifper’d,  and  I will  not  en- 
croach upon  Bays  s pro\dnce  and  pe7i-^njohifpers ^ lb  haften 
to  conclude 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER  VIII. 

f 

From  my  Lord  Lansdown. 

0<i7.  21,  1715* 

j A M pleas’d  beyond  meafure  with  your  defign  of 
tranflating  Homer.  The  trials  which  you  have  al- 
•eady  made  and  publilhed  on  fome  parts  of  that  author 
lave  ihewn  that  you  are  equal  to  fo  great  a talk ; and 
/ou  may  therefore  depend  upon  the  utmoftjfervices  I 
an  do  you  in  promoting  this  work,  or  any  thing  that 
nay  be  for  your  fervice. 

I hope  Mr.  Stafford,  for  whom  you  was  pleafed  to 
oncern  yourfelf,  has  had  the  good  effedds  of  the 
Queen’s  grace  to  him.  I had  notice  the  night  before 
^ began  my  journey,  that  her  Majefty  had  not  only 

ireded  his  pardon,  but  order’d  a writ  for  reVerfing 
is  outlawry. 
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Your,  etc. 
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letter  IX. 

To  General  Anthony  Ha  milt-on 
Upon  his  having  tranflated  into  French  Verfe  the  EJJay  on  Cntiajtr., 

0<f?.  10,  1713. 

T F I could  as  well  exprefs,  or  (if  you  will  allow  me  to 

fay  it)  txanflate'  the  fentiments  of  my  heart  as  you 
have  done  thofe  of  my  head,  in  your  excellent  verfion 
of  my  Eflay ; I fhould  not  only  appear  the  be  ft  writer 
in  the  world,  but,  what  I much  more  defire  to  be 
thought,  the  moft  your  fervant  of  any  man  living. 
’Tis  an  advantage  very  rarely  known,  to  receive  at 
once  .a  great  honour  and  a great  improvement.  This, 
Sir,  you  have  afforded  me,  having  at  the  fame  time 
made  others  take  my  fenfe,  and  taught  one  to  under- 
ftand  my  own;  if  I may  call  that  my  own  which  is 
indeed  more  properly  yours.  -Your  verfes  are  no  more 
a tranflation  cf  mine,  than  Virgil’s  are  of  Homer’s  ; 
but  are,  like  his,  the  jufteft  imitation,  and  the  nobleft 

Commentary. 

In  putting  me  into  a French  drefs,  you  have  not 
only  adorned  my  outfxde,  but  mended  my  fhape ; and, 
if  I am  now  a good  figure,  I muft  confider  you  have 
naturaliz’d  me  into  a country  Avhich  is  famous  for 
making  every  man  a fine  gentleman.  It  is  by  your 
means,  that  (contrary  to  moft  young  travellers)  I am 
come  back  much  better  than  I went  out. 

I cannot  but  wifli  we  had  a bill  of  commerce  for 
tranflation  eftablifhed  the  next  parliament;  we  could 
not  fail  of  being  gainers  by  that,  nor  of  making  our- 
felves  amends  for  any  thing  we  have  loft  by  the  war. 

* Author  of  the  Memoirs  of  the  Count  dc  Grammoutj  Conta'y 
and  other  pieces  of  note  in  French. 
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Niiy,  tho’  we  fhould  infift  upon  tlie  demolifhing  of 
Boilcau’s  works,  the  French,  as  long  as  they  have  wri- 
ters of  your  form,  might  have  as  good  an  equivalent. 

Upon  the  whole,  I am  really  as  proud,  as  our  minif- 
tcrs  ought  to  be,  of  the  terms  I have  gain’d  from 
abroad;  and  I defign,  like  them,  to  publifh  fpeedily 
to  the  world  the  benefits  accruing  from  them ; for  I 
cannot  refill  the  temptation  of  printing  your  admirablte 
tranflation  here  ; to  which  if  you  will  be  lo  obliging 
to  give  me  leave  to  prefix  your  name,  it  will  be  the  only 
addition  ycu  can  make  to  the  honour  already  done  me. 

lam 

Your,  etc. 


» This  was  never  done,  for  the  two  printed  French  verfions  are 
neither  of  this  hand.  The  one  was  done  by  Monfieur  Roboton 
private  fecrctary  to  King  George  the  firil,  printed  in  quarto  at  Am  ’ 
iterdam,  ^d  at  London  1717.  The  other  by  the  Abbe  Refnel,  in 
ottavo,  with  a large  preface  and  not^s,  at  Paris,  1730. 
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Mr.  STEELE,  Mr.  ADDISON, 
Mr.  CONGREVE,  etc. 

From  the  Year  1712  to  lyrS* 


LETTER  I. 

Mr.  Steele  to  Mr.  Pope. 

' June  I,  1712. 

I AM  at  a folitude,  an  hpufe  between  Hampftead  and 
London,  wherein  Sir  Charles  Sedley  died.  This 
circumftance  fet  me  a thinking  and  ruminating  upon  the 
employments  in  which  men  of  wit  exercife  themfelves. 
It  was  faid  of  Sir  Charles,  who  breath’d  his  laft  in  this 
room, 

Sedley  has  that  pre-vailing  gentle  arty  ■% 

Which  can  nvith  a rejijilefs  charm  impart  > 

The  loojeji  'voijhes  to  the  chajieji  heart ; J 

Rai/e  fuch  a conjliSiy  kindle  fuch  a fire 

Between  declining  Virtue  and  Defire y 

T^ill  the  poor  asanquijh’ d Maid  dijfolves  a‘way 

In  dreams  all  nighty  in  fighs  and  tears  all  day. 


LETTERS,  etc. 


i3t 

7’liis  was  a happy  talent  to  a man  of  the  town  ; but,  I 
dare  fay,  without  preluming  to  make  uncharitable  con- 
jectures on  the  author’s  prefent  condition,  he  would 
rather  have  had  it  faid  of  him  that  he  had  pray’d, 

thou  my  <voice  infpire, 

If'ho  touch'' d I/aiah's  hallonjo'd  lips  ■'with  fre! 

1 have  turn’d  to  every  verfe  and  chapter,  and  tliink 
you  have  preferv’d  the  fublime  heavenly  fpirit  through- 
out the  whole,  elpecialiy  ut  —Hark  a glad  voice— tnd 
•--The  lamb  ^with  evolves  Jh all  graze. — There  is  but  one 
line  which  I think  is  below  the  original. 

He  vjtpes  the  tears  for  e-ver  from  our  eyes. 

You  have  exprefs’d  it  with  a good  and  pious,  but  not 
fo  exalted  and  poetical  a fpirit  as  the  prophet,  The  Lord 
God  nxdll  nvipe^  anway  tears  from  of  all  faces.  If  you 
agree  with  me  in  this,  alter  it  by  way  of  paraphrafe  or 
otherwife,  that  when  it  comes  into  a volume  it  may  be 

amended.  Your  poem  is  already  better  than  the  Pollio. 
I am 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER  IL 

The  Anfwer. 

1712. 

you  have  obliged  me  with  a very  kind  letter,  by 

the  town  to  the  country,  and  enjoy  that  mix’d  date 
M t 7 r"  i".  are  qualified  fo 
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t-he  mofl;  part  grow  ufelefs  by  too  much  reft,  and  in 
the  latter  are  deftroy’d  by  too  much  precipitation  ; as 
waters  lying  Hill,  putrify,  and  are  good  for  nothing, 
and  running  violently  on  do  but  the  more  mifchief  in 
tiieir  pafiage  to  others,  and  are  fwallow’d  up  and  loft 
the  fooner  themfelves..  Thofe  indeed  who  can  be  ufe- 
fal  to  all  ftites,  Ihould  be  like  gentle  ftreams,  that  not 
only  glide  thro’  lonely  valleys  and  forefts,  amidft  the 
Bocks  and  the  ihepherds,  but  vifit  populous  towns  in 
their  courfe,  and  are  at  once  of  ornament  and  fertnce  ■ 
to  them.  But  there  are  another  fort  of  people  who 
feem  defign’d  for  folitude,  fuch,  I mean,  as  have  more 
to  hide  than  to  ftiow..  As  for  my  own  part,  I am  one 
of  thofe  whom  Seneca  fays,  T am  umbratiles  funt,  ut 
futent  hi  iurhido  ep,  quicquid  in  luce  ejl.  Some  men, 
like  feme  piftures,  are  fitter  for  a corner  than  a full 
li?ht ; and,  I believe,  fuch  as  have  a natural  bent  to 
folitude  (to  carry  on  the  former  fimilitude)  are  like  n a-  \ 
ters,  which  may  be  forced  into  fountains,  and  exalted  : 
into  a great  height,  m^y  make  a noble  figure  and  a 
louder  noife,  but  after  all  they  would  run  more  fmooth- 
iv,  quietly,  and  plentifully,  in  their  own  natural  courfe 
vq)on  the' ground*.  The  eonfideration  of  this  would 
make  me  very  .well  contented  with  the  poiTeflion ' only 
of  that  Quiet  which  Cowley  calls  the  companion  of 
Obfeurity.  But  whoever' has  the  Mufes  too  foi  his 
companions,  can  never  be  idle  enough  to  be  uncafy. 
d'hus.  Sir,  you  fee,  I would  flatter  myfelf  into  a good 
opinion  of  mymwn  way  of  living.  Plutarch  juft  now 
told  me,  that  ’tis.  in  human  life,  as  in  a game  at  tables, 
whore  a man  may  wilh  for  the  higheft  caft]  but,  if  his. 


'4  The  Voice  «ng  flmll'tudcs  our  'AutMiSr  had  out  into’  verfe  fome 

years'  before,  wid'  inlcrted  into  Mr.  Wycherley’s  potm  - on  Mtxd 
Wc  flnd  them  in  d>®vcrfjficaCio,ii.yay  (fiftmd  from  tlw  reft 
of  tbit  poem.  See  liis  pbfthumoos  works,  odlavo,  page  3 and  4. 
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chance  be  otherwife,  be  js  e’en  to  play  it  as  well  as  he 
can,  and  to  make  the  bed  of  it.  I am 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER  III. 

To  Mr.  Steele^ 

July  15,  1712; 

formerly  obferv’d  to  me,  that  nothing  made 
a more  lidiculous  figure  in  a man’s  life,  than  the 
difparity  we  often  find  in  him  fick  and  well : Thus  one 
of  an  unfortunate  conftitution  is  perpetually  exhibiting 
a miferablc  example  of  the  weaknefs  of  his  mind,  and 
of  his  body,  in  their  turns.  I have  had  frequent  oppor- 
tunities of  late  to  confider  myfelf  in  tliefe  different  views, 
and,  I hope,  have  receiv’d  fome  advantage  by  it,  if 
what  Waller  fays  be  true,  that 

foul’s  dark  cottage,  batter’d  and  decay’ d'. 

Lets  in  new  light  thro’  chinks  that  time  has  made.- 

Then  furely  ficknefs,  contributing  no  lefs  than  old  age 
to  the  lhaking  down  this  fcalfolding  of  the  body,  may 
difeover  the  inward  ffrudliire  more  phdniy.  Sicknefs 
is  a fort  of  early  old  age  : it  teaches  us  a diffidence  in 
our  earthly  ftate,  and  infpires  us' with  the  tkoughts 
of  a future,  better  than  a thoufand  volumes  of  phi- 
lofophers  and  divines.  It  gives  fo  warning  a concuf- 
fion  to  thofe  props  ot ' our  vanity,  our  ftrength  and 
youth,  that  we  think  of  fortifying  ourfelves  wdthin, 
when  there  is  fo  little  dependence  upon  our  outworks. 
Youth,  at  the  very  bell,  is  but  a betrayer  of  human  life 
in  a gentler  and  fmoother  manner  than  age  : ’tis  like 
a llrcani  that  nouriflics  a plant  upon  a bank,  and  caufc'j 
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it  to  flourifli  and  blofTom  to  tlie  fight,  but  at  the  fame 
time  is  undermining  it  at  the  root  in  fecret.  My 
youth  has  dealt  more  fairly  and  openly  with  me,  it  has 
afforded  feveral  profpeils  of  my  danger,  and  given  me 
an  advantage  not  very  common  to  young  men,  that 
the  attraftions  of  the  world  have  not  dazzled  me  very 
much ; and  I begin,  v/here  mofl  people  end,  with  a 
full  convidion  of  the  emptinefs  of  all  forts  of  ambition, 
and  the  unfatisfaftory  nature  of  aU  human  pleafures. 
When  a fmart  fit  of  ficknefs  tells  me  this  fcurvy  te- 
nement of  . my  body  will  fall  in  a little  time,  I am 
e’en  as  unconccrn’d  as  was  that  honefl  Hibernian,  who 
being  in  bed  in  the  great  ftorm  fome  years  ago,  and 
told  the  houfe  would  tumble  over  his  head,  made  an- 
fwer.  What  care  I for  the  houfe  ? I am  only  a lodger. 
I fancy  ’tis  the  bell  time  to  die  when  one  is  in  the 
bed:  humour ; and  fo  exceffively  weak  as  I now  am,  I 
may  fay  with  confcience,  that  I am  not  at  all  un- 
eafy  at  the  thought,  that  many  men,  whom  I never  had 
any  efleem  for,  are  likely  to  enjoy  this  world  after  me. 
When  I reflefl  what  an  inconfiderable  little  atom 
every  fingle  man  is,  with  refpeft  to  the  whole  crea- 
tion, methinks,  ’tis  a fhame  to  be  concern’d  at  the 
removal  of  fuch  a trivial  animal  as  I am.  The  morn- 
ing after  my  exit,  the  fun  will  rife  as  bright  as  ever, 
the  flowers  fmell  as  fweet,  the  plants  fpring  as  green, 
the  world  will  proceed  in  its  own  courfe,  people  will 
laugh  as  heartily,  and  marry  as  faff,  as  they  were 
us’d  to  do.  The  memory  of  man  (as  it  is  elegantly 
exprefs’d  in  the  Book  of  Wifdom)  pafleth  away  a?  the 
remembrance  of  a gueft  that  tarrieth  but  one  day. 
*I'here  are  reafons  enough,  in  the  fourth  chapter  of 
the  fame  book,  to  make  any  young  man  contented 
\tith  the  profpeft  of' death.  For  honourable  age 
is  not  that  which  ftandetl.i  in  length  of  time,  or 
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“ is  meafur’d  by  number  of  years.  But  vvifdom  is  the 
**  grey  hair  to  men,  and  an  unfpotted  life  is  old  age. 
“ He  was  taken  away  fpeedily,.  left:  wickednefs  Ihould 
“ alter  his  underftanding,  or  deceit  beguile  his  foul,’ 
ecc.  I am 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER  IV. 

To  Mr.  Steele. 

iVoo/.  1712. 

j w A s the  other  day  in  company  with  five  or  fix  men 
of  fome  learning ; where  chancing  to  mention  the 
famous  verfes  which  the  Emperor  Adrian  (poke  on  his 
death-bed,  they  were  all  agreed  that  ’twas  a piece  of 
gaiety  unworthy  of  that  prince  in  thofe  circumftances. 
I could  not  but  differ  from  this  opinion  : methinks  it 
was  by  no  means  a gay,  but  a very  ferious  foliloquy 
to  his  foul  at  the  point  of  his  departure ; in  which  fenfe 
I naturally  took  the  verfes  at  my  firft  reading  them, 
when  I was  very  young,  and  before  I knew  what  m- 
terpretation  the  world  generally  put  upon  them. 

Animula  <vagula,  blandula, 

Hofpes  comefq^ue  corporis^ 
nunc  abibis  in  loca  ? 

Fallidula,  rigida,  ntiduluy 
Nec  ( ut  foies ) dab  is  joca  ! 

“ Alas,  my  foul ! tliou  pleafing  companion  of  this 
“ body,  thou  fleeting  thing  that  aft  now  deferting  it ! 
whither  art  thou  flying  ? to  what  unknown  fcene  ? 
all  trembling,  fearful,  and  penfive  ! what  now  is 
“ become  of  thy  former  wit  and  humour  ? thou  fhallj, 
jeft  and  be  gay  no  more.” 

K4 
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I confefs  I cannot  apprehend  where  lies  the  trifling 
in  all  this : ’tis  the  naoft  natural  and  obvious  reflection 
imaginable  to  a dying  man;  and  if  we  confider  the 
Emperor  was  a heathen,  that  doubt  concerning  the 
futtire'  ftate  of  his  foul  will  feern  fo  far  from  being  the 
effect  of -want  of  thought',  that  ’twas  fcarce  reafohab’e 
he  thould  think  otherwife ; not  to  mention  that  here  is 
a plain  confeflio!i  Included  of  his  belief  in  its  immor- 
tality. The  diminutive  epithets  of  ^agtda,  hlanduluf 
and  the  reft,  appear  not  to  me  as  expreffions  of  levity, 
but  rather  of  endearment  and  concern ; fuch  as  we  find 
in' Catullus,  and  the  authors  of  Hendcca-fyllabi  after 
him,  where  they  are  ufed  to  exprefs  the  utmoft  love 
and  tendernefs  for  their  miftreffes. — If  you  think  me 
right  in  my  notion  of  the  laft  words  of  Adrian,  be 
pleas’d  to  infert  it  in  the  Spectator  : if  not,  to  fupprefi 
it.  1 am,  etc. 

A D R I A N I morientis  ad  ANIM  AM, 

TRANSLATED. 

Ah  fleeting  Spirit ! wand’ring  fire. 

That  long  haft  warm’d  my  tender  breaft, 

Muft  thou  no  more  this  frame  infpire  ? 

No  more  a pleafmg  cheaifful  gueft  ? 

Whither,  ah  whither  art  thou  flying  ? 

To  what  dark,  undifeover’d  fhore.? 

Thou  feem’ft  all  trembling,  fhiv’ring,  dying, 

- And  Wit  and  Humour  are  no  more  I 
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L E T T E R V.-  :l-i  . 

Mr.  Steele  to  Mh  PcIpe. 

Nc^.  1,2,  1 71^* 

j HAVE  read  over  your  Temple  of  P’.ame  twice,  and 
cannot  find  any  tiling  amifs,  of  weight  enough  to 
call  a fault,  but  fee  in  it  a thoufaud  thoufand  beauties. 
Mr.  Addifon  lhall  fee  it  to-morrow  : after  bis  perufal 
of  it,  I will  let  you  know  his  thoughts.  I define  you 
would  let  me  know  whether  you  are  at  Icifureor  not? 

I have  a defign  v hich  I fiiall  open  a month-  or  tv/o. 
hence,  with  the  alliihauce  of  the  few  like  j-ourfelf.  j f 
your  thoughts  are  unen^ged,.  I fitall  e^c plain  mj  felf 
further.  I am- 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER  VI. 


The  Anfwer.. 


Nc^.  16,  1712.- 

■ Y 0 u oblige  me  by  the  indulgence  you  have  fiiewrr 
to  the  poem  I fent  you,  but  will  oblige  me  much 
' more  by  the  kind  feverity  I hope  for  from  you.  No 
errors  are  fo  trivial,  but  they  deferre  to  be  mended., 
i But  fmee  you  fay  you  fee  nothing  that  may  be  call'd  a 
fault,  can  you  but  think  it  fo,  that  I have  confiri’d  the 
attendance  of  Guardian  fpirits  * to  Heaven’s  favourites 
only?  I could  point  you  to  feveral,  but  ’tis  my  bufi- 
nefs  to  be  inform’d  of  thofe  faults  I do  not  know ; and 
as  for  thofe  Ido,  not  to  talk  of  them,  but  to  corr3(5l 
them,  ou  fpeak  of  that  poem  in  a ftyle  I neither 


* This  Is  not  now  to  be  found  in  the  Tcr^le  of  Fanie,  wbidi 
the  Poem  here  fpoken  of.  * j i 


was. 
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merit,  nor  expe£l;  but,  I affure  you,  if  you  freely 
mark  or  dafh  out,  I flaall  look  upon  your  blots  to  be  its 
greateft  beauties;  I mean>  if  Mr.  Addifon  and  yourfelf 
Ihould  like  it  in  the  whole ; othervvife  the  trouble  of 
corredlion  is  what  I would  not  take,  for  I was  really 
fo  diffident  of  it  as  to  let  it  lie  by  me  thefe  two  years*, 
juft  as  you  now  fee  it.  I am  afraid  of  nothing  fo  much 
as  to  impofe  any  thing  on  tiie  world  which  is  unworthy 
of  its  acceptance. 

As  to  the  laft  period  of  your  letter,  I ftiall  be  very 
ready  and  glad  to  contribute  to  any  defign  that  tends 
to  the  advantage  of  mankind,  which,  I am  fure,  all 
yours  do.  I wifti  I had  but  as  much  capacity  as  lei- 
fure,  for  I am  perfeftly  idle  : (a  ftgn  I have  not  much 
capacity.) 

If  you  will  entertain  the  beft  opinion  of  me,  be 
pleas’d  to  think  me  your  friend.  Allure  Mr.  Addifon 
of  my  moft  faithful  fervice,  of  every  one’s  efteem 
muft  be  alTur’d  already.  I am 

Your,  etc. 


letter  VII. 

To  Mr.  Steele. 

No^.  29,  1712. 

A M forry  you  publilhed  that  notion  about  Adrian  s 
verfes  as  mine : had  I imagined  you  would  ufe  my 
name,  I Ihould  have  exprefs’d  my  fentiments  with  more 
modefty  and  diffidence.  I only  fent  it  to  have  yom 
opinion,  and  not  to  publilh  my  o->vn,  which  I diftrufted 
But  I think  the  fuppofition  you  draw  from  the  notioi 
of  Adrian’s  being  addifted  to  magick,  is  a little  uncha 

* Hence  it  appears  this  Poem  was  writ  when  the  Author  wa 
twenty-two  years  old.  * 
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ritable  (‘*  that  he  might  fear  no  fort  of  deity,  good 
or  bad”),  fince  in  the  third  verfe  he  plainly  teftifies  his 
apprehenhon  of  a future  fiate,  by  being  folicitous  whi- 
ther his  foal  was  going.  As  to  what  you  mention  of 
his  ufing  gay  and  ludicrous  expreflions,  I have  own’d 
my  opinion  to  be,  that  the  expreflions  are  not  fo,  but 
that  diminutives  are  as  often,  in  the  Lp.tin  tongue, 
ufed  as  marks  of  tendernefs  and  concern. 

Anima  is  no  more  than  my  foul,  animula  has  the 
force  of  my  dear  foul.  To  fay  njirgo  bella  is  not  half 
fo  endearing  as  njtrguncula  hellida',  and  had  Auguftus 
I only  call’d  Horace  lepidum  ho7ninem3  it  had  amounted 
to  no  more  than  that  he  thought  him  a pleafant  fellow  : 
’twas  the  homunciolum  that  exprefs’d  the  love  and  teh- 
dernefs  that  great  Emperor  had  for  him.  And  per- 
haps I flioixld  myfelf  be  much  better  pleas’d,  if  I were 
told  you  call’d  me  your  little  friend,  than  if  you  com- 
plimented  me  \Vith  the  title  of  a great  genius,  or  an 
; eminent  hand,  as  Jacob  does  all  his  authors.  I am 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER  VIII. 

From  Mr.  Steele. 

Dec.  4,  1712. 

• 'p  H I s is  to  deflre  of  you  that  you  would  pleafe  to 
make  an  ode  as  of  a chearful  dying  fpirit,  that  is 
to  fay,  the  Emperor  AdriatVs  Animula  njagula  put  into 
! two  or  three  ftanzas  for  mufick.  If  you  comply  with 
; this,  and  fend  me  word  fo,  you  will  very  particularly 
. oblige  . - 

Your,  etc. 
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LETTER  IX. 

J D o not  fend  you  word  I will  do,  but  have  already- 
done  the  thing  you  defired  of  me.  You  have  it  (as 
Cowley  calls  it)  juft  warm  from  the  brain.  It  came 
to  me  the  fir  ft  moment  I waked  this  morning  : Yet, 
y-ou’ll  fee,  it  was  not  fo  abfolutely  infpiration,  but 
that  I had  in  my  head  not  only  the  verfes  of  Adrian,, 
but  tlie  fine  fragment  of  Sappho,  etc. 

The  dying  Chriftian  to  his  SOU  L. 

OD  E. 

I. 

Vital  fpark  of  heav’nly  flame  1 
Quit,  oh  quit  this  mortal  frame  : 

Trembling,  hoping,  ling’ring,  flying. 

Oh  the  pain,  the  blifs  of  dying  ! 

Ceafe,  fond  Nature,,  ceafe  thy  ftrife,. 

And  let  me  languifti  into  life.. 

II. 

Hark  !'  they  whifper ; Angels  fay,. 

Sifter  Spirit,  come  away  ! 

What  is  this  abforbs  me  quite. 

Steals  my  fenfes,  Ihuts  my  fight. 

Drowns  my  fpirits,  draws  my  breath  ?■ 

Tell  me,  my  Soul,,  can  this  be  Death  ? 

III. 

_ The  world  recedes ; it  difappears  1 
^ Heay’n  opens  on  my  eyes  1 my  ears 
With  founds  feraphick  ring  : ' 

Lend,  lend  your  wings  1 I mount ! I fly  I 
O Grave  1 where  is  thy  vidory  ? 

O Death  I where  is  thy  fting  ? 

1 
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LETTER  X. 

To  Mr.  Addisok. 

July  20,.  1713.,  .1 

j A M more  joy’d  at  your  Return  than  I fliou’d  be  at 
that  of  the  fun,  fo  much  as  I wilh  for  him  this 
melancholy  wet  feafon  ; but  ’tis  his  fate  too,  like  yours, 
to  be  difpleafing  to  Owls  and  obfcene  animals,  who 
cannot  bear  his  luftre..  What  put  me  in  mind  of  thefe 
night-birds  was  John  Dennis,  whom,  I think,  you  are 
bed  revenged  upon,  as  the  Sun  was  in  the  fable  upon 
thefe  bats  and  beaftly  birds  above  mentioned,  only  by 
pining  on.  I am  fo  far  from  efteeming  it  any  misfor- 
tune, that  I congratulate  you  upon  having  your  lhare 
in  that,  which  all  the  great  men  and  all  the  good  men 
that  ever  lived  have  had  their  part  of.  Envy  and  Ca- 
lumny. To  be  uncenfured  and  to  be  obfcure,.  is  the 
fame  thing.  You  may  conclude  from  what  I here  fay, 
that  ’twas  never  in  my  thoughts  to  have  offered  you 
my  pen  in  any  direft  reply  to  fuch  a Critick,  but  only 
in  fome  little  raillery ; not  in  defence  of  you,,  but  in 
contempt  of  him  But  indeed  your  opinion,  that 
his  entirely  to  be  negleded,  would  have  been  my  own 
had  it  been  my  own  cafe  : but  I felt  more  warmth  here 
than  I did  when  firlf  I faw  his  book  againlf  myfelf 
(tho’  indeed  in  two  minutes  it  made  me  heartily  merry) . 
He  has  written  again  ft  every  thing  the  world  has  ap- 
prov’d thele  many  years.  I apprehend  but  one  danger 
from  Dennis  s dihilung  our  fenfe,  that  it  may  make  us 
think  fo  very  well  of  it,  as  to  become  proud  and  con- 
ceited, upon  his  difapprobation. 

* Th:s  relates  to  the  paper  occaGpned  by  Dennis’s  Remarks  upon 
cal]  d Dr.  Norris’s  Narrathe  of  tht  Frenzy  of  John  Dcnnh. 
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I muft  not  here  omit  to  do  juftice  to  Mr.  Gay,  whofe 
zeal  in  your  concern  .is  worthy  a friend  and  honourer 
of  yqii.  He  writ  to  me  in  the  moft  prdfmg  terms  about 
it,  though  with  that  juft  contempt  of  the  Critick  that 
he  deferves.  I think  in  thefe  days  one  honeft  man  is 
obliged  to  acquaint  another  who  are  his  friends ; when 
fo  many  mifchievous  infcifts  are  daily  at  work  to  make 
people  of  merit  fufpicious  of  each  other;  that  they 
may  have  the  fatisfa£lion  of  feeing  them  look’d  upon 
no  better  than  themfelves.  I am 

Your,  etc.. 


LETTER  XI. 

Mr.  Addison  to  Mr.  Pope. 

Ob.  26,  1713. 

T w A s extremely  glad  to  receive  a letter  from  you> 
but  more  fo  upon  reading  the  contents  of  it.  The 
Work  * you  mention,  will,  I dare  fay,  very  fufficiently 
recommend  itfelf  when  your  name  appears  with  the 
Propofals : And  if  you  think  I can  any  way  contribute 
to  the  forwarding  of  them,  you  cannot  lay  a greater 
obligation  upon  me,  than  by  employing  me  in  fuch  an 
office.  As  I have  an  ambition  of  having  it  known  that 
you  are  my  friend,  I lhall  be  very  proud  of  Ihewing  it 
by  this,  or  any  other  inftance.  I queftion  not  but  your 
Tranflation  will  enrich  our  Tongue,  and  do  honour  to 
our  Country  ; for  I conclude  of  it  already  from  thofe 
performances  with  wliich  you  have  oblig’d  the  publick. 
I would  only  have  you  confider  how  it  may  moll  turn 
to  your  advantage.  Excufe  my  impertinence  in  this 
particular,  which  proceeds  from  my  zeal  for  your  eafe 
and  happinefs.  The  work  would  coft  you  a great  deal 

# The  Tranflation  of  the  Iliad. 
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of  time,  and,  unlefs  you  undertake  it,  will,  I am 
afraid,  never  be  executed  by  any  other;  at  lead:  I 
know  none  of  this  age  that  is  equal  to  it  befide  your- 
felf. 

I am  at  prefent  wholly  immerfed  in  country  bufmefs, 
and  begin  to  take  delight  in  it.  I wilh  I might  hope 
to  fee  you  here  fome  time,  and  will  not  defpair  of  it 
when  you  engage  in  a work  that  will  require  folitude 
and  retirement.  I am 

Your,  etc^  >► 


LETTER  XII. 

Mr.  Addison  to  Mr.  Pop  e. 

AW.  2,  1713. 

j HAVE  receiv’d  your  letter,  and  am  glad  to  find  that 
you  have  laid  fo  good  a fcheme  for  your  great  un- 
dertaking. I queftion  not  but  the  Profe  * will  require 
as  much  care  as  the  Poetry,  but  the  variety  will  give 
yourfelf  fome  relief,  and  morepleafure  to  yout  readers. 

You  gave  me  leave  once  to  take  the  liberty  of  a 
friend,  in  advifing  you  not  to  content  yourfelf  with  one 
half  of  the  Nation  for  your  admirers  when  you  might 
command  them  all.  If  I might  take  the  freedom  to  re- 
peat it,  I would  on  this  occafion.  I think  you  are  very 
happy  that  you  are  out  of  the  fray,  and  I hope  all  your 
undertakings  will  turn  to  the  better  account  for  it. 

You  fee  how  I prefume  on  your  friendlhip  in  taking 
all  this  freedorn  with  you;  But  I already  fancy,  that 
we  have  lived  many  years  together  in  an  unreferved 
converfation,  and  that  we  may  do  fo  many  more,  is 
the  fincere  wifli  of  Your,  etc. 

* The  Notes  to  his  Tranflation  of  Homer. 
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LETTER  XIII. 

To  Mr.  Addis.on. 

YOUR  laft  is  the  more  obliging,  as  it  hints  at  fome 
little  niceties  in  my  conduft,  which  your  candour 
and  afFeftion  prompts  you  to  recommend  to  me,  and 
which  (fo  trivial  as  things  of  this  nature  feem)  are  yet 
of  no  flight  confequence,  to  people  whom  every  body 
talks  of,  and  every  body  as  he  pleafes.  ’Tis  a fort  of 
tax  that  attends  an  eftate  in  Parnaffus,  which  is  often 
rated  much  higher  than  in  proportion  to  the  fmall  pof- 
feflion  an  author  holds.  For  indeed  an  author,  who  is 
once  come  upon  the  town,  is  enjoy’d  without  being 
thanked  for  the  pleafure,  and  fometimes  ill-treated  by 
tbofe  very  perfons  who  firfl;  debauched  him.  Yet, 
to  tell  you  the  bottom  of  my  heart,  1 am  no  way  dif- 
pleafed  that  I have  offended  the  violent  of  all  parties 
already ; and  at  the  fame  time  I affure  you  cenfcien- 
tioufly,  I feel  not  the  leafl  malevolence  or  refentment 
againfl  any  of  thofe  who  mifreprefent  me,  or  are  diffa- 
tisfied  with  me.  This  frame  of  mind  is  fo  eafy,  that  I 
am  perfectly  content  with  my  condition. 

As  I hope,  and  would  flatter  myfelf,  that  you  know 
me  and  my  thoughts  fo  entirely  as  never  to  be  miftaken 
in  either,  fo  ’tis  a pleafure  to  me  that  you  guefs’d  fo 
right  in  regard  to  the  author  of  that  Guardian  you 
mentioned.  But  I am  forry  to  find  it  has  taken  air, 
that  I have  fome  hand  in  thofe  papers,  becaufe  I writ 
fo  very  few  as  neith.er  to  deferve  the  credit  of  fuch  a 
report  with  fome  people,  nor  the  difrepute  of  it  with, 
others.  An  honeft  Jacobite  fpoke  to  me  the  fenfe  or 
nohfenfe  of  the  weak  part  of  his  party  very  fairly,  tliat 
the  good  people  took  it  ill  of  me,  that  I writ  with 
Steele,  tho’  upon  never  fo  indifferent  fubjcds.  This, 
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I knou’,  you  will  laugh  at  as  well  as  I do ; yet  I doubt 
not  but  many  little  calumniators  and  perfons  of  four 
difpolitions  will  take  occafion  hence  to  befpatter  me* 
I confefs  I fcorn  narrow  fouls  of  all  parties,  and  if  I 
renounce  my  reafon  in  religious  matters.  I’ll  hardly  do 
it  in  any  other. 

I can’t  imagine  whence  it  comes  to'pafs,  that  the 
few  Guardians  I have  written  are  fo  generally  known 
for  mine  : that  in  particular  which  you  mention  I never 
lifcovered  to  any  man  but  the  publifher,  till  very 
ately  : yet  almoft  every  body  told  me  of  it. 

As  to  his  taking  a more  politick  turn,  I cannot  any 
vay  enter  into  that  fecret,  nor  have  I been  let  into  it 
iny  more  than  into  the  reft  of  his  politicks.  Tho’  ’tis 
aid,  he  will  take  into  thefe  papers  alfo  feveral  fubjedls 
Df  the  politer  kind,  as  before  : But,  I allure  you,  as  to 
iiyfelf,  I have  quite  done  with  them  for  the  future, 
rh'e  little  I have  done,  and  the  great  refpeft  I bear 
Vlr.^  Steele  as  a man  of  wit,  has  render’d  me  a fulpedled 
^ig  to  fome  of  the  violent ; but  (as  old  Dryden  faid 
)efore  me)  tis  not  the  violent  I defign  to  pleafe. 

I generally  employ  the  mornings  in  painting  with 
vir.  Jervas  *,  and  the  evenings  in  the  converfation  of 
ach  as  1 think  can  moft  improve  my  mind,  of  what- 
ver  denoniination  they  are.  I ever  muft  fet  the  higheft 
alue  upon  men  of  truly  great,  that  is,  hbneft  princi- 
les,  with  equal  capacities.  The  beft  way  I know  of 
vercoming  calumny  and  mifconUruaion,  is  by  a vigor- 
us  perfeverance  in  every  thing  we  know  to  be  right, 
nd  a total  negleft  of  all  that  can  enfue  from  it.  ’Tis 
artly  from  this  maxim  that  I depend  upon  your  friend- 
lip,  becaufel  believe  it  would  do  juftice  to  my  intention 
I every  thing;  and  give  me  leave  to  teU  you,  that  (as 
1C  world  goes)  this  is  no  fmall  aifurance  I repofe  in 
^ Your,  etc.. 

* Sec  the  F.pi.^Ie  to  him  in  verfe,  writ  about  this  time.. 
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LETTER  XIV. 

To  Mr.  Addison. 

Dec.  14,  1713. 

j HAVE  been  lying  in.wait  for  my  own  imagination, 
this  week  and  more,  and  watching  what  thoughts 
came  up  in  the  whirl  of  the  fancy,  that  were  worth 
communicating  to  you  in  a letter.  But  I am  at  length 
convinced  that  my  rambling  head  can  produce  nothing 
of  that  fort ; fo  I muft  e’en  be  contented  with  telling 
you  the  old  ftory,  that  I love  you  heartily.  1 have 
often  found  by  experience,  that  nature  and  truth,  tho’ 
never  fo  low  or  vulgar,  are  yet  pleafmg  when  openly  and 
artlefsly  reprefented  ; it  would  be  diverting  to  me  to- 
read  the  very  letters  of  an  infant,  could  it  write  its  in- 
nocent inconfiftencies  and  tautologies  juft  as  it  thought 
them.  This  makes  me  hope  a letter  from  me  will  not 
be  unwelcome  to  you,  when  I am  confcious  I write  with 
more  unrefervednefs  than  ever  man  wrote,  or  perhaps 
talk’d  to  another.  I truft  your  good  nature  with  the 
whole  range  of  my  follies,  and  really  love  you  fo  well, 
that  I would  rather  you  fhould  pardon  me  than  efteem 
me ; lince  one  is  an  aft  of  goodnefs  and  benevolence, 
the  other  a kind  of  conftrained  deference. 

You  can’t  wonder  my  thoughts  are  fcarce  confiftent, 
when  I tell  you  how  they  are  diftrafted.  Every  hour 
of  my  life  my  mind  is  ftrangely  divided ; this  minute 
perhaps  I am  above  the  ftars,  with  a thoufand  fjr  ftems 
round  about  me,  looking  forward  into  a vaft  abyfs,  and 
lofing  my  whole  comprehenfion  in  the  boundlefs  fpace 
of  Creation,  in  dialogues  with  Whifton  and  the  Aftro- 
nomers ; the  next  moment  I am  below  all  trifles  grove- 
ling with  T*  in  the  very  centre  of  nonfenfe  : Now'  I am 
recreated  with  the  brilk  fallies  and  quick  turns  of  wit. 
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.'Rich  Mr.  Steele,  in  his  livelieft  and  freell  humours, 
arts  about  him ; and  now  levelling  my  application  to 
le  inhgnificant  obfervations  and  quirks  of  Grammar 
f C*  and  D*. 

Good  God  ! what  an  incongruous  animal  is  man  ! 
ow  unfettled  in  his  bell  part,  his  foul;  and  how 
hanging  and  variable  in  his  frame  of  body  ? the  con- 
. ancy  of  the  one  Ihook  by  every  notion,  the  tempera- 
ment of  the  other  affefled  by  every  blall  of  wind  ! 
/hat  is  he  altogether  but  one  mighty  inconfiflency ; 
cknels  and  pain  is  the  lot  of  one  half  of  him,  doubt  and 
ar  the  portion  of  the  other  ! What  a bullle  we  make 
)out  pairing  our  time,  when  all  our  fpace  is  but  a 
Dint  ? what  aims  and  ambitions  are  crowded  into  this 
;tle  inftant  of  our  life,  which  (as  Shakefpear  finely 
crds  it)  is  rounded  with  a deep  ? Our  whole  extent 

being  is  no  more,  in  the  eye  of  him  who  gave  it, 
an  a fcarce  perceptible  moment  of  duration.  Thofe 
imals,  whofe  circle  of  living  is  limited  to  three  or 
:ur  hours,  as  the  naturalills  tell  us,  are  yet  as  long- 
'-ed,  and  poflefs  as  wide  a fcene  of  aftion  as  man^ 
we  confider  him  with  a view  to  all  Space,  and  all 
:ermty.  Who  knows  what  plots,  what  atchievements 
iiite  may  perform  in  his  kingdom  of  a grain  of  dull> 

; tWn  his  life  of  fome  minutes ; and  of  how  much  lefs. 
nlideration  than  even  this,  is  the  life  of  man  in  the 
ht  of  God,  who  is  from  ever,  and  for  ever  ? 

Who  that  thinks  in  this  train,  but  mull  fee  the  world, 
-d  its  contemptible  grandeurs,  lelTen  before  him  at 
ery  thought  ? ’Tis  enough  to  make  one  remain  llu- 
y’d  in  a poize  of  inadlion,  void  of  all  defxres,'of  aU 
figns,  of  all  friendlhips. 

But  we  mull  return  (thro’  our  very  condition  of  be- 
0 to  our  narrow  felves,  and  thofe  things  that  alFedl 
•fclvcs  : our  pafiions,  our  interells  flow  in  upon  us,. 
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and  unphilofdphize  us  into  mere  mortals.  For  my  partr 
I never  return  fo  much  into  myfclf,  as  when  I think  of 
you,  whofe  friendfliip  is  one  of  the  beft  comforts  1 hayc 
for  the  infignificancy  of  rayfelf.  Iain 

Your  etc.  ; 


LETTER  XV. 

To  Mr.  A D D I s o n,. 

Jan.  30,  lyiS-H'r- 
'Y'OUR  letter  found,  me  very  bufy  in  my  grand  ua’ 
dertaking,  to  which  I mufl  wholly  give  up  myfelf 
for  fome  time,  anlefs  when  I Amtch  an  hour  to  pleafe 
myfelf  with  a diftant  converfation  with  you  and  a few 
others,  by  writing.  ’Tis  no  comfortable  profpcdl  tc 
be  refledling,  that  fo  long  a fiege  as  that  of  Troy  liei 
upon  my  hands,  and  the  campaign  above  half  overj 
before  I have  made,  any  progrefs.  Indeed  the  Greek 
fortification,  upon  a nearer  approach,  does  not  appear 
fo  formidable  as  it  did,  and  I am  almoft  apt  to  fiattei 
myfelf,  that  Homer  fecretly  feems  inclined  to  a corre- 
\ fpondence  with  me,  in  letting  me  into  a good  part  oi 
his  intentions.  There  are  indeed  a fort  of  underling 
auxiliars  to  the  difficulty  of  a work,  called  Commen- 
tators and  Cridcks,  who  would  frighten  many  people  bj 
their  number  and  bulk,  and  perplex  our  progrefs  undei 
pretence  of  fortifying  their  author.  Thefe  lie  verj 
low  in  the  trenches  and  ditches  they  themfelves  hav< 
digged,  encompalfed  with  dirt  of  their  own  heaping  up: 
-but,  I tjiink,  there  may  be  found  a method  of  coming 
at . the  main  works  by  a more  fpeedy  and  gallant  wi^ 
than  by  mining  under  ground,  that  is,  by  ufmg  th< 
poetical  engines,  wings,  and  flying  over  tlieir  heads- 
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While  I am  engaged  in  the  fight,  I find  you  are  con- 
rned  how  I fhall  be  paid,  and  are  felicitous  that  I 
ay  net  have  the  ill  fate  of  many  difearded  Generals, 
be  firlt  envied  and  malign’d,  then  perhaps  prais’d, 
id  lalHy  negletfled.  The  former  (the  confiant  attend- 
it  upon  all  great  and  laudable  enterprizes)  I have 
ready  experienced.  ' Some  have  faid  I am  not  a ma- 
.*r  in  the  Greek,  who  either  are  fo  themfelves,  or  are 
)t : If  they  are  not,  they  can’t  tell ; and  if  they  are, 
ey  can’t  without  having  catecliiz’d  me.  But  if  they 
n read  (for  I know  fome  Criticks  can,  and  others 
nnot) , there  are  fairly  lying  before  them  fome  fpeci- 
ens  of  my  tranfiation  from  this  Author  in  the  Mif- 
Ilanies,  which  they  are  heartily  welcome  to.  I have 
et  with  as  much  malignity  another  way,  fome  call- 
g me  a Tory,  becaufe  the  heads  of  tliat  party  have 
en  diilinguilhingly  favourable  to  me ; fome  a Whig, 
caufe  I have  been  favoured  with  yours,  Mr.  Con- 
eve’s, and  Mr.  Craggs’s  friend/hip,  and  of  late  with 
f Lord  Hallifax’s  patronage.  How  much  more  natu- 
! a conclufion  might  be  formed,  by  any  good-natured 
in,  that  a perfon  who  has  been  well  ufed  by  all  fides, 
s been  olFenfive  to  none.  This  miferable  age  is  fo 
ik  between  animofities  of  Party  and  thofe  of  Reli- 
m,  that  I begin  to  fear,  moft  men  have  Politicks 
ough  to  make  (thro’  violence)  the  bell  fcheme  of 
vernment  a bad  one ; and  Belief  enough  to  hinder 
ir  own  falvation.  I hope  for  my  own  part  never 
have  more  of  either  than  is  confiftent  with  com- 
m Juflice  and  Charity,  and  always  as  much  as  be- 
mes  a Chnftian  and  honeft  man.  Tho’  find  it  an 
fortunate  thing  to  be  bred  a Papift  here,  where  one 
obnoxious  to  four  parts  in  five  as  being  fo  too  much 
too  little ; I lliall  yet  be  eafy  under  both  their  mif- 
:es,  and  be  what  1 more  than  feem  to  be;  for  'Ifuffer 
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for  it.  God  is  my  witnefs  that  I no  more  envy  you 
Proteftants  your  places  and  poffeflions,  than  1 do  our 
Priefts  their  charity  or  learning.  I am  ambitious  of 
nothing  but  the  good  opinion  of  good  men,  on  both 
fides ; for  I know  that  one  virtue  of  a free  fpirit  is 
worth  more  than  all  the  virtues  put  together  of  all  the 
narrow-foul’d  people  in  the  world.  I am  your,  etc. 

LETTER  XVI. 

To  Mr.  Addison. 

OSl.  lo,  1714. 

j HAVE  been  acquainted  by  one  of  my  friends*,  who 
omits  no  opportunities  of  gratifying  me,  that  you 
have  lately  been  pleas’d  to  fpeak  of  me  in  a manner 
which  nothing  but  the  real  refpeft  I have  for  you  can 
deferve.  May  I hope  that  fome  late  malevolencies  have 
loft  their  effeft  ? Indeed  it  is  neither  for  me  nor  my 
enemies,  to  pretend  to  tell  you  whether  I am  your 
friend  or  not ; but  if  you  would  judge  by  probabilities, 
I beg  to  know  which  of  your  poetical  acquahitancc  has 
fo  little  intereft  in  pretending  to  be  fo  ? Methinks  no 
man  Ihould  queftion  the  real  friendfliip  of  one  who 
defires  no  real  fervice.  I am  only  to  get  as  much 
from  the  Whigs  as  I got  from  the  Tories,  that  is  to  fay^ 
Civility ; being  neither  fo  proud  as  to  be  infenfiblc  oJ 
any  good  office,  nor  fo  humble,  as  not  to  dare  heartilj 
to  defpife  any  man  who  does  me  an  injuftice. 

I will  not  value  myfejf  upon  having  ever  guarded 
all  the  degrees  of  refpeft  for  you  ; for  (to  fay  tlie  truth) 
all  the  world  fpeaks  well  of  you,  and  I fhould  be  undei 
a neceflity  of  doing  the  fame,  whether  I car’d  for  yot 
or  not. 

* Sec  a Letter  from  Mr.  Jervas,  and  the  Anfwer  to  it.  N«  22,  23. 
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As  to  what  you  have  faid  of  me,  I lhall  never  believe 
•lat  the  author  of  Cato  can  fpeak  one  thing  and  think 
nother.  As  a proof  that  I account  you  fincere,  I beg 
favour  of  you  ; It  is,  that  you  would  look  over  the 
►VO  fird  books  of  my  tranHation  of  Homer,  which  are 
1 the  hands  of  my  lord  Hallifax.  I am  fenfible  how 
luch  the  reputation  of  any  poetical  work  will  depend 
pon  the  charadler  you  give  it : ’tis  therefore  Ibme 
vidence  of  the  trull  I repofe  in  your  good-will,  when 
give  you  this  opportunity  of  fpeaking  ill  of  me  with 
illice  ; and  yet  expedl  you  will  tell  me  your  trued 
loughts,  at  the  fame  time  that  you  tell  others  your  mod 
ivourable  ones. 

I have  a farther  requed,  which  I mud  prefs  with 
arnednefs.  My  bookfeller  is  reprinting  the  ElTay  on 
riticifm,  to  which  you  have  done  too  much  honour  in 
our  Speftator  of  N-  253 . The  period  in  that  paper, 
here  you  fay,  ‘‘  I have  admitted  fome  drokes  of  ill- 
nature  into  that  ElTay,”  is  the  only  one  I could  wilh 
mtted  of  all  you  have  written ; but  I would  not  defire 
Ihould  be  fo,  ^nlefs_  I had  the  merit  of  removing 
aar  objeflion.  I beg  you  but  to  point  out  thofe  drokes 

me,  and,  you  may  be  alTured,  they  lhall  be  treated 
ithout  mercy. 

Since  w’e  are  upon  proofs  of  fincerity  (which  I am 
■etty  confident  will  turn  to  the  advantage  of  us  both 
each  other’s  opinion),  give  me  leave  to  name  another 
Ifage  in  the  fame  Speftator,  which  1 wilh  you  would 
ter.  It  is  where  you  mention  an  obfervation  upon 
omer’s  Verfes  of  Sifyphus’s  Stone*,  as  never  having 
;en  made  before  by  any  of  the  Criticks  : I happened  to 
td  the  fame  in  Dionyfius  of  HalicarnalTus’s  Treatife, 
jp  (Tt;v6=V=a;j  who  treats  very  largely  upon  thefe 


« Tickd’s  edition,  but 

re  extant  in  all  during  Mr.  Addifon’s  life. 
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verfes.  I know  you  will  tlunk  fit  to  foftcn  your  ex- 
preflion,  when  you  fee  the  paffage ; which  you  mull 
needs  have  read,  though  it  be  fince  flipt  out  of  your 
memory.  T am,  with  the  utmoft  efteem. 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER  XVII. 

To  the  Honourable  

June  8,  1714. 

r|-vHE  queftion  you  alk  in  relation  to  Mr.  Addifon 
and  Philips,  I Avail  anfwer  in  a'  few  w'ords.  Mr. 
Philips  did  exprefs  himfelf  with  much  indignation 
againll  me  one  evening  at  Button’s  CofTee-houfe  (as  I 
was  told),  faying,  that  I was  enter’d  into  a cabal  with 
Dean  Swift  and  others  to  write  againll  the  Whig-ln- 
tereft,  and  in  particular  to  undermine  his  own  repu- 
tation, and  that  of  his  friends  Steele  and  Addifon  : 
but  Mr.  Philips  never  opened  his  lips  to  my  face,  on 
this  or  any  like  occafion,  tho’  I was  almoft  every  night 
in  the  fame  room'  with  him,  nor  ever  offer’d  me  any 
indecorum.  Mr.  Addifon  came  to  me  a night  or  two 
after  Philips  had  talk’d  in  this  idle  manner,  and  alTur’d 
me  of  his  dilbelief  of  what  had  been  faid,  of  the 
friendlhip  we  Ihould  always  maintain,  and  defir’d  I 
would  fay  nothing  further  of  it.  My  Lord  Hallifax 
did  me  the  honour  to  ftir  in  this  matter,  by  fpeaking 
to  feveral  people  to  obviate  a falfe  afperfion,  which 
* might  have  done  me  no  fmall  prejudice  with  one 
party.  However  Philips  did  all  he  could  fecretly  tc 
continue  the  report  with  the  Hanover  Club,  and  kept 
in  his  hands  the  fubfcriptions  paid  for  me  to  himj 
as  Secretary  to  that  Club.  The  heads  of  it  hav< 
fince  given  him  to  underlland,  that  they  take  it  ill ; 
but  (upon  the  terms  I ought  to  be  with  fuch  a man) 
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would  not  afk  him  for  this  money,  but  commililon’d 
le  of  the  Players,  his  equals,  to  receive  it.  This  is 
le  whole  matter  ; but  as  to  the  fecret  grounds  of  this 
tnlignity,  they  will  make  a very  pleafant  hiftory  when 
e meet.  Mr.  Congreve  and  fome  others  have  been 
uch  diverted  with  it,  and  mod  of  the  gentlemen  of 
e Hanover  Club  have  made  it  the  fubjeft  of  their  ri- 
cule  on  their  Secretary.  It  is  to  this  management 
Philips,  tliat  the  world  owes  Mr.  Gay’s  Paltorals. 
he  ingenious  author  is  extremely  your  fervant,  and 
Duld  have  complied  with  your  kind  invitation,  but 
at  he  is  jull  now  appointed  Secretary  to  my  Lord 
larendon,  m his  embaify  to  Hanover. 

I am  fenfible  of  the  zeal  and  friendfnip  with  which, 
amfure,  you  will  always  defend  your  friend  in  his 
fence,  from  all  thofe  little  tales  and  calumnies,  which 
nan  of  any  genius  or  merit  is  born  to.  I fhail  never 
nplain  while  I am  happy  in  fuch  noble  defenders, 

I m fuch  contemptible  opponents.  May  their  envy 
i ill-nature  ever  increafe,  to  the  glory  and  plrafure 
thofe  they  would  injure.;  may  they  reprefent  me 
at  tliey  will,  as  long  as  you  tliink  me,  what  I am. 

Your,  &c. 


letter  XVIII. 

7^b  1714* 

mention  tl>e  account  I gave  you  Ibme  time  age 
of  the  things  which  Philips  Paid  in  his  foolilhiij: 
pan  t tell  from  any  thing  in  your  letter,  whetlioi 
received  a long  one  from  me  about  a fortnigjii 
I Was  principally  intended  to  thank  you  fo, 

-eiandperLpsfo: 
■01 . v"  ^ 

Xi 
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into  fome  account  of  my  temporal  affairs,  and  intend 
now  to  give  you  fome  hints  of  my  fpiritual.  The  con- 
clufion  of  your  letter  draws  this  upon  you,  where  you 
tell  me  you  prayed  for  me.  Your  proceeding.  Sir,  is 
contrary  to  that  of  moll  other  friends,  who  never  talk 
of  praying  for  a man  after  they  have  done  him  a ftr- 
vice,  but  only  when  they  will  do  hm  none.  Nothmg 
can  be  more  kind  than  the  hint  you  give  me  of  the  va- 
nity .of  human  fciences,  which,  I affure  you,  I am 
dmly  more  convinced  of ; and  indeed  I have,  for  fome 
years  paft,  look’d  upon  all  of  them  no  better  than 
kmufements.  To  make  them  the  ultimate  end  of  our 
purfuit,  is  a miferable  and  Ihort  ambition,  which  mil 
drop  from  us  at  every  little  difappomtment  here,  an 
even,  in  cafe  of  no  difappointments  here,  will  infal- 
libly defert  us  hereafter.  The  utmoft  fame  they  are 
capable  of  bellowing,  is  never  worth  the  pains  they 
coft  us,  and  the  time  they  lofe  us.  If  you  attain  the 
top  of  your  defires  that  way,  all  thofe  who  envy  you 
will  do  you  harm;  and  of  thofe  who  admure  you,  few 
will  do  you  good.  The  unfuccefsful  writers  are  your 
declared  enemies,  and.probably  the  fuccefsful  your  fe- 
cret  ones  ; for  thofe  hate  not  more  to  be  exceUed,  than 
thefe  to  be  rival’d  : And  at  the  uplhot,  after  a life  of 

perpetual  application,  you  reSea  that  you  have  been 
Lng  nothing  for  yourfelf,  and  that  the  fame  or  lefs 
induftry  might  have  gain’d  you  a friendlhip  taat  can 
Tever  deceive  or  end ; a fatisfaaion,  which  prmfe  canno, 
bellow,  nor  vanity  feel;  -d  a glory  which  (tho^  one 


X'a  Hke  fame,  not  to  be  had  till  after  death)  yet 
(liall  be  felt  and  enjoy’d  to  eternity.  Tnefe,  dear  Sir, 


are  unfeignedly  my  fentiments,  whenever  I tfo* 
all  ■ for  half  the  things  that  employ  our  neads  defer 
not'  the  name  of  thoughts,  they  are  only  ftrongc, 
dreams  of  impreffions  upon  the  imaginanon  : oui 

fchenics  of  government,  our  fyfems  of  philofophy,  ou 
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golden  worlds  of  poetry,  are  all  but  fo  many  fhadowy 
images,  and  airy  profpefts,  which  arife  to  us,  but  fo 
much  the  livelier  and  more  frequent,  as  we  are  more 
overcall  with  the  darknefs,  and  dillurbed  with  the 
fumes,  of  human  vanity. 

The  fame  thing  that  makes  old  men  willing  to  leave 
this  world,  makes  me  willing  to  leave  poetry, 'long 
habit  and  wearinefs  of  the  fame  track.  Homer  will 
work  a cure  upon  me ; fifteen  thoufand  verfes  are  equi- 
valent to  fourfcore  years,  to  make  one  old  in  rhyme : 
and  I Ihould  be  forry  and  alhamed,  to  go  on  jingling 
to  the  lall  ilep,  like  a waggoner’s  horfe,  in  the  fame 
road,  and  fo  leave  my  bells  to  tlie  next  filly  animal 
that  will  be  proud  of  them.  That  man  makes  a mean 
figure  in  the  eyes  of  reafon,  who  is  meafuring  fyllables 
and  coupling  rhymes,  when  he  Ihould  be  mending  his 
own  foul,  and  fecuring  his  own  immortality.  If  I had 
not  this  opinion,  I ihould  be  unworthy  even  of  thoie 
fmall  and  limited  parts  which  God  has  given  me ; and 
jnworthy  of  the  friendihlp  of  fuch  a man  as  you.  I am 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER  XIX. 

July  25,  1714.  ‘ 

j H A VE  no  better  excufe  to  offer  you,  that  I have  omit- 
ted a tafk  naturally  fo  pleafing  to  me  as  converfmg 
ipon  papef  with  you,  but  that  my  time  and  eyes  have 
>een  wholly  employ’d  upon  Homer,  whom,  I almoil 
ear,  I ihall  find  but  one  way  of  imitating,  whicJi  is, 
n his  blindnefs.  I am  perpetually  afflided  witli  head- 
.chs  that  very  much  aifed  my  fight,  and  indeed  fince 
ny  coming  hither  I have  fcarce  pall  an  hour  agreeably. 
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except  that  in  which  1 jead  your  letter.  I would  feri- 
oully  have  you  think,  you  have  no  man  who  more 
truly  knows  to  place  a right  value  on  your  friendfhip, 
than  he  who  lead  deferves  it  on  all  other  accounts  than 
his  due  fenfe  of  it.  But,  let  me  tell  you,  you  can 
hardly  guefs  what  a talk  you  undertake,  when  you 
profefs  yourfelf  my  friend ; there  are  fome  Tories  who 
will  take  you  for  a Whig,  fome  Whigs  who  will  take 
you  fora  Tory,  fome  Proteftants  who  will  efteem  you 
a rank  Papid,  and  fome  Papifts,  who  will  account  you 
a Heretick. 

I find,  by  dear  experience,  we- live  in  an  age  where 
it  is  criminal  to  be  moderate ; and  where  no  one  man 
can  be  allowed  to  be  juft  to  all  men.  The  notions  of 
right  and  wrong  are  fo  far  drain’d,  that  perhaps  to  be 
in  the  right  fo  very  violently,  may  be  of  worfe  confe- 
quence  than  to  be  eafily  and  quietly  in  the  wrong.  I 
really  wilh  all  men  fo  well,  that,  I am  fatislied,  but 
few  can  wilh  me  fo  ; but  if  thofe  few  are  fuch  as  tell 
me  they  do,  I am  content,  for  they  are  the  bed  people 
I know.  While  you  believe  me  what  I profefs  as  to 
religion,  I can  bear  any  thing  the  bigotted  may  fay ; 
while  Mr.  Congrei^e  likes  my  poetry,  I can  endure 
Dennis  and  a thouland  more  like  him ; while  the 
jnod  honed  and  moral  of  each  party  think  me  no  ill 
man,  I can  eafily  bear  tiiat  the  mod  violent  and  mad 
of  all  parties  rife  up  to  throw  dirt  at  me. 

I mud  expefl  an  hundred  attacks  upon  the  publica- 
tion of  my  Homer.  Whoever  in  our  times  would  be  a 
profelTor  of  learning  above  his  fellows,  ought  at  the 
very  fifft  to  enter  the  world  with  the  condaacy  and 
refolution  of  a primitive  Chriftian,  and  be  prepared 
to  differ  all  fort  of  public  perfecution.  It  is  certainly 
to  be  lamented,  that  if  any  man  docs  but  endeavour 
to  didinguifh  himfelf  or  gratify  others  by  his  ftudles. 
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he  is  immediately  treated  as  a common  enemy,  inilead 
cf  being  looked  upon  as  a common  friend  ; and  af- 
faulted  as  generally  as  if  his  whole  dehgn  Wi:re  to  pre- 
judice the  State  or  ruin  the  Public.  I will  venture  to 
fay,  no  man  ever  rofe  to  any  degree  of  perfedlion  in 
wridng,  but  thro’. obilin  icy,  and  an  inveterate  refolu- 
tion  againit  the  llream  of  ma.nkind  : S ' chat  if  the 

world  lias  received  any  benefit  from  tne  labcurs  of  the 
learned,  it  was  in  its  own  defpite.  For  when  firft 
they  effay  tlieir  parts,  all  people  in  general  are  pre- 
judiced againll  new  beginners  ; and  v/hen  they  have 
got  a little  above  contempt,  then  fome  particular  per- 
fins,  who  were  before  unfortunate  in  their  own  at- 
tempts, are  fworn  foes  to  them,  only  becaufe  they 

hicceed. Upon  the  whole,  one  may  fay  of  the  bed: 

writers,  that  they  pay  a fevere  fine  for  their  fame, 
wpich  it  is  always  in  the  power  of  the  mod  worthlefs 
part  of  mankind  to  levy  upon  them  when  they  pleafe. 

I am,  &c. 


LETTER  XX. 

To  Mr.  Jervas. 

28,  1714. 

j AM  jud  enter’d  upon  the  old  w'ay  of  life  again,  deep 
and  mufing.  It  is  my  employment  to  revive  the 
old  of  pad  ages  to  the  prefent,  as  it  is  yours  to  tranfmit 
the  young  of  the  prefent  to.  the  future.  I am  copying 
the  great  mafter  in  one  art,  with  the  fame  love  and  di- 
ligence with  which  the  painters  hereafter  will  copy  you 
in  another. 

Thus  I fnould  begin  my  epiftle  to  you,  if  it  were  a 
Dcdi.,  atory  One.  But  as  it  is  a friendly  letter,  you  are 
to  find  nothing  mention’d  in  your  own  praife  but  what 
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one  only  in  the  world  is  v/ltnefs  to,  your  particular 
good-natur’d  offices  to  me. 

I am  cut  out  from  any  thing  but  common  acknow- 
ledgments, or  common  difcourfe  : The  fird  you  would 
take  ill,  though  I told  but  half  what  I ought : fo  in 
ftiort  the  lad  only  remains. 

And  as  for  the.  lad,  what  can  you  expeft  from  a man 
who  has  not  talk’d  thefe  five  days  > who  is  withdrav/ing 
his  thoughts,  as  far  as  he  can,  from  all  the  prefent 
world,  its  cuftoms,  and  its  manners,  to  be  fully  pof- 
fefs’d  and  abforpt  in  the  pad  ? When  people  talk  of 
going  to  Church,  I think  of  facrifices  and  libations ; 
when  I fee  the  parfon,  I addrefs  him  as  Chryfes  pried 
of  Apollo ; and  indead  of  the  Lord’s  prayer,  I begin, 

God  of  the  flnjer  Bonv,  etc. 

While  you  in  the  world  are  concern’d  about  the  Pro- 
tedant  Succeffion,  I confider  only  how  Menelaus  may 
recover  Helen,  and  the  Trojan  war  be  put  to  a fpeedy 
conclufion.  I nev6r  enquire  if  the  Queen  be  well  or 
not,  but  heartily  wifh  to  be  at  Heftor’s  funeral.  The 
only  things  I regard  in  this  life,  are  whether  my  friends 
are  well  ? whether  my  Tranflation  go  well  on ; whe- 
ther Dennis  be  writing  criticifms  ? whether  any  body 
will  anfwer  him,  fince  I don’t  ? and  whether  Lintot  be 
not  yet  broke  ? 

I am,  etc. 


LETTER  XXL 
To  the  Same. 

Jug.  1 6,  1714. 

T THANK  you  for  your  good  offices,  which  are  num- 
berlefs.  Homer  advances  fo  fad,  that  he  begins  to 
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look  about  for  the  ornaments  he  is  to  appear  in,  like  a 
modilh  modern  author. 

Picture  in  the  front  y 
With  bays  and  kicked  rhyme  upordt. 

I have  die  greateft  proof  in  nature  at  prefent  of  the 
amufing  power  of  Poetry,  for  it  takes  me  up  fo  entirely, 
that  I fcarce  fee  what  paifes  under  my  nofe,  and  hear 
nothing  that  is  faid  about  me.  To  follow  poetry  as  one 
ought,  one  mull;  forget  father  and  mother,  and  cleave 
to  it  alone.  My  reverie  has  been  fo  deep,  that  I have 
fcarce  had  an  interval  to  think  myfelf  uneafy  in  the 
want  of  your  company.  I now  and  then  jud  mifs  you 
. as  I ftep  into  bed  ; this  minute  indeed  I want  extremely 

• to  fee  you,  the  next  I lhall  dream  of  nothing  but  the 
taking  of  Troy,  or  the  recovery  of  Brifeis. 

I fancy  no  friendfhip  is  fo  likely  to  prove  lading  as 
ours,  becaufe,  I am  pretty  fure,  there  never  was  a 
: friendfliip  of  fo  eafy  a nature.  We  neither  of  us  (Je- 
: niand  any  mighty  things  from  each  other ; what  Vanity 
w'e  have  expects  its  gratification  from  other  people.  It 
i is  not  I that  am  to  tell  you  what  an  Artid  you  are, 
r nor  is  it  you  that  are  to  tell  me  what  a Poet  1 am ; but 
’tis  from  the  world  abroad  we  hope  (pioully  hope)  to 
! hear  thefe  things.  At  home  we  follow  our  bufmefs, 
■■  when  we  have  any ; and  think  and  talk  mod  of  each 
(Other  when  we  have  none.  ’Tis  not  unlike  the  happy 
t friendfhip  of  a day’d  man  and  his  wife,  who  are  fel- 
cdom  fo  fond  as  to  hinder  the  bufinefs  of  the  houfe 
! from  going  on  all  day,  or  fo  indolent  as  not  to  find 
i confolation  in  each  other  every  evening.  Thus  well- 
: meaning  couples  hold  in  amity  to  the  lad,  by  not  ex- 

• pefting  too  much  from  human  nature  ; while  romantick 
' friendfhip .s,  like  violent  loves,  begin  with  difquiets, 

• proceed  to  jealoufies,  and  conclude  in  animofities.'  I 

• have  lived  to  fee  the  fierce  advancement,  the  hidden 
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turn,  and  the  abrupt  period,  of  three  or  four  of  thefe 
enormous  fricndflrips,  and  am  perfedlly  convinced  of 
the  truth  of  a maxim  we  once  agreed  in,  that  nothing 
hinders  tlie  confiaut  agreement  of  people  who  iive  to-  * 
gether,  but  merely  vanity ; a fecret  infilling  upon  what 
they  think  tlieir  dignity  of  merit,  and  an  inward  ex- 
pe6lation  of  fuch  an  over-meafure  of  deference  and 
regard,  as  anfvvers  to  their  own  extravagant  falfe  fcale ; 
and  which  nobody  can  pay,  becaufe  none  but  them- 
felves  can  tell,  exaftly,  to  what  pitch  it  amounts. 

I am,  etc. 


LETTER  XXII. 

Mr.  Jervas  to  Mr.  Pope. 

Aug.  20,  1714.. 

j HAVE  a particular  to  tell  you  at  this  time,  which  , 
pleafes  me  fo  much,  that  you  mull  expeft  a more^ 
tlian  ordinary  alacrity  in  every  turn.  You  know  I 
could  keep  you  in  fufpenfe  for  twenty  lines,  but  I will 
tell  you  diredly,  that  Mr.  Addifon  and  I have  had  a 
converfation,  that  it  would  have  been  worth  your  while 
to  have  been  placed  behind  the  wainfcot,  cr  behind 
fome  half-length  piflure,  to  have  heard.  He  aiTur’d 
me,  that  he  would  make  ufe  not  only  of  his  intereH, 
but  of  his  art,  to  do  you  fome  fervice;  he  did  not  mean  ] 
his  art  of  poetry,  but  liis  art  at  court ; and  he  is  fen- 
fible  that  nothing  can  have  a better  air  for  him felf  than 
moving  in  your  favour,  efpecially  fince  inlinuations  ■ 
were  fpread,  that  he  did  not  care  you  ihould  profper 
loo  much  as  a poet.  He  protefts  that  it  fball  not  be  his 
fault,  if  there  is  not  the  beft  intelligence  in  the  world, 
and  the  moll  hearty  friendlhip,  etc.  He  owns,  he  was 
afraid.  Dr.  Swift  might  have  carried  you  too  far  among 
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the  enemy,  during  the  heat  of  the  animofity ; but  now 
all  is  fife,  and  you  are  efcap’d  even  in  his  opinion.  I 
promis’d  m your  name,  like  a good  Godfather,  not 
that  you  Ihould  renounce  the  devil  and  all  his  works, 
but  that  you  would  be  delighted  to  find  him  your  friend 
merely  for  his  own  fake  ; therefore  prepare  yourfelf  for 
fome  civilities. 

I have  done  Homer’s  head,  fhadow’d  and  heighten’d 
carefully ; and  I indofe  the  out-line  of  the  fame  fize, 
that  you  may  determine  whether  you  would  have  it  fo 
large,  or  reduced  to  make  room  for  feuillage  or  laurel 
round  the  oval,  or  about  the  fquare  of  the  bufto  ? per- 
haps there  is  fomething  more  folemn  in  the  image  it- 
felf,  if  I can  get  it  well  perform’d. 

If  I have  been  inftrumental  in  bringing  you  and  Mr. 
Addifon  together  with  all  lincerity,  1 value'  myfelf 
upon  it  as  an  acceptable  piece  of  fervice  to  fuch  a one 
as  I know  you  to  be. 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER  XXIII. 


Mr.  Pope’s  Anfwer. 

27,  1714. 

ij  AM  juft  arrived  from  Oxford,  very  well  diverted 
and  entertain’d  there.  Every  one  is  much  con- 
cccrn’d  for  the  Queen’s  death.  No  panegyricks  ready 
yet  for  the  King. 

I admire  your  Whig-principles  of  refiftance  exceed- 
ingly, in  the  fpirit  of  the  Barcclonians : I join  in  your 
'wilh  for  them.  Mr.  Addifon’s  verfes  on  Liberty,  in 
his  letter  from  Italy,  would-be  a good  form  of  prayer 

in  my  opinion,  O Liberty ! thou  Goddtfs  hcciuenly 
bright y etc. 
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What  you  mention  of  the  friendly  office  you  endea- 
vour’d to  do  betwixt  Mr.  Addifon  and  me,  deferves  ac- 
knowledgments on  my  part.  You  thoroughly  know 
my  regard  to  his  character,  and  my  propenfity  to  teftify 
it  by  all  ways  in  my  power.  You  as  thoroughly  know 
the  fcandalous  meannefs  of  that  proceeding  which  was 
ufed  by  Philips,  to  make  a man  I fo  highly  value,  fuf- 
peft  my  difpofitions  towards  him.  But  as,  after  all, 
Mr.  Addifon  muft  be  the  judge  in  what  regards  him- 
felf,  and  has  feem’d  to  be  no  very  juft  one  to  me  : fo, 

I muft  own  to  you,  I expeft  nothing  but  civility  from 
him,  how  much  foever  I wifti  for  his  friendfliip.  As 
for  any  offices  of  real  kindnefs  or  fervice  which  it  is  in 
his  power  to  do  me,  I Ihould  be  aftiamed  to  receive 
them  from  any  man  who  had  no  better  opinion  of  my 
Morals,  than  to  think  me  a Party-man ; nor  of  my 
Temper,  than  to  believe  me  capable  of  maligning,  .or 
envying  another’s  reputation  as  a poet.  So  I leave  it 
to  time  to  convince  him  as  to  both,  to  ftiew  him  the 
ihallow  depths  of  thofe  half-witted  creatures  who  mif- 
inform’d  him,  and  to  prove  that  I am  incapable  of 
endeavouring  to  lelfen  a perfon  whom  I would  be  proud 
to  imitate,  and  therefore  aftiam’d  to  flatter.  In  a word, 
Mr.  Addifon  is  fure  of  my  refpeft  at  all  times,  and  of 
my  real  friendfliip  whenever  he  fliail  think  lit  to  know 
mb  for  what  I am. 

For  all  that  pafs’d  betwixt  Dr.  Swift  and  me,  you 
know  the  whole  (without  referve)  of  our  correfpond-  ^ 
ence.  The  engagements -I  had  to  him  were  fuch  as 
the  aftual  fervice s he  had  done  me,  in  relation  to  the  f 
fubfcription  for  Homer  obliged  me  to.  I muft  have  f 
leave  to  be  grateful  to. him,  and  to  anyone  who  ferves 
me,  let  him  be  never  fo  obnoxious  to  any  party : nor 
did  the  Tory -party  ever  put  me  to  the  hardfliip  of  alk- 
ing  this  leave,  which  is  the  greateft  obligation  I owe  ^ 
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to  it ; and  I e.\pc6l  no  greater  from  the  Whig-party 
than  the  fame  liberty.— A curfe  on  the  word  Party, 
which  I have  been  forced  to  ule  fo  often  in  this  period  ! 
I wilh  the  prefent  reign  may  put  an  eiid  to  the  diftuic- 
tion,  that  tliere  may  be  no  other  for  the  future  than 
that  of  Honeft  and  Kaiave,  Fool  and  Man  of  fenfe; 
thefe  two  forts  muft  always  be  enemies;  but  for  the 
reft,  may  all  people  do  as  you  and  I,  believe  what 
they  pleafe,  and  be  friends. 

I am,  etc. 


LETTER  XXIV. 

To  the  Earl  of  H ALLIF AX. 

My  Lord,  Dec.  i,  1714* 

JAM  obliged  to  you  both  for  the  favours  you  have 
done  me,  and  for  thofe  you  intend  me.  I diftruft 
neither  your  will  nor  your  memory,  when  it  is  to  do 
good ; and  if  ever  I become  troublefome  or  folicitous, 
it  mu  ft  not  be  out  of  expedlation,  but  out  of  gratitude. 
Y our  lordftiip  may  either  caufe  me  to  live  agreeably 
in  the  town,  or  contentedly  in  the  country,  which  ns 
really  all  the  difference  I fet  between  an  eafy  fortune 
and  a fmall  one.  It  is  indeed  a high  ftrain  of  gene- 
rolity  in  you,  to  tldnk  of  making  me  eafy  all  my  life, 
only  becaufe  I have'  been  fo  happy  as  to  divert  you 
fome  few  hours  : but  if  I may  have  leave  to  add,  it  is 
becaufe  you  think  me  no  enemy  to  my  native , country, 
there  will  appear  a better  reafon  ; for  I muft  of  confe- 
tjuence  be  very  much  (as  I fincerely  am)  ^ 

Yours,  etc. 
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* LETTER  XXV. 

Dr.  Parnelle  to  Mr.  Pope. 

j AM  writing  you  a long  letter,  but  all  the  tediouf- 

nefs  I feel  in  it  is,  that  it  makes  me  duiing  the 
time  tliink  more  intently  of  my  being  far  from  you.  I 
faricy,  if  I were  with  you,  I could  remove  fome  of  the 
unealinefs  which  you  may  have  felt  from  the  oppofi- 
tion  of  the  world,  and  which  you  Ihould  be  afhamed 
to  feel,  fmce  it  is  but  the  teftimony  which  one  part  of 
it  gives  you  that  your  merit  is  unqueftionable.  V/hat 
would  you  have  otherwife,  from  ignorance,  envy,  or 
thofe  tempers  which  vie  with  you  in  your  own  way  ? 

I know  this  in  mankind,  that  when  our  ambition  is 
unable  to  attain  its  end,  it  is  not  only  wearied,  but 
exafperated  too  at  tlie  vanity  of  its  labours ; then  we 
fpeak  ill  of  happier  ftudies,  and  hgliing  condemn  the 
excellence  which  we  find  above  our  reach. 

My  Zoilius  f,  which  you  us’d  to  write  about,  I finifii’d  ' 
lail  fpring,  and  left  in  town.  I waited  till  I came  up  ■ 
to  fend  it  you,  but  not  arriving  here  before  your 
book  was  out,  imagin’d  it  a loll  piece  of  labour.  If 
you  will  fHll  have  it,  you  need  only  write  me  word. 

I have  here  feen  the  Firft  Book  of  Homer  I,,  which 
came  out  at  a time  when  it  could  not  hut  appear  as  a 
kind  of  fetting  up  againft  you.  My  opinion  is,  that 
you  may,  if  you  pleafe,  give  them  thanks  who  writ  it. 
Neither"  the  numbers  nor  the  fpirit  have  an  equal  maf- 

* This  and  tlie  three  Extracts  following,  concerning  the  Tranf- . 
lation  of  the  firft  Iliad,  fet  on  foot  by  Mr.  Addifon,  Mr.  Pope  has,-' 
omitted  in  his  firft  Edition. 

f Printed  for  B.  Lintot,  1715,  8°,  and  afterwards  added  to  the^ 
laft  edition  of  his  poems. 

J Written  by  Mr.  Addifon,.  and  publilhed  in  the  name  of  Mr. 
Tickell. 
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tcry  with  yours ; but  what  furprifes  me  more  is,  that 
a fcholar  being  concerned,  there  ihould  happen  to  be 
fome  miftakes  in  the  author’s  fenfe ; fuch  as  putting 
the  light  of  Pallas’s  eyes  into  the  eyes  of  Achilles, 
making  the  taunt  of  Achilles  to  Agamemnon  (that  he 
Ihould  have  fpoils  when  Troy  ftiould  be  taken)  to  be 
a cool  and  ferious  propofal ; tire  tranflating  what  you 
call  Ablution  by  the  word  offals^  and  fo  leaving  Water 
out  of  the  rite  of  luftration,  etc.  but  you  mull  have 
taken  notice  of  all  this  before.  I write  not  to  infoBm 
you,  but  to  ihew  I always  have  you  at  heart. 

I am,  etc. 


Extract  from  a LETTER  of  the 
Rev.  Dr.  Berkley,  Dean  of  London-derry. 

July  7,  171^, 

Some  days  ago,  three  or  four  gentlemen  and 

myfelf,  exerting  that  right  which  all  readers  pretend  to 
over  authors,  fate  in  judgment  upon  the  two  new  Tranf- 
lations  of  the  firft  Iliad.  Without  partiality  to  my 
countrymen,  I alTure  you,  they  all  gave  the  preference 
where  it  was  due;  being  unanimoufly  of  opinion,  that 

yours  was  equally  juft  to  the  fenfe  v\dth  Mr.  ’s, 

and  without  comparifon  more  eafy,  more  poetical,  and 
more  fublime.  But  I will  fay  no  more  on  fuch  a thread- 
bare fubjea,  as  your  late  performance  is  at  this  time. 

I am,  etc. 
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Extract  from  a LETTER  of 
Mr.  Gay  to  Mr.  Pope. 

July  8>  1715. 

•——I  have  juft  fet  down  Sir  Samuel  Garth  at  the 
Opera.  He  bid  me  tell  you,  that  every  body  is  pleas’d 
with  your  tranftation,  but  a few  at  Button’s ; and  that 
Sir  Richard  Steele  told  him,  that  Mr.  Addifon  faid  the 
other  tranftation  was  the  beft  that  ever  was  in  any  lan- 
guage*. He  treated  me  with  extreme  civility,  and 
out  of  kindnefs  gave  me  a fqueeze  by  the  fore  finger. 

I am  inform’d  that  at  Button’s  your  charadler  is 

made  very  free  with  as  to  Morals,  etc.  and  Mr.  Addi- 
fon fays,  that  your  tranftation  and  Tickell’s  are  both 
very  well  done,  but  that  the  latter  has  more  of  Homer. 

' I am,  etc. 


I ■ - - - 

Extract  from  a LETTER  of 
Dr.  Arbuthnot  to  Mr.  Pope. 

1715. 

j congratulate  you  upon  Mr.  T*’s  firft  book.  It 

does  not  indeed  want  its  merit ; but  I was  ftrangely 
difappointed  in  my  expedation  of  a tranftation  nicely 
true  to  the  Original ; whereas  in  thofe  parts  where  the 
greateft  exaftnefs  feems  to  be  demanded,  he  has  been 
the  leaft  careful,  I mean  the  hiftory  of  ancient  ceremo- 
nies and  rites,  etc.  in  which  you  have  with  great  judg- 
ment been  exadl. 

I am,  etc. 


* Sir  Richard  Steele  afterwards,  in  his  Preface  to  an  Edition  of 
le  Drummer,  a Comedy  by  Mr.  Addifon,  fhews  it  to  be  his  opi- 
ion,-  that  “ Mr.  Addifon  himfelf  was  the  perfon  who  tranllated 

this  book.” 


FROM  SEVERAL  PERSONS.  217 

LETTER  XXVI. 

Mr.  Pope  to  the  Hon.  James  Cr‘AGos>  Efq. 

1715- 

j L A hold  of  the  opportunity  given  me  by  my  . Lord 
Duke  of  Shrewlbury,  -to  alTure  you  of  the  continu- 
ance of  that  efleem  and  aifedlion  I have  long  borne 
you,  and  the  memory  of  fo  many  agreeable  converfa- 
tions  as  we  have  pals’d  together.  I wiih  it  were  a 
compliment  to  fay,  fuch  converfations  as  are  not  to  be 
found  on  this  fide  of  the  water  : for  tiie  fpirit  of  dif- 
fenfion  is  gone  forth  among  ns  : nor  is  it  a wonder 
tliat  Dutton’s  is  no  longer  Button’s,  when  old  England 
is  no  longer  old  England,  that  region  of  hofpitality, 
fociety,  and  good  humour.  Party  affeds  us  all,  even 
the  wits,  tho’  they  gain  as  little  by  politics,  as  they 
do  by  their  wit.  We  talk  much  of  fine  fenfe,  refin’d 
fenfe,  and  exalted  fenfe;  but  for  ufe  and  happinefs, 
give  me  a little  common  fenfe.  I fay  this  in  regarcl 
CO  fome  gentlemen,  profefs’d  Wits  of  our  acquaint- 
ince,  who  fancy  they  can  make  Poetry  of  confequence 
It  thiS  time  of  day,  in  the  midfi;  of  this  raging  fit  of 
Politicks.  For  they  tell  me,  the  bufy  part  of  the  na- 
ion  are  not  more  divided  about  Whig  and  Tory,  than 
hefe  idle  fe]lows  of  the  feather  about  Mr,  T*’s  arid 
ny  Tranllation.  I (like  the  Tories)  have  the  town  in 
general,  that  is,  the  mob,  on  my  fide;  but  it  is  ufual 
viih  the  fmaller  party  to  make  . up  in,  induftry  what 
hey  want  in  number,  and  that  is  the  cafe-  with  the 
ittle  fenate  of  Cato.  However,  if  our  principles  be 
veil  confidcrcd,  I n ail:  appear  a brave  Whig^  and  Mr. 
r.  a rank  i - t y ; j tranflated  Homer  for  the  publick  in 
general,  he  to  gratify  th.5  inordinate  defires  of  one 
nan  only.  Wc  have,  it  feenis,  a great  Turk  in  poe- 
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try,  who  can  never  bear  a brother  on  the  throne;  and 
has  his  mutes  too,  a iet  of  nodders,  winkers,  and  whif- 
perers,  whofe  bufmcfs  is  to  ftrangle  all  other  offsprings 
of  wit  in  their  birth.  The  new  tranlktor  of  Homer 
is  the  humbled;  Have  he  has,  that  is  to  fay,  his  firft 
Minifter ; let  him  receive  the  honours  he  gives  me, 
but  receive  them  with  fear  and  trembling  ; let  him  be 
proud  of  the  approbation  of  his  abfolute  Lord,  I ap- 
peal to  the  people,  as  my  rightful  judges  and  mailers ; 
and  if  they  are  not  inclined  to  condemn  me,  I fear  no 
arbitrary  high-flying  proceeding  from  ‘the  fmall  Court- 
fadtion  at  Button’s.  But  after  all  I have  faid  of  this 
great  man,  there  is  no  rupture  between  us.  We  are 
each  of  us  fo  civil  and  obliging,  that  neither  thinks 
he  is  obliged  : And  I,  for  my  part,  treat  with  him, 

as  we  do  with  the  Grand  Monarcli ; who  has  too  many 
great  qualities  not  to  be  relpedled,  though  we  know 
he  watches  any  occaflon  to  opprefs  us. 

When  I talk  of  Homer,  I mull  not  forget  the  early 
prefent  you  made  nie  of  Monfieur  de  la  Motte’s  book  : 
And  I can’t  conclude  this  letter  without  telling  you  a 
melancholy  piece  of  news,  which  affedls  our  very  en- 
trails, L*  is  dead,  and  foupes  are  no  more  ! You  fee  I 
write  in  the  old  familiar  way.  “ This  is  not  to  tlie 
mimfler,  but  to  the  friend  f.”  However,  it  is  feme 
mark  of  uncommon  regard  to  the  miniller,  that  1 
fleal  an  exprefiion  from  a Secretary  of  State. 

I am,  etc..  ’ 

•f  Alluding  to  St.  John’s  Letter  to  Prior,  publifhed  ut  the  Re~ 
/err  of  the  Secret  Cuaifiittec, 
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LETTER  XXVII. 

To  Mr.  Congreve. 

Jan.  16,  1714-15. 

Ks  when  I write  to  you,  I am  making  a 
confeffion ; I have  got  (I  can’t  tell  how)  fuch  a 
cuiiom  of  throwing  myfelf  out  upon  paper  without  re- 
ferve.  You  were  not  rniitaken'in  what  you  judged  of 
'.my  temper  of  mind  when  I writ  laiL  My  faults  will 
QOt  be  hid  from  you,  and  perhaps  it  is  no  dilpraife 
:o  me  that  they  will  not : the  cleannefs  and  purity  of 
one’s  mind  is  never  better  proved,  than  in  difcovering 
its  own  fault  at  firll  view ; as  when  a llream  Ihevvs  the 

dirt  at  its  bottom,  it  Ihews  alfo  the  tranfparency  of  the 
►vater. 

My  Ipleen  was  not  occafioned,  however,  by  any 
:hing  an  abu/ive  angry  critick  could  write  of  me.  I take 
.•er>-  kindly  your  heroick  manner  of  congratulation  upon 
his  fcandal ; for  I think  nothing  more  honourable, 
":han  to  be  involved  in  the  fame  fate  with  all  the  great 
ind  the  good  tliat  ever  lived  ; that  is,  to  be  envied 
ind  cenfured  by  bad  writers. 

You  do  more  than  anfwer  my  expedlations  of  you, 

. n declaring  how  well  you  take  my  freedom,  in  fome- 
I imes  negledling,  as  I do,  to  reply  to  your  letters  fo 
oon  as  I ought.  Thofe  who  have  a right  take  of  the 
. ubllantial  part  of  frienddiip,  can  wave  the  ceremonial  : 

I friend  is  the  only  one  that  will  bear  the  omiffion ; 
.nd  one  may  find  who  is  not  fo,  by  the  very  trial  of  it. 

As  to  any  anxiety  I have  concerning  the  fate  of  my 
. lorner,  the  care  is  over  with  me  : the  world  rauft  be 
he  judge,  and  1 fhall  be  the  firft  to  confent  to  the  juf-  ' 
ice  of  its  judgment,  whatever  it  be.  I am  not  fo  ar-. 
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rant  an  Author  as  even  to  defire,  that  if  I am  in  the 
wrong,  all  mankind  fhould  be  fo. 

I am  mightily  pleafed  with  a faying  of  Monfieur 
Tourreil : When  a man  writes,  he  ought  to  animate 

**  himfelf  with  the  thoughts  of  pleafing  all  the  world  : 
“ but  he  is  to  renounce  that  defire  or  hope  the  very 
“ moment  the  book  goes  out  of  his  hands.” 

I write  this  from  Binfield,  whither  I came  yefterday, 
having  pafs’d  a few  days  in  my  way  with  tny  Lord 
Bolingbroke  ; I go  to  London  in  three  days  time,  and 
will  not  fail  to  pay  a vifit  to  Mr.  M-  ■ — , whom  I faw 
not  long  iince  at  my  Lord  Hallifax’s.  I hoped  from 
thence  he  had  fome  hopes  of  advantage  from  the  pre- 
fent  adminiftration  ; for  few  people  (I  think)  but  I,  pay 
refpedls  to  great  men  without  any  profpefts.  I am  in- 
the  faireft  way  in  the  world  of  being  not  worth  a groat, 
being  born  both  a Papift  and  a Poet.  This  puts  me 
!in  mind  of  re-acknowledging  your  continued  eridea- 
' vours  to  enrich  me.  Bat,  I can  tell  you,  ’tis  to  no  pur^^ 
pofe,  for  without  the  Ofes,  aequum  mi  animiim  ipfe  parabo. 


L E T T E R ' XXVIII. 


To  Mr.  Congreve. 

March  19,  1714-15. 
q^HE  Farce  of  the  What-d’ye-call-it  * has  occafioned 

X j!rr trwim  Some 


many  different  fpeculations  in  the  town.  Some 
look’d  upon  it  as  a mere  jeft  upon  the  Tragick  poets, 
others  as  a fatire  upon  the  late  War.  Mr.  Cromwell 
hearing  none  of  the  words,  and  feeing  the  aftion  to  be 
tragical,  was  much  aftonifhec^  to  find  the  audience 
laugh ; and  fays  the  Prince  and  Princefs  muft  doubt- 
lefs  be  under  no  lefs  amazement  on  the  fame  account. 


* Written  by  Gay. 
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everal  Templars  and  others  of  the  more  vociferous 
Ind  of  criticks,  went  with  a refolution  to  hifs,  and 
mfefs’d  they  were  forc’d  to  laugh  fo  much,  that  they 
)rgot  the  defign  they  came  with.  The  court  in  ge- 
eral  has  in  a very  particular  manner  come  into  the 
•fl,  and  the  three  firll  nights  (notwitliftanding  two  of 
lem  were  court-nights)  were  diftinguifhed  by  very 
ill  audiences  of  the  firil  quality.  The  common  peo- 
le  of  the  pit  and  gallery  received  it  at  firft  with  great 
ravity  and  fedatenefs,  fome  few  with  tears  ; but  after 
le  third  day  they  alfo  took  the  hint,  and  have  ever 
nee  been  very  loud  in  their  claps.  There  are  ftill 
)me  Ibber  men  who  cannot  be  of  the  general  opinion ; 
ut  the  laughers  are  fo  much  tlie  majority,  that  one  or 
VO  criticks  feem  determined  to  undeceive  the  town  at 
leir  proper  coft,  by  writing  grave  differtations  againll 
: tc  encourage  them  in  which  laudable  deiign,  it  is 
efolved  a preface  ihall  be  prefix’d  to  the  Farce,  in 
indication  of  the  nature  and  dignity  of  this  new  way 
f ivriting. 

Yefterday  Mr.  Steele’s  airair  was  decided  : I am  forty 
can  be  of  no  other  opinion  than  yours,  as  to  his  whole 
arriage  and  writings  of  late.  But  certainly  he  has 
ot  only  bt^n  punilhed  by  others,  but  fuffered  much 
ven  from  his  own  party  in  the  point  of  charadler,  nor 
[ believe)  received  any  amends  in  that  of  intereft,  as 
et,  w'hatcver  may  be  his  profpefls  for  the  future. 

This  gentleman,  among  a thoufand  others,  is  a great 
ifiance  of  the  fate  of  all  who  are  carried  away  by 
arty-fpirit,  of  any  fide.  I v/i(h  all  violence  may  fuc- 
eed  as  ill : but  am  really  amazed  that  fo  much  of  that 
)ur  and  pernicious  quality  fhould  be  joined  with  fo 
luch  natural  good  humour  as,  I thinic,  Mr.  Steele  is 
olTefied  of. 


I am,  etc. 
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LETTER  XXIX. 

To  Mr.  Congreve. 

April 'j,  1715. 

J^R.  Pope  is  going  to  Mr.  Jervas’s,  where  Mr.  Ad- 
difon.  is  fitting  tor  his  picbure  ; in  the.  mean  time 
amidd  clouds  of  Tobacco  at  a ccfFee-houfe  I write  this 
letter.  There  is  a grand  revolution  at  Will’s ; Morrice 
bas  quitted  for  a colfee-houfe  in  the  city,  and  "^1  h- 
comb  is  reftored,  to  the  great  joy  of  Cromwell,  v.  ,.o 
was  at  a great  lois  for  a perfon  to  converfe  uith  upon 
the  fathers  and  cliurch  hiftory ; the  knowledge  I gain 
from  him  is  entirely  in  painting,  and  poetry ; and  Mr. 
Pope  owes. all  his  (kill  in  aftronomy  to  him  and  Mr. 
Whifton,  fo  celebrated  of  late  for  iiis  difcovery  of  the 
longitude  in  an  extraordinary  copy  of  verfes*.  Mr. 
Rowe’s  Jane  Gray  is  to  be  play’d  in  Eafter-week,  when 
Mrs.  Oldfield  is  to  perfonate  a charailer  direcriy  oppo- 
fite  to  female  nature ; for  what  woman  ever  defpifed 
Sovereignty  You  know  Chaucer  has  a tale  where  a 
knight  faves  his  head  by  difcovering  it  was  the  thing 
which  all  women  mod  coveted.  Mr.  Pope’s  Homer 
is  retarded  by  the  great  rains  that  have  fallen  of  Iate> 
which  cauies  the  flieets  to  be  long  a drying  ; this  gives 
Mr.  Lintot  great  uneafmefs,  who  is  now  endeavouring 
to  corrupt  the  cui'ate  of  his  parifh  to  pray  for  fair 
.weather,  that  his  w'ork  may  go  on.  There  is  a fix- 
penny  Criticifin  lately  publilhed  upon  the  tragedy  of 
the  What-d’ye-call-it,  wherein  lie  with  much  judgment 
and  learning  calls  me  a blockhead,  and  Mr.  Pope  a 
' knave.  His  grand  charge  is  againd  the  Pilgrim’s  Pro- 
grefs  being  read,  which  he  fays,  is  diredly  icvell’d  at 

* CaJlcd,  An  Ode  on  the  Longitude,  in  Swift  and  Pope’s  Mifcel- 
lajiie?. 
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ito’s  reading  Plato  ; to  back  this  cenfure,  he  goes  on 
tell  you,  that  the  Pilgrim’s  Progrefs  being  mention- 
to  be  the  eighth  edition,  makes  the  reflcaion  evi- 
at,  the  Tragedy  oi  Cato  having  juft  eight  times  (as 
quaintly  expreiTes  it)  vifited  the  prefs.  He  has  alfo 
ieavoured  to  ftiow,  that  every  particular  paftage  of 
? piay  alludes  to  feme  fine  part  of  tragedy,  which 
fays  I have  injudicioiifly  and  profanely  abufed*. 

• Samuel  Garth’s  poem  upon  my  Lord  Clare's  houfe, 
elieve,  will  be  publiftied  in  the  Eafter-week. 

Thus  far  Mr.  Gay,  who  has  in  his  letter  foreftall’d 
tile  fubj?<fts  of  diverfion  ; unlefs  it  fhould  be  one  to 

I to  fay,  that  I fit  up  till  two  o’clock  over  Burgundy 
i Chamipagne ; and  am  become  fo  much  a rake,  that  I 

II  be  amamed  in  a fhort  time  to  be  thougiit  to  do  any 
: of  buimefs.  I fear  I muft  get  the  gout  by  drinking  ; 
•ely  foV  a faftiionable  pretence  to  fit  lIHl  long  enough 
tranilate  four  books  of  Homer.  I hope  you’ll  by 
t time  be  up  again,  and  I may  fucceed  to  the  bed 
. couch  of  my  predeceftbr  : pray  caufe  the  fluffing 
be  repau-ed,  and  tlie  crutches  lliortened  for  me. 
e calamity  of  your  gout  is  what  all  your  friends, 
t IS  to  fay,  all  tliat  know  you,  muft  ftiare  in;  we 
re  you  in  your  turn  to  condole  with  us,  who  are 
er  a perfecution,  and  much  affiifted  with  a diftem- 
which  proves  mortal  to  many  poets,  a Criticifin. 
have  indeed  fome  relieving  intervals  of  laughter 

pa  know  there  are  in  fome  difeafes),  and  it  is  the 
-ion  of  divers  good  guefters,  that  the  laft  ht  wall 
e more  violent  than  adi  aniageous  ; for  poets  af- 
d by  criticks,  are  like  men  bitten  by  Tarantulas, 
f dance  on  fo  much  the  fader. 


This  curi»us  rie«  ™ entitled,  A compleat  Key  to  the  What, 
t.  svntte,.  by  or.=  Ciffio  , by  Lewis 
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Mr.  Thomas  Burnet  hath  play’d  the  precurfor  to  the 
coming  of  Homer,  in  a treatife  call’d  Homerides.  He 
has  fince  rifen  very  much  in  his  criticifms,  and,,  after 
alTaulting  Homer,  made  a daring  attack  upon  the 
What-d’ye-call-it*.  Yet  there  is  not  a Proclamation 
iflued  for  the  burning  of  Homer  and  the  Pope  by  the 
common  hangman ; nor  is  the  What-d  ye-call-it  yet 
filenced  by  the  Lord  Chamberlain. 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER  XXX. 


Mr.  Congreve  to  Mr.  Pope. 


May  6. 

X HAVE  the  pleafure  oi  your  very  land  letter.  I'have 
^ always  been  obliged  to  you  for  your  friendlhip  and 
concern  for  me,  and  am  more  affefted  with  it,  than  I 
will  take  upon  me  to  exprefs  in  this  letter.  I do  alTure 
you  there  is  no  return  wanting  on  my  part,  and  aih. 
very  forry  I had  not  the  good  luck  to  fee  the  Dean 
before  I left  the  town  : it  is  a great  pleafure  to  me,  and 
not  a little  vanity  to  think  that  he  miffes  me.  As  to 
my  health,  which  you  are  fo  kind  to  enquire  after,  it 
is  not  worfe  than  in  London  : I am  almoft  afraid  yet  to 
fay  that  it  is  better,  for  I cannot  reafonably  expeft 
much  effeft  from  thefe  waters  in  fo  Ihort  a time  4 but 
in  the  main  they  feem  to  agree  with  me.  Here  i^s  not 
one  creature  that  I know,  which,  next  to  the  few  I 
would  chufe,  contributes  very  much  to  my  fatisfaftion. 
At  the  fame  time  that  I regre?  the  want  of  your  con- 
verfation,  I pleafe  myfelf  with  thinking  that  you  are 
where  you  firft  ought  to  be,  and  engaged  where  you 
cannot  do  too  much.  Pray  give  my  humble  fervice 


In  one  of  his  papers  call’d  The  Grumbler, 
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.nd  bell  willies  to  your  good  mother.  I am  forry  you 
lon’t  tell,  me  how  Mr.  Gay  does  in  his  health ; I Ihould 
lave  been  glad  to  have  heard  he  was  better.  My 
.'oung  Amanuenfis,  as  you  call  him,  I am  afraid,  will 
•>rove  but  a wooden  one  : and  you  know  ex  quo^i^ 

jgno,  &c.  You  will  pardon  Mrs.  R pedantry, 

..nd  believe  me  to  be 

Your,  etc. 

P.  S.  By  the  inclofed  you  will  fee  I am  like  to  be 
mprefs’d,  and  enroll’d  in  the  lift  of  Mr.  Curll’s  Au- 
:hors ; but,  I thank  God  ! I lhall  have  your  company. 

: believe  it  high  time  you  ftiould  think  of  adminiftering 
mother  Emetick. 


LETTERS 
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SEVERAL  PERSONS. 


From  the  Year  1714  to  1721. 


L E T T E R I. 

The  Rev.  Dean  Berkley  to  Mr.  Pope. 

' Leghorn i May  j, 

AS  I take  Ingratitude  to  be  a greater  crime  that  im- 
pertinence^ I chufe  rather  to  run  the  rifque  of 
being  thought  guilty  of  the  latter,  than  not  to  return 
you  my  thanks  for  a very  agreeable  entertainment  yc.u 
jud  now  gave  me.  I have  accidentally  met  with  your 
Rape  of  the  Lock  here,-  having  never  feen  it  before^ 
Style,  painting,  judgment,  fpirit,  I had  already  admi- 
red in  other  of  your  writings ; but  in  this  I am  charm’d 
with  the  magick  of  your  invention,  with  all  thofe  ima- 
ges, allufions,  and  inexplicable  .beauties,  which  you 
raife  fo  furprifmgly,  and  at  the  fame  time  fo  naturally 
out  of  a trifle.  And  yet  I cannot  fay  that  I was  mol^^ 
pleas’d  with  the  reading  of  it,  than  I am  with  the  pre- 
text it  gives  me  to  renew  in  your  thoughts,  the  re- 
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niembrance  of  one  who  values  no  happinefs  beyond  tlic 
friendlhip  of  men  of  wit,  learning,  and  good-nature. 

I remember  to  have  heard  you  mention  fome  half- 
form’d  defign  of  coming  to  Italy.  What  might  we 
not  expedl  from  a mufe  that  fmgs  fo  well  in  the  bleak 
climate  of  England,  if  die  felt  the  fame  warm  fun, 
and  breathed  the  fame  air,  with  Virgil  and  Horace  ? 

There  are  here  an  incredible  number  of  Poets,  that 
have  all  the  inclination,  but  want  the  genius,  or  per- 
haps the  art,  of  the  Ancients.  Some  among  them, 
who  underftand  Englilh,  begin  to  relifh  our  Authors ; 

= and  I am  informed,  that  at  Florence  they  have  tranf- 
lated  Milton  into  Italian  verfe.  If  one  who  knows  Ib 
well  how  to  write  like  the  old  Latin  poets  came 
among  them,  it  would  probably  be  a means  to  retrieve 
them  from  their  cold,  trivial  conceits,  to  an  imitation 
of  their  predeceffors. 

As  merchants,  antiquaries,  men  of  pleafure,  etc. 
have  all  different  views  in  travelling ; I know  not  whe- 
ther  It  might  not  be  worth  a Poet’s  while  to  travel,  in 
order  to  (lore  his  mind  with  ftrong  images  of  Nature.  ' 

Green  fields  and  groves,  flowery  meadows  and  purl- 
ing ftreams,  are  no  where  in  fuch  perfedlion  as  in  Eng- 
and : but  if  you  would  know  lightfome  days,  warm 
uns,  and  blue  fkies,  you  mud  come  to  Italy ; and  to 
maole  a man  to  defcribe  rocks  and  precipices,  it  is 
ibfolutely  neceffary  that  he  pafs  the  Alps. 

You  will  eafily  perceive  that  it  is  felf-interell;  makes 
ne  fo  fond  of  giving  advice  to  one  who  has  no  need  of 
t.  If  you  came  into  thefe  parts  I fhould  fly  to  fee  you. 
am  here  (by  the  favour  of  my  good  friend  the  Dean  . 
>f  St.  Patrick’s)  in  quality  of  Chaplain  to  the  Earl  of 
Peterborough;  who  about  three  months  fmce  left  the 
;reateft  part  of  his  family  in  this  town,  God  knows 
ow  long  we  fhall  flay  here.  I am  Your,  etc. 

VoL.  V.  M 


LETTERS  TO  AND 


3z8 

LETTER  II. 

Mr.  Pope  to  Mr.  J e r v a s in  Ireland. 

"July  9,  1716. 

rp  H 0%  as  you  rightly  remark,  I pay  my  ta)f  but 
once  in  half  a year,  yet  you  fliall  fee  by  tliis  let- 
ter upon  the  neck  of  my  laft,  that  I pay  a doable  tax, 
as  we  non-jurors  ought  to  do.  Your  accjuaintance  on 
this  fide  of  the  fea  are  under  terrible  apprehenfions 
from  your  long  flay  in  Ireland,  that  you  may  grow  too 
polite  for  them ; for  we  think  (fince  the  great  fuccefs 
<jf  fuch  a play  as  the  Non-juror)  that  politenefs  is  gone 
over  the  water.  But  others  are  of  opinion  it  has  been 
longer  among  you,  and  was  introduced  much  about  the 
fame  time  with  Frogs,  and  with  equal  fuccefs.  Poor 
Poetry  ! the  little  that  is  left  of  it  here  longs  to  crofs 
the  feas,  and  leave  Eufden  in  full  and  peaceable  pof- 
felTion  of  the  Britifh  laurel : and  we  begin  to  wilh  you 
had  the  fmging  of  our  poets,  as  well  as  the  croaking  of^^ 
our  frogs,  to  yourfelves,  in  facula  fd'culorum.  It  would 
be  well  in  exchange,  if  Parnelle,  and  two  or  three 
rhore  of  your  Swans  would  come  hither,  efpecially 
that  Swan,  who,  like  a true  modern  one,  does  not 
fmg  at  all.  Dr.  Swift.  I am  (like  the  reft  of  the  world) 
a fufterer  by  his  idlenefs.  Indeed  I hate  that  any  man 
ftiould  be  idle,  while  I muft  tranflate  and  comment ; 
and  I may  the  more  fmcerely  wilh  for  good  poetry 
from  others,  becaufe  \ am  become  a perfon  out  of  thq 
•queftion ; for  a Tranflator  is  no  more  a poet,  titan  a 

Taylor  is  a man. 

You  are,  doubtlefs,  perfuaded  of  the  validity  of  that 
famous  verfe, 

’Tis  Expe^ation  makes  a Blejfing  dear ; ^ 

but  why  would  you  make  your  friends  fonder  of  you 
than  they  are  ? There  is  no  manner  of  need  of  it.  We 
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begin  to  expeft  you  no  more  than  Anti-chrili: ; a man 
that  hath  abfented  himfelf  lb  long  from  his  friends 
ought  to  be  put  into  the  Gazette. 

Every  body  here  has  great  need  of  you.  Many  faces 
have  died  for  want  of  your  pencil,  and  blooming  La- 
dies have  wither’d  in  expeding  your  return.  Even 
Frank  and  Betty  (that  conftant  pair)  jcannot  confole 
themfelves  for  your  abfence;  I fancy  they  will  be 
forced  to  make  their  own  picture  in  a pretty  babe,  be- 
fore you  come  home  : ’twill  be  a noble  fubjea  for  a 
family  piece.  Come  then,  and  having  peopled  Ireland 
vvi:h  a world  of  beautiful  lhadows,  come  to  us,  '"and  fee 
with  that  eye  (which,  like  the  eye  of  the  world,  creates 
beauties  by  looking  on  them),  fee,  I fay,  how  England 
has  alter’d  the  airs  of  all  its  heads  in  your  abfence  : 
and  uith  what  fneaking  city  attitudes  our  moll  cele- 
brated perfonages  appear,  in  the  mere  mortal  works 
of  our  painters. 

Mr.  Fortefcue  is  much  yours;  Gay  commemorates 
you;  and  laftly  (to  climb  by  juft  fteps  and  degrees)  my 
■Lord  Burlington  defires  you  may  be  put  jn  mind  of 
Bim.  His  gardens  flourilh,  his  ftrudlures  rife>,-  his  pic- 
lures  arrive,  and  (what  is  far  more  valuable  than  all) 
ms  own  good  qualities  daily  extend  themfelves  to  all 
ibout  him  ; of  whom  I the  meaneft  (next  to  fome  Ita- 
-ian  Fiddlers,  and  Englifti  Bricklayers)  am  a living 
nftance.  Adieu.  ^ 


letter  hi. 

To  the  Same. 

14,  1716. 

, F I had  not  done  my  utmoft  to  lead  my  life  fo  plea- 
fantly  as  to  forget  aU  misfortunes,  I lhould  tell  you 
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I reckoned  your  abfence  no  fmall  one  ; but  I hope  you 
have  alfo  had  many  good  and  pleafant  reafons  to  for- 
get your  friends  on  this  fide  the  world.  If  a wifh  could 
tranfoort  me  to  you  and  your  prefent  companions,  I 
could  do  the  fame.  Dr.  Swift,  I believe,  is  a very  good 
landlord,  and  a chearful  hoft  at  his  own  table  : I fup- 
pofe  he  has  perfeftly  learnt  himfelf,  what  he  has  taught 
fo  many  others,  rupta  non  infanire  lagena : elfe  he 
would  not  make  a proper  hoft  for  your  humble  fer- 
vant,  who  (you  know)  tho’  he  drinks  a glafs  as  feldom 
as  any  man,  contrives  to  break  one  as  often.  But  ’tis 
a confolation  to  me,  that  I can  do  this,  and  many  other 
enormities,  under  my  own  roof. 

But  that  you  and  I are  upon  equal  terms,  in  all 
friendly  lazinefs,  and  have  taken  an  inviolable  oath  to 
each  other,  always  to  do  what  we  will ; I fliould  re- 
proach you  for  fb  long  a lilence.  The  beft  amends 
you  can  make  for  faying  nothing  to  me  is  by  faying  all 
the  good  you  can  of  me,  which  is,  that  I heartily  love 
and  efteem  the  Dean  and  Dr.  Parnelle. 

Gay  is  yours  and  theirs.  His  fpirit  is  awakened 
very  much  in  the  caufe  of  the  Dean,  which  has  broke 
forth  in  a courageous  couplet  or  two  upon  Sir  Richard 
Blackmore  ; He  has  printed  it  with  his  name  to  it, 
and  bravely  afligns  no  other  reafon,  than  that  the  faid 
I Sir  Richard  has  abufed  Dr.  Swift.  I have  alfo  fuffered 
in  the  like  caufe,  and  fliall  fufter  more  : unlefs  Par- 
nelle fends  me  his  Zoilus  and  Book- worm  (which  the 
Bilhop  of  Clogher,  I hear,  greatly  extols) , it  will  be 
fhortly,  concurrere  Belliwi  atque  Virion — I love  you  all, 
as  much  as  I defpife  moft  wits  in  this  dull  country. 
Ireland  has  turned  the  tables  upon  England ; and  if  I 
have  no  poetical  friend  in  my  own  nation.  I’ll  be  as 
proud  as  Scipio,  and  fay  (fince  I am  reduced  to  Ikm 
and  bone)  Ingrata  patria,  ne  olTa  quidem  habeas. 
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L E T T E R IV. 

To  the  Same. 

N'o'v.  2g,  1716. 

T “ you  have  not  heard  from  me  of  late,  afcribe 
not  to  the  ufual  lazinefs  of  your  correfpondent, 
but  to  a ramble  to  Oxford,  where  your  name  is  men- 
tioned with  honour,  even  in  a land  flowing  with  To- 
ries. I had  the  good  fortune  there  to  be  often  in  the 
converfation  of  Doftor  Clarke : He  entertain’d  me 
with  feveral  drav>ings,  and  particularly  with  the  ori- 
ginal deflgns  of  Inigo  Jones’s  Whitehall.  I there  faw 
and  reverenced  fome  of  your  firft  pieces ; which  future 
painters  are  to  look  upon  as  we  Poets  do  on  the  Culex 
of  Virgil  and  Batrachom.  of  Homer. 

Having  named  this  latter  piece,  give  me  leave  to 
alk  what  is  become  of  Dr.  Parnelle  and  his  frogs  * ? 
Oblitufque  meoruniy  obli^ifcendus  et  illis,  might  be  Ho- 
: race’s  wifli,  but  will  never  be  mine  while  I have  fuch 
meorums  as  Dr.  Parnelle  and  Dr.  Swift.  I hope  the 
Spring  will  reftore  you  to  us,  and  with  you  all  the 
beauties  and  colours  of  nature.  Not  but  I congratulate 
you  on  the  pleafure  you  mull  take  in  being  admir’d 
in  your  own  country,  which  fo  feldom  happens  to 
Prophets  and  P oets : but  in  this  you  have  the  ad- 
' vantage  of  Poets;  you  are  mailer  of  an  art  that  mull 
f profper  and  grew  rich,  as  long  as  people  love,  or  are 
: proud  of  themfelves,  or  their  own  perfons.  However, 
you  have  flay’d  long  enough,  methinks,  to  have 
painted  all  the  numberlefs  Hiflories  of  old  Ogygia. 
If  you  have  begun  to  be  hiflorical,  I recommend  to 
your  hand  the  flory  which  every  pious  Irilhman  ought 
to  begin  with,  that  of  St.  Patrick;  to  the  end  you 

He  trandated  the  Batrachom.  of  Homer,  which  is  printed 
amongft  his  Poems. 
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may  be  obliged  (as  Dr.  P.  was,  when  he  tranllated  the 
Batrachomuomachia)  to  tome  into  England,  to  copy 
the  Frogs,  and  fuch  other  vermin  as  were  never  feen 
in  that  land  lince  the  time  of  that  Confeffor. 

I long  to  fee  you  a Hidory  painter.  You  have  al- 
ready done  enough  for  the  private,  do  fometidng  for 
the  publick ; and  be  not  confined,  like  the  reft,  to  draw 
only  fuch  filly  ftories  as  our  own  faces  tell  of  us.  The 
Ancients  too  expetl  you  fhould  do  them  right ; thofe 
Statues  from  which  you  learned  your  beautiful  and  no- 
ble Ideas,  demand  it  as  a piece  of  gratitude  Bom  you* 
to  make  them  truly  known  to  aU  nations,  in  the  ac- 
count .you  intend  to  write  of  their  Charadlers.  1 hope 
you  tliink  more  warmly  than  ever  of  that  defign. 

As  to  your  enquiry  about  your  houfe,  when  I come 
within  the  walls,  they  put  me  in  mind  of  thofe  of  Car- 
tilage, where  your  friend*,  like  the  wandering  Trojan, 

animum  PiSiurd  pafeit  htani. 

For  the  fpacious  manfion,  like  a Tuikilh  Caravanfe- 
rah,  entertains,  the  vagabonds  with  only  bare  lodging. 
I rule  the  family  very  ill,  keep  bad  hours,  and  lend 
out  your  pictures  about  the  town.  See  what  it  is  to 
have  a poet  in  your  houfe  ! Frank  indeed  does  all  he 
can  in  fuch  a.circumftance;  for,  confidering  he  has  a 
wild  bead  in  it,  he  conftantly  keeps  the  door  chain’d : 
Every  time  it  is  open’d,  the  links  rattle,  the  rufty 
hinges  roar.  The  houfe  feems  fo  fenfible  that  you  are 
its  fupport,  that  it  is  ready  to  drop  in  your  abfence  ; 
but  I ftill  truft  myfelf  under  its  roof,  as  depending  that 
Providence  will  preferve  fo  many  Raphael’s,  Titian’s, 
and  Guido’s,  as  are  lodged  in  your  Cabinet.  Surely 
the  fins  of  one  Poet  can  hardly  be  fo  heavy,  as  to 
bring  an  old  houfe  over  the  heads  of  fo  many  paint- 
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ers.  In  a word,  your  houfe  is  falling ; but  what  of 
that  ? I am  only  a lodger  * . 


LETTER  V. 

The  Hon.  Mr.  C r a g g s to  Mr.  Pope. 

Paris,  Sept.  2,  1716. 

T A s T poll  brought  me  the  favour  of  your  letter  of 
the  19th  Aug.  O.  S.  It  would  be  taking  too 
much  upon  me  to  decide,  that  it  was  a wdtty  one ; I 
never  pretend  to  more  judgment  than  to  know  what 
pleafes  me,  and  can  alfure  you,  it  was  a very  agreeable 
one.  The  proof  I can  give  you  of  my  fincerity  in  this 
opinion  is,  that  I hope  and  dehre  you  would  not  flop 
at  this,  but  continue  more  of  them. 

I am  in  a place  where  pleafure  is  continually  flow- 
. ing.  The  princes  fet  the  example,  and  the  fubjedls 
follow  at  a dillance.  The  Ladies  are  of  all  parties  f , 
by  which  means  the  converfaaon  of  the  men  is  very 
mjch  foftened  and  fafluoned  from  thofe  blunt  difputes 
■ on  Politicks,  and  rough  jefts,  we  are  fo  guilty  of 
v/hile  the  freedom  of  the  women  takes  away  all  for- 
mality and  conftraint.  I muft  own,  at  the  fame  time, 

; thefe  beauties  are  a little  too  artihcial  for  my  tafte  : 

' you  have  feen  a French  pidlure,  the  Original  is  more 
• painted,  and  fuch  a cruft  of  powder  and  eflence  in 
' their  hair,  that  you  can  fee  no  difterence  between 
black  and  red.  By  difufing  Stays  and  indulging 
themfelves  at  table,  they  rim  out  of  aft  ^t^ng_jbut  as 
to  that,  they  may  give  a good  reafon,  they^pTerfe.- 
conveniency  to  parade,  and  are,  by  this  means,  as 
ready,  as  they  are  generally  willing,  to  be  charitable^ 

• Alluding  to  the  ftory  of  the  Iriflunan. 

•f  j.  e.  In  all  companies. 
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I am  furpris’d  to  find  I have  wrote  fo  much  fcandal ; 
I fancy  I am  either  fetting  up  for  a wit,  or  imagine  I 
muft  write  in  tliis  ftyle  to  a wit ; I hope  you’ll  prove 
a good-natur’d  one,  and  not  only  let  me  hear  from 
you  fometimes,  but  forgive  the  fmall  encouragement 
you  meet  with.  I won’t  trouble  myfelf  to  finilh  finely ; 
a true  compliment  is  better  than  a good  one,  and  I can 
alTure  you  without  any,  that  I am  very  fmcerely. 

Sir,  Yours,  etc. 


LETTER  VI. 

To  Mr.  Fenton. 

SIR,  May  5. 

j H A D not  omitted  anfwering  yours  of  the  18th  oflafl 
month,  but  out  of  a defire  to  give  you  fome  certain 
and  fatisfaftory  account,  which  way,  and  at  what 
time  you  might  take  your  journey.  I am  ,now  com-  ^ 
miffioned  to  tell  you,  that  Mr.  Craggs  will  expedl  you 
on  the  rifmg  of  the  parliament,  which  wall  be  as  foon 
as  he  can  receive  you  in  the  manner  he  would  receive 
a man  de  Belles  Lettresy  that  is,  in  tranquillity  and  full 
leifure.  I dare  fay  your  way  of  life  (which,  in  my 
tafte,  will  be  the  beft  in  the  world,  and  with  one  of 
the  befi;  men  in  the  world)  mull  prove  highly  to  your 
contentment.  And,  I muft  add,  it  will  be  ftill  the 
more  a joy  to  me,  as  I lhall  reap  a particular  advan-  - ^ 
tage  from  the  good  I lhall  have  done  in  bringing  ycu"'' 
together,  hj'  Seeing  it  in  my  own  neighbowliood.  Mr. 
erraggs  has  taken  a houfe  clofs  by  mine,  w'hither  he 
propofes  to  come  in  three  weeks  : In  the  mean  tim.e  I 
heartily  invite  you  to  live  with  me ; where  a frugal 
and  philofophical  diet,  for  a time,  may  give  you  a 
higher  relilh  of  that  elegant  way  of  life  you  W'ill  enter 
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into  after.  I defire  to  know  by  the  firft  port  how  foon 
I may  hope  for  you. 

1 am  a little  fcandalized  at  your  complaint  that  your 
time  lieo  heavy  on  your  hands,  when  the  Mufes  have 
put  fo  many  good  materials  into  your  head  to  employ 
them.  As  to  your  queftion,  V’hat  I am  doing  ? I an-r 
fwer,  Jud  what  I have  been  doing  fome  years,  my 
duty  ; fecondly,  relieving  myfelf  with  necelfary  amufe- 
ments,  or  exercifes,  which  lliall  ferve  me  indead  of 
phydck  as  long  as  they  can ; thirdly,  reading  till  I am 
tired ; and  ladiy,  writing  when  I have  no  other  thing 
in  the  world  to  do,  or  no  friend  to  entertain  in  com- 
pany. 

My  mother  is,  I thank  God,  the  eafier,  if  not  the 
better,  for  my  cares ; and  I am  the  happier  in  that 
regard,  as  well  as  in  the  confcioufnefs  of  doing  my 
bed.  My  next  felicity  is  in  retaining  the  good  opinion 
of  honed  men,  who  think  me  not  quite  undeferving 
of  it ; and  in  finding  no  injuries  from  others  hurt  me, 
as  long  as  I know  myfelf.  1 will  add  the  fincerity 
with  which  I a6l  towards  ingenuous  and  undefigning 
men,  and  which  makes  me  alw^ays  (even  by  a natural 
bond)  their  friend ; therefore  believe  me  very  adeflioii- 
ately  Your,  etc. 


LETTER  VII. 

Rev.  Dean  Berkley *  *,  to  Mr.  Pope. 

Naples,  OSi.  22,  N.  S.  1717. 

T HAVE  long  had  it  in  my  thoughts  to  trouble  you  with 
a letter,  but  was  difcouraged  for  want  of  fomething 

■ • 

* Afterwards  Bifliop  of  Cloync  in  Ireland,  author  of  the  Dia- . 
iogues  of  Hyias  and  Philonous,  the  Minute  Philofopher,  etc. 
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that  I could  think  worth  fending  fifteen  hundred  miles. 
Italy  is  fuch  an  exhaufted  fubjeft,  that,  1 dare  fay, 
youM  eafily  forgive  my  faying  nothing  of  it ; and  the 
imagination  of  a Poet  is  a thing  fo  nice  and  delicate, 
that  it  is  no  eafy  matter  to  find  out  images  capable  of 
giving  pleafure  to  one  of  the  few,  who  (in  any  age) 
have  come  up  to  that  charadler.  I am  neverthelefs 
lately  returned  from  an  ifland,  where  I paffed  three  or 
four  months  ; which,  were  it  fet  out  in  its  true  colours, 
might,  methinks,  amufe  you  agreeably  enough  for  a 
minute  or  two.  The  ifland  Inarime  is  an  epitome  of 
the  whole  earth,  containing  within  the  compafs  of 
eighteen  miles,  a wonderful  variety  of  hills,  vales, 
ragged  rocks,  fruitful  plains,  and  barren  mountains, 
all  thrown  together  in  a mofl;  roman  tick  confufion. 
The  air  is  in  the  hotteft  feafon  conftantly  refrelhed  by 
cool  breezes  from  the  fea.  The  vales  produce  excel- 
lent wheat  and  Indian  corn,  but  are  mofdy  covered 
with  vineyards,  intermix’d  with  fruit-trees.  Befides 
the  common  kinds,  as  cherries,  apricots,  peaches,  etc. 
they  produce  oranges,  limes,  almonds,  pomegranates, 
figs,  water-melons,  and  many  other  fruits  unknowm 
to  our  climates,  which  lie  every  where  open  to  the 
paffenger.  The  hills  are  t^e  greater  part  covered  to 
the  top  with  vines,  fom.c  with  chefnut  groves,  . and 
others  with  thickets  of  myrtle  and  lentifcus.  The 
fields  in  the  northern  fide  are  divided  by  hedge-rows 
of  myrtle.  Several  fountains  and  rivulets  add  to  the 
beauty  of  this  landfcape,  which  is  likewife  fet  off  by 
the  variety  of  fome  barren  fpots,  and  naked  rocks. 
But  that  which  crowns  the  fcene  is  a large  mountain, 
rifing  out  of  the  middle  of  the  Ifland  (once  a terrible 
Volcano,  by  the  ancients  called  Mons  Epomeus)  its 
lower  parts  are  adonied  with  vines,  and  other  fruits ; 
the  middle  affords  pafture  to  flocks  of  goats  and  fh'eep ; 
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and  the  top  is  a fandy  pointed  rock,  from  which  you 
-have  the  fined  profpert  in  the  World,  fnrveying  at  one? 
view,  befides  feveral  pleafant  iflands  lying'  at  your  feet/ 
a traft  of  Italy  about  three  hundred  miles  in  lengthy 
from  the  promontory  of  Antium  to  the  cape  of  Palinu- 
rus  : the  greater  part  of  which  hath  been  fung  by  Ho- 
mer and  Virgil,  as  making  a confiderable  part  of  the 
travels  and  adventures  of  their  two  Heroes.  The 
i 'lands  Caprea,  Prochyta,  and  Parthenope,  together 
with  Cajeta,  CpmE,  Monte  Mifeno,  the  habitations 
of  Circe,  the  Syrens,  and  the  L^flrigones,  the  bay  of 
Naples,  the  promontory  of  Minerva,  and  the  whole 
Canipagnia  felice,  make  but  a part  of  this  noble  land- 
fcape ; which  would  demand  an  imagination  as  warm, 
and  numbers  as  flowing,  as  your  own,  to  deferibe  it. 
The  inhabitants  of  this  delicious  ifle,  as  they  are  with- 
out riches  and  honours,  fo  are  they  without  the  vices 
and  follies  that  attend  them ; and  were  they  but  as 
much  ftrangers  to  revenge,  as  they  are  to  avarice  and 
ambition,  they  might  in  fadt  anfwer  the  poetical  no- 
tions of  the  golden  age.  But  they  have  got,  as  an 
alloy  to  their  happinefs,  an  ill  habit  of  murdering  one 
another  on  fught  offences.  We  had  an  inflance  of 
this  the  fecond  night  after  our  arrival,  a youth  of 
eighteen  being  fhot  dead  by  our  door  : and  yet  by  the 
foie  fecret  of  minding  our  own  bufinefs,  we  found  a 
means  of  living  fecurely  among  thofc  dangerous  peo- 
ple. Would  you  know  how  v/e  pafs  the  time  at  Na- 
ples ? Our  chief  entertainment  is  the  devotion  of  oar 
neighbours  ; befides  the  ’ gaiety,  of  their  Churches 
(where  folks  go  to  fee  what  they  call  una  hella  De<vo- 
tione,  i.  e.  a fort  of  religious  Opera),  they  make  fi'c- 
works  almoft  every  week,  out  cf  devotion ; the  flrCets 
are  often  hung  with  arras*,  out  of  devotion  ; and  (wliat 
is  ftill  more  ftrangc)  the  ladies  invite  gentlemen  to 
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their  houfes  treat  them  with  mufick  and  fweetmeats^ 
out  of  devotion ; in  a word,  were  it  not  for  this  devo- 
tion of  its  inhabitants,  Naples  would  have  little  elfe 
to  recommend  it,  befide  the  air  and  fituation.  Learn- 
ing is  in  ito  very  thriving  ftate  here,  as  indeed  no 
where  elfe  in  Italy ; however,  among  many  pretenders, 
fome  men  of  tade  are  to  be  met  with.  A friend  of 
mine  told  me  not  long  iince,  that  being  to  vilit  Salvini 
at  Florence,  he  found  him  reading  your  Homer : he 
liked  the  notes  extremely,  and  could  find  no  other  fault 
with  the  verfion,  but  that  he  thought  it  approached  too 
near  a paraphrafej  which  fhews  him  not  to  be  fuffi- 
ciently  acquainted  with  our  language.  I wifh  you 
health  to  go  on  with  that  noble  work,  and  when  you 
have  that,  I need  not  wifh  you  fuccefs.  You  will  do 
me  the  juftice  to  believe,  that  whatever  relates  to  your 
welfare  is  fincerely  wifhed  by 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER  VIII. 

Mr.  Pope  to  * * *, 

Dec.  12,  1718. 

THH  old  projeft  of  a Window  in  the  bofom,  to  ren- 
der the  Soul  of  man  vifible,  is  what  every  honed 
friend  has  manifold  reafon  to  wifh  for ; yet  even  that 
would  not  do  in  our  cafe  while  you  are  fo  far  feparated. 
from  me,  and  fo  long.  I begin  to  fear  you’ll  die  in 
Ireland,  and  that  Denunciation  will  be  fulfilled  upon 
you,  Hibernus  es,  et  in  Hiberniam  reverteris.  I fhould 
be  apt  to  think  you  in  Sancho’s  cafe;  fome  Duke  has 
made  you  Governor  of  an  ifland,  or  wet  place,  and  , 
you  are  adminiderihg  laws  to  the  wild  Irifh.  But  I mud  - 
own,  when  you  talk  of  Building  and  Planting,  you 
touch  my  dring ; and  I am  as  apt  to  pardon  you,  as- 
the  fellow  that  thought  himfelf  Jupiter,  would  have 
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pardon’d  the  other  madman  who  call’d  himfelf  his  bro- 
ther Neptune.  Alas,  Sir,  do  you  know  whom  you 
talk  to  ? one  that  has  been  a Poet,  was  degraded  to  a 
Tranllator,  and  at  laft,  thro’  mere  dulnefs,  is  turned 
an  Architedl.  You  know  Martial’s  cenfure,  Praconem 
facito  ‘-ucl  AfchitcBum.  However,  I have  one  way  left, 
to  plan,  to  elevate,  and  to  furprife  (as  Bays  fays)  ; the 
next  news  you  may  exped  to  hear,  is  that  I am  in  debt. 

The  hiliory  of  my  tranfplantation  and  fettlement 
which  you  defire,  would  require  a volume,  were  I to 
enumerate  the  many  projeds,  difficulties,  viciffitudes, 
and  various  fates,  attending  that  important  part  of  my 
life ; much  more  fliould  I defcribe  the  many  Drauo-hts 
Elevations,  Profiles,  Perfpedives,  etc.  of  every  Palace 
and  Garden  propos’d,  intended,  and  happily  raifed,  by 
the  ftrength  of  that  faculty  wherein  all  great  Geniufes 
excel.  Imagination.  At  laft,  the  Gods  and  Fate  have 
fix’d  me  on  the  borders  of  the  Thames,  in  the  difirids 
of  Richmond  and  Twickenham  : It  is  here  I have 
paired  an  entire  year  of  my  life,  without  any  fix’d  abode 
in  London,  or  more  than  calling  a tranfitory  glance 
(for  a day  or  two  at  mofi;  in  a month)  on  the  pomps 
of  the  Town.  It  is  here  I hope  to  receive  you.  Sir 
returned  from  eternizing  the  Ireland  of  this  age.  For 
you  my  ftrudures  rife ; for  you  my  Colonades  extend 
their  wings ; for  you  my  groves  afpire,  and  rofes  bloom. . 
And,  to  fay  truth,  I hope  pofierity  (which,  no  doubt,^ 
will  be  made  acquainted  with  all  thefe  things)  will 
look  upon  it  as  one  of  the  principal  motives  of  my 
Archiccdure,  that  it  was  a manfion  prepar’d  to  receive 
you,  againll  your  own  Ihould  fall  to  dull,  which  is  de- 
iHn’d  to  be  the  tomb  of  poor  Frank  and  Betty,  and  the 
immortal  monument  of  the  fidelity  of  two  fuch  Ser- 
vants, who  have  exccll’d  in  conflancy  the  very  Rats  of 
your  family. 
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What  more  can  I tell  you  of  myfelf  ? fo  much,  and 
yet  all  put  together  fo  little,  that  1 fcarce  care  or  know 
how  to  do  it.  But  the  very  reafons  that  are  againft 
putting  it  upon  paper,  are  as  ftrong  for  telling  it  you 
in  perfon ; and  1 am  uneafy  to  be  fo  long  denied  the 
fatisfaftion  of  it. 

At  prefent  I conlider  you  bound  in  by  the  Irifh  Sea„ 
like  the  ghofts  in  Virgil, 

Trijii  palus  in  amah  His  unda 
Alligat,  et  no'vies  Styx  circumfuja  ccercet ! y 

and  I can’t  exprefs  how  I long  to  renew  our  old  inter- 
courfe  and  converfation,  our  morning  conferences  in 
bed  in  the  fame  room,  our  evening  walks  in  the  park,, 
our  amufing  voyages  on  the  water,  our  philofoplucal 
fuppers,  our  leflures,  our  differ  rations,  our  gravities, 
our  reveries,  our  fooleries,  or  what  not  ?— This  awa-’' 
kens  the  memory  of  fome  of  thofe  who  have  made  a' 
part  in  all  thcfe.  Poor  Parnelle,  Garth,  Rowe  ! You\ 
juftly  reprove  me  for  not  fpeaking  of  the  death  of  the' 
laft : Parnelle  was  too  much  in  my  mind,  to  whole ^ 
memory  .1  am  eredling  the  beft  Monument  1 can.  What 
he  gave  me  to  publilh  was  but  a fmall  part  of  what  he 
left  behind  him ; but  k was  the  beft,  and  I will  nor 
make  itworfe  by  enlarging  it.  I’d  fain  know  if  he  be^j 
buried  at  Ciiefter,  or  Dublin ; and  what  care  has  been,'| 
or  is  to  be  taken  for  his  Monument,  &c.  Yet  I have 
not  neglefted  my  devoirs  to  Mr.  Rowe  ; I am  writing 
this  very  day  his  epitaph  for  Weftminfter- Abbey.— 
After  thefe,  the  beft  natur’d  of  men.  Sir  Samuel  Garth, 
has  left  me  in  the  trueft  concern  for  his  lofs.  His 
death  was  very  heroical,  and  yet  unaffected  enough  t« 
have  made  a faint  or  a philofopher  famous.  But  ill* 
tongues,  and  worfe  hearts,  have  branded  even  his  laft' 
moments,  as  wrongfully  as  they  did  his  liie,  with  Ir- 
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religion.  You  mull  have  heard  many  tales  on  this 
fubjed  ; but  if  ever  there  was  a good  Chriftian,  without 
Knowing  himfelf  to  be  fo,  it  was  Dr.  Garth. 

Your,  etc. 


L E T T E R IX. 

To  Mr.  * * * #, 

17. 

H E gaiety  of  your  letter  proves  you  not  fo  Eu- 
dious  of  Wealth  as  many  of  your  profeifion  are, 
fince  you  can  derive  matter  of  mirth  from  want  of  bu- 
fmefs.  You  are  none  of  thofe  Lawyers  who  deferve 
;he  motto  of  the  devil.  Circuit  queer ens  quern  dex>oret. 
But  your  Circuit  will  at  leafl:  procure  you  one  of  the 
created  of  temporal  bleifings.  Health.  What  an  ad- 
vantageous circumdance  is  it,  for  one  that  loves  ram- 
bling fo  well,  to  be  a grave  and  reputable  rambler  ? 
vhile  (like  your  fellow  Circuiteer,  the  Sun)  you  travel 
he  round  of  the  earth,  and  behold  all  the  iniquities 
inder  the  heavens  ? Y ou  are  much  a fuperior  genius 
:o  me  in  rambling;  you,  like  a Pigeon  (to  which  I 
vould  fooner  compare  a Lawyer  than  to  a Hawk) , can 
ly  fome  hundred  leagues  at  a pitch;  1,  like  a poor 
fquirrel,  am  continually  in  motion  indeed,  but  it  is 
about  a cage  of  three  foot : my  little  excurfions  are 
>ut  like  thofe  of  a fhop-keeper,  who  walks  every  day 
. mile  or  two  before  his  own  door,  but  minds  his  bu- 
inefs  all  the  while.  Your  letter  of  the  caufe  lately 
)wfore  you,  I could  not  but  communicate  to  fome  la- 
Ues  of  your  acquaintance.  I am  of  opinion,  if  you 
•ontinued  a correfpondence  of  the  fame  fort  during  a 
vhole  Circuit,  it  could  not  fail  to  pleafe  the  fex,  bet- 
er  than  half  the  novels  they  read ; there  would  be  in 
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them  what  they  love  above  all  tilings,  a moft  happy 
union  of  Truth  and  Scandal.  I allure  you  tlie  Bath 
affords  nothing  equal  to  it : it  is  on  the  contrary  full 
of  gra<ve  and  fad  men,  Mr.  Baron  S-.  Lord  Chief  Juftice 
A.  Judge  P.  and  Counfellor  B.  who  has  a large  pimple 
on  the  tip  of  his  nofe,  but  thinks  it  inconfiHent  vviih 
his  gravity  to  wear  a patch,  notwkhffanding  the  pre- 
cedent of  an  eminent  judge.  I am,  dear  Sir, 

Vour,  etc. 


LETTER  X. 

' To  the  Earl  of  Burlington. 

M Y L o R D , 

T F your  Mare  could  fpeak,  Ihe  would  give  an  account 
of  what  extraordinary  company  flie  had  on  the  road ; 
which  fmce  flie  cannot  do,  I will.  ■ 

It  was  the  enterpridng  Mr.  Lintot,  the  redoubtable 
rival  of  Mr.  Tonfon,  who,  mounted  on  a ffone-horfe. 
(no  difagreeable  companion  to  your  Lordlhip’s  mare), 
overtook  me  in  Windfor-foreft.  He  faid,  he  heard  I 
defign’d  for  Oxford,  the  feat  of  the  Mufes,  and  would 
as  my  bookfeller,  by  all  means,  accompany  me  thither. ' 

I alk’d  him  where  he  got  his  horfe  ? He  anfwer’d, 
he  got  it  of  his  Publilher  : “ For  that  rogue  my  Printer 
(faid  he)  difappointed  me : 1 hoped  to  put  him  in 
“ good  humour  by  a treat  at  the  tavern,  of  a brown 
‘‘  fricaffee  of  rabbits,  which  coff  two  fhillings,  with 
two  quarts  of  wine,  befides  my  converfation.  I 
thought  myfelf  cockfure  of  his  horfe,  which  he  rea- 
“ dily  promis’d  me,  but  faid  that  Mr.  Tonfon  had  jaff 
« fuch  another  defign  of  going  to  Cambridge,  experi- 
«(  ing  there  the  copy  of  a new  kind  of  Horace  from 
<<  , and  if  Mr.  Tonfon  went,  he  was  pre- 
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engaged  to  attend  him,  being  to  have  the  printing 
of  the  faid  copy. 

So  in  fhort,  I borrow’d  this  ftone-horfe  of  my  Pub- 
lifher,  which  he  had  of  Mr.  OldmLvon  for  a debt  j 
he  lent  me  too  the  pretty  boy  you  fee  after  me  : he 
“ was  a fmutty  dog  yefterday,  and  coft  me  near  two 
“ hours  to  waih  the  ink  olf  liis  face ; but  the  Devil  is 
‘‘  a fair  condition’d  Devil,  and  very  forward  in  his 
“ Catechife  : if  you  have  any  more  bags,  he  lhall 
“ carry  them.” 

I thought  Mr.  Lintot’s  civility  not  to  be  neglefted, 
fo  gave  the  boy  a fraall  bag,  containing  three  Ihirts 
and  an  Elzevir  Virgil ; and  mounting  in  an  inftant  pro- 
ceeded on  the  road,  with  my  man  before,  my  courteous 
ilationer  befide,  and  the  aforefaid  devil  behind. 

Mr.  Lintot  began  in  this  manner : Now  damn 

them  ! what  if  they  Ihould  put  it  into  the  news- 
**  paper,  how  you  and  I went  together  to  Oxford  ? 
what  would  J care  ? If  I fhould  go  down  into  Suf- 
fex,  they  would  fay  I was  gone  to  the  Speaker. 
But  what  of  that  ? If  my  fon  were  but  big  enough  to 
**  go  on  with  the  bufinefs,  by  G — d I would  keep  as 
good  company  as  old  Jacob.” 

Hereupon  I inquir’d  of  his  fon.  The  lad  (fays 
“ he)  has  fine  parts,  but  is  fomewhat  fickly,  much  as 
you  are — I fpare  for  nothing  in  his  education  at 
Weftminfter.  Pray  don’t  you  think  Weftminfter  to 
“ be  the  befl;  fchool  in  England  ? moil  of  the  late 
Miniftry  came  out  of  it,  fo  did  many  of  this  Mi- 
niftry ; I hope  the  hey  will  make  his  fortune.” 

Don’t  you  defign  to  let  him  pafs  a year  at  Oxford  ? 
“ To  what  purpofe  ? (faid  he;)  the  Univerfities  do  but 
make  Pedants,  and  I intend  to  breed  him  a man  of 
“ bufinefs.” 
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As  Mr.  Lintot  was  talking,  I obferv’d  he  fat  uneafy 
on  his  faddle,  for  which  1 exprefled  fome  folicitude  : 
Nothing,  fays  he,  I can  bear  it  well  erwugh  ; but  fmce 
we  have  the  day  before  ns,  methinks  it  would  be  very 
plealant  for  you  to  reft  a-while  under  the  woods.  When 
we  were  alighted,  “ See  here,  what  a mighty  pretty 
“ Horace  I have  in  my  pocket ! what  if  you  amus’d 
“ yourfelf  in  turning  an  ode,  till  we  mount  again  ? 

Lord ! if  you  pleas’d,  what  a clever  Mifcellany 
“ might  you  make  at  leifure  hours.”  Perhaps  I may, 
faid  I,  if  we  ride  on  ; tlie  motion  is  an  aid  to  my 
fancy,  a round  trot  very  much  awakens  my  Ipirits : 
tlien  jog  on  apace,  and  I’ll  think  as  hard  as  I can. 

Silence  enfued  for  a full  hour ; after  which  Mr» 
Lintot  lugg’d  the  reins,  ftopp’d  ftiort,  and  broke  out, 
“ Well,  Sir,  how  far  haVe  you  gone?”  I anfwer’d. 
Seven  mUes.  “ Z- — ds.  Sir  (faid  Lintot),  I thought 
you  had  done  leven  ftanzas.  Oldlvv'orth,  in  a ram- 
ble  round  Wimbledon -hdl,  would  tranftate  a whole 
ode  in  half  this  time.  I’ll  fay  that  for  Oldfworth 
(tho’  I loft  by  his  Timothy’s),  he  tranftates  an  ode  oft 
Elorace  the  quickeft  of  any  man  in  England.  I re- 
member  Dr.  King  would  write  verfes  in  a tavern 
“ three  hours  after  he  could  not  fpeak  : and  there’s 
“ Sir  Richard,  in  that  rumbling  old  chariot  of  his,, 
between  Fleetditch  and  St.  Giles’s  pound,  ftiall  make 
you  half  a Job.” 

Pray,  Mr.  Lintot  (faid  I), now  you  talk  of  Tranfta- 
tors,  what  is  your  method  of  managing  them  ? “ Sir 
(reply’d  he),  thofe  are  the  faddeft  pack  of  rogues  in 
the  world : in  a hungry  fit,  they’ll  fwear  they  un- 
derftand  all  the  languages  in  the  univerfe  ; I have 
“ known  one  of  them  take  down  a Greek  book  upon 
**  my  counter,  and  cry.  Ay,  this  is  Hebrew,  I muft 
“ read  it  from  the  latter  end.  By  G — d I can  never 
**  be  fure  in  thefe  fellows,  for  I neither  underftand- 
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“ Greek,  Latin,  French,  nor  Italian  myfelf.  But  this 
“ is  my  way ; I agree  with  them-  for  ten  (hillings  per 
ilieet,  with  a provifo,  that  I will  have  their  doings 
‘ correiSled  by  whom  I pleafe  ; fo  by  one  or  other  they 
‘ are  led  at  lall  to  the  true  fcnfe  of  an  author  ; ■ my 
judgment  giving  the  negative  to  all  my  tranflators.” 
But  how  are  you  fecure  thofe  correftors  may  not  impofe 
upon  you  ? “ Why,  I get  any  civil  gentleman  (efpe- 
daily  an)^ Scotchman)  that  comes  into  my  fliop,  to 
read  the  original  to  me  in  Englilh ; by  this  I know 
whether  my  hrll  tranllator  be  deficient,  and  whether 
“ my  corredor  merits  his  money  or  not. 

I’ll  tell  you  what  happened  to  me  lall  month  : I 
bargain’d  with  S*  for  a new  verfion  of  Lucretius  to 
“ publifh  againft  Tonfon’s  ; agreeing  to  pay  the  author 
“ fo  many  (hillings  at  his  producing  fo  many  lines. 
“ He  made  a great  progrefs  in  a very  fhort  time,  and 
“ I gave  it  to  the  corredor  to  compare  with  the  Latin  ; 

but  he  went  diredly  to  Creech’s  tranllation,  and 
“ found  it  the  fame  word  for  word,  all  but  the  firfi: 
“ page.  Now,  v/hat  d’ye  think  I did  ? I arrefted  the 
“ tranflator  for  a cheat ; nay,  and  I ftopt  the  correc- 
**  tor’s  pay  too,  upon  this  proof  that  he  had  made  ufe 
“ of  Creech  inftead  of  the  original.” 

Pray  tell  me  next  how  you  deal  with  the  Criticks  ? 
Sir  (faid  he),  nothing  more  eafy.  I can  filence  the 
“ moft  formidable  of  them  : the  rich  ones  for  a fheet 
“ a-piece  of  the  blotted  manufcript,  which  cofts  me 
“ nothing ; they’ll  go  about  with  it  to  their  acquaint- 
ance,  and  pretend  they  had  it  from  the  author,  who 
fubmitted  to  their  corredion  : this  has  given  fome 
**  of  them  fuch  an  air,  that  in  time  they  come  to  be 
confulted  with,  and  dedicated  to  as  the  top  Criticks 
“ of  the  town. — As  for  the  poor  Criticks,  I’ll  give  you 
“ one  inllancc  of  my  management,  by  which  you  may 
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“ guefs  at  the  reft.  A lean  man,  that  look’d  like  a 
very  good  fcholar,  came  to  me  t’other  day ; he  turn’d 
‘‘  over  your  Homer,  ftiook  his  head,  flirugg’d  up  h',5 
flioulders,  and  pilh’d  at  every  line  of  it ; One  would 
wonder  (fays  he)  at  the  ftrange  prcfumption  of  fome 
men ; Homer  is  no  fuch  eafy  talk,  that  every  ftrip- 
**  ling,  every  verlifier — He  was  going  on,  when  my 
“ wife  call’d  to  dinner  : Sir,  faid  I,  will  you  pleafe  to 
eat  a piece  of  beef  with  me  ? Mr.  Lintot,  faid  he, 
I am  forry  you  Ihould  be  at  the  expence  of  this  great 
“ book,  I am  really  concern’d  on  your  account — Sir, 
I am  much  oblig’d  to  you  : if  you  can  dine  upon  a 
piece  of  beef,  together  with  a flice  of  pudding — Mr. 
**  Lintot,  I do  not  fay  but  Mr.  Pope,  if  he  would 
condefcend  to  advife  with  men  of  learning — Sir,  the 
pudding  is  upon  the  table,  if  you  pleafe  to  go  in  — 
My  critick  complies,  he  comes  to  a tafte  of  your 
poetry,  and  tells  me  in  the  fame  breath,  that  the 
book  is  commendable,  and  the  pudding  excellent. 

Now,  Sir  (concluded  Mr.  Lintot),  in  return  to  the 
**  franknefs  I have  Ihewn,  pray  tell  me.  Is  it  the  opi- 
nion  of  your  friends  at  court  that  my  Lord  LanE- 
down  will  be  brought  to  the  bar  or  not?”  I told 
him,  I heard  he  would  not,  and  I hop’d  it,  my  Lord 
being  one  I had  particular  obligations  to.  That  may 
be  (reply ’d  Mr.  Lintot),  but  by  G — d if  he  is  not, 
**  I fhall  lofe  the  printing  of  a very  good  Trial.” 

Thefe,  my  Lord,  are  a few  traits  by  wliich  you  may 
difcern  the  genius  of  Mr.  Lintot,  which  I have  chofen 
for  the  fubjech  of  a letter.  I dropt  him  as  foon  as  I 
got  to  Oxford,  and  paid  a vifit  to  my  Lord  Carleton 
at  Middleton. 

The  converfations  I enjoy  here  are  not  to  be  preju- 
diced by  my  pen,  and  the  pleafures  from  them  only  to 
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3C  equaird  when  I meet  your  Lordfaip.  I hope  in  a 
few  days  to  call:  inyfelf  from  your  horfe  at  your  feet. 

I am,  etc. 


L E T T E R XL 

To  the  Duke  of  Buckingham. 

(In  anfwer  to  a Letter  in  which  he  inclofcd  the  Defcrlption  of 
Buckingham-houfe,  written  by  him  to  the  D.  of  Sh.) 

[ p L I N Y was  one  of  thofe  few  authors  who  had  a 
^ warm  houfc  over  his  head,  nay  two  houfes,  as  ap- 
' pears  by  two  of  his  epiftles.  I believe,  if  any  of  his 
contemporary  authors  durft  have  inform’d  the  publick 
where  they  lodged,  we  Ihould  have  found  the  garrets 
■ af  Rome  as  well  inliabited  as  thofe  of  Fleet-ilreet ; but 
’tis  dangerous  to  let  creditors  into,  fuch  a fecret,  there- 
fore we  may  prefume  that  then,  as  well  as  now-a-days, 
nobody  knew  where  they  lived  but  their  bookfellers. 

It  feems,  that  when  Virgil  came  to  Rome,  he  had  no 
lod'zine  at  all ; he  firft  introduc’d  liimfelf  to  Auguftus 
:by  an  epigram,  beginning  NoSie  pluit  — an  obfer- 
. vation  which  probably  he  had  not  made,  unlefs  he  had 
Im  all  night  in  the  ilreet. 

Where  Juvenal  lived  we  cannot  affirm  ; but  in  one  of 
•his  fatires  he  complains  of  the  exceffive  price  of  lodg- 
: ings ; neither  do  I believe  he  would  have  talk’d  fo 
r feelingly  of  Codrus’s  bed,  if  there  had  been  room  for. 
2 a bedfellow  in  it. 

I believe,  with  all  the  cllentation  of  Pliny,  he  would 
J^have  been  glad  to  Lave  changed  both  his  houfes  for 
‘ your  Grace’s  one ; which  is  a country-houfe  in  the 
fummer,  and  a town-houfe  in  the -winter,  and  mull  be 
r owned  to  be  the  properek  habitation  for  a wife  man. 
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who  fees  all  the  world  change  every  feafon  without 
ever  changing  himfelf. 

I have  been  reading  the  defcription  of  Pliny’s  houfe 
with  an  eye  to  yours,  but  finding  they  will  bear  no 
comparifon,  will  try  if  it  can  be  match’d  by  the  large 
country -feat  I inhabit  at  prefent,  and  fee  what  figure 
it  may  make  by  the  help  of  a florid  defcription. 

Y ou  mull  expedl  nothing  regular  in  my  defcription, 
any  more  than  in  the  houfe ; the  whole  vail  edifice  is 
fo  disjointed,  and  the  feveral  parts  of  it  fo  detach’d  one 
from  the  other,  and  yet  fo  joining  again,  one  cannot 
tell  how,  that,  in  one  of  my  poetical  fits,  I imagined 
it  had  been  a village  in  Amphion’s  time,  where  the 
cottages,  having  taken  a country-dance  together,  had 
been  all  out,  and  flood  flone-flill  with  amazement  ever 
fince. 

You  mufl  excufe  me,  if  I fay  nothing  of  the  Front; 
indeed  I don’t  know  which  it  is.  A flranger  would  be 
grievoufly  difappointed,  who  endeavour’d  to  get  into 
the  houfe  the  right  way.  One  would  reafonably  expeft 
after  the  entry  through  the  porch  to  be  let  into  the 
hall : alas,  nothing  lefs ! you  find  yourfelf  in  the  houfe 
of  'office.  From  the  parlour  you  think  to  flep  into  the 
drawing-room,  but  upon  opening  the  iron-nail’d  door, 
you  are  convinc’d  by  a flight  of  birds  about  your  ears, 
and  a cloud  of  dull  in  your  eyes,  that  it  is  the  Pigeon- 
houfe.  If  you  come  into  the  chapel,  you  find  its  altars 
like  thofe  of  the  ancients,  continually  fmoking,  but  it 
is  with  the  fleams  of  the  adjoining  kitchen. 

The  great  hall  within  is  high  and  fpacious,  flank’d 
on  cne'fide  with  a very  long  table,  a true  image  of 
ancient  hofpitality  u the  walls  are  all  over  ornamented 
with  monifpous  horns  of 'animal^i  about  twenty  broken' 
pikes,  ten  or  a dozen  blunderbufles,  and  a rufly  match-i 
lock  mufquet  or  two,  which  we  were  inform’d  had 
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lerved  in  the  civil  wars,  tiere  is  one  vail  arch’d  win- 
dow beautifully  darken’d  with  divers  fcutcheons  of 
painted  glafs : one  Ihining  pane  in  particular  bears 
date  1286,  which  alone  preferves  the  memory  of  a 
Knight  whofe  iron  armour  is  long  lince  perilli’d  with 
ruil,  and  whofe  alabafter  nofe  is  moulder’d  from  his’ 
monument.  The  face  of  dame  Eleanor  in  another 
piece  owes  more  to  that  fingle  pane  than  to  all  the 
glades  die  ever  confulted  in  her  life.  After  this,  who 
tan  fay  that  glafs  is  frail,  when  it  is  not  half  fo  frail  as 
human  beauty,  or  glory  ! and  yet  I can’t  but  figh  to 
think  that  the  mod  authentick  record  of  fo  ancient  a 
family  Ihould  lie  at  the  mercy  of  every  infant  who 
fhngs  a done.  In  former  days  there  have  din’d  in  this 
aall  garter’d  Knights,  and  courtly  Dames,  attended 
Dy  ufhers,  fewers,  and  fenefchals  ; and  yet  it  was  but 
ad  night,  that  an  owl  dew  hither,  and  midook  it  for 
i barn. 

This  hall  lets  you  (up  and  down)  over  a very  high 
•hrediold  into  the  great  parlour.  Its  contents  are  a 
oroken-belly’d  virginal,  a couple  of  crippled  velvet 
chairs,  with  two  or  three  milldew’d  pictures  of  moul- 
ly  ancedcrs,  who  look  as  difmally  as  if  they  came 
relh  frcm  hell  with  all  their  brimdone  about  them ; 
;hefe  are  carefully  fet  at  the  farther  corner,  for  the 
vindows  being  every  where  broken,  make  it  fo  con- 
venient a place  to  dry  poppies  and  mudard  feed,  that 
:he  room  is  appropriated  to  that  ufe. 

Next  this  parlour,  as  I faid  before,  lies  the  pigeon- 
loufe,  by  the  dde  of  which  runs  an  entry,  which  lets 
you  on  one  hand  and  t’other  into  a bed-chamber,  a 
aattery,  and  a fmall  hole  call’d  the  chaplain’s  dudy  ; 
;hen  follow  a brew-houfe,  a little  green  and  gilt  par'- 
our,  and  the  great  dairs,  under  wliich  is  the  dairy  ; 

I little  farther  on  the  right  the  fervants  hall,  and  by 
he  fide  of  it  up  fix  deps,  the  old  lady’s  clofet  for  her 
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private  devotions ; whicli  has  a lattice  into  the  hall, 
intended  (as  v.'e  imagine)  that  at  the  fame  time  as  Ihe 
pray’d,  file  might  have  an  eye  on  the  men  and  maids. 
There  are  upon  the  ground  floor  in  all  twenty-fix 
apartments,  among  which  I mull:  not  forget  a chamber 
wliich  has  in  it  a large  antiquity  of  timber,  that  feems 
to  have  been  either  a bedftead,  or  a cyder-prefs. 

The  kitchen  is  built  in  form  of  the  Rotunda,  being 
one  vaft  vaqlt  to  the  top  of  the  houfe ; where  one  aper- 
ture ferves  to  let  out  the  fmoke,  and  let  in  the  light. 
By  the  blacknefs  of  the  walls,  the  circular  fires,  vaft 
cauldrons,  yawning  mouths  of  ovens  and  furnaces,  you 
would  think  it  either  the  forge  of  Vulcan,  the  cave  of 
Polypheme,  or  the  temple  of  Moloch.  The  horror  of 
this  place  has  made  fuch  an  impreffion  on  the  country 
people,  that  they  believe  the  Witches  keep  their  Sab- 
bath here,  and  that  once  a year  the  Devil  treats  them 
with  infernal  venifon,  a roafted  tiger  fluff’d  with  ten- 
penny  nails. 

Above  flairs  we  have  a number  of  rooms : you  never 
pafs  out  of  one  into  another  but  by  the  afeent  or  de- 
feent  of  two  or  three  flairs.  Our  bell  room  is  very  long 
and  low,  of  the  exad  proportion  of  a band-box.  In 
mofl  of  thefe  rooms  tliere  are  hangings  of  the  finell 
work  in  the  world,  that  is  to  fay,  thofe  which  Arachne 
fpins  from  her  own  bowels.  Were  it  not  for  this  only 
furniture,  the  whole  would  be  a miferable  feene  of 
naked  walls,  haw’d  cielings,  broken  windows,  and 
rufty  locks.  The  roof  is  fo  decay’d,  that  after  a fa- 
vourable fhower  we  may  expeft  a crop  of  mufhrooms 
between  the  chinks  of  our  floors.  All  the  doors  are 
as  Ettle  and  low  as  thofe  to  the  cabbins  of  packet-boats. 
Thefe  rooms  have  for  many  years  had  no  other  inha- 
bitants than  certain  rats,  whefe  very  age  renders  them 
worthy  of  this  feat,  for  the  very  rats  of  this  venerable 
houfe  are  grey  : fince  thefe  have  not  yet  quitted  it,  wc 
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Fope  at  leaft  that  this  ancient  manfion  may  not  Fill 
during  tlie  fmall  remnant  thefe  poor  animals  liaise  to 
live,  who  are  now  too  infirm  to  remove  to  another. 
There  is  yet  a fmall  fubfiftence  left  them  in  the  few 
remaining  books  of  the  library. 

We  liad  never  feen  half  what  I have  defcribed,  but 
for  a ftarch’d  grey-headed  Steward,  who  is  as  much  an 
antiquity  as  any  in  this  place,  and  looks  like  an  old 
family  pidure  walk’d  out  of  its  frame.  He  entertain’d 
us  as  we  pafs’d  ftom  room  to  room  with  feveral  rela- 
tions of  the  family  ; but  his  obfervations  were  particu- 
larly cuiious  when  lie  came  to  the  cellar  : he  inform’d 
us  where  flood  the  triple  rows  of  butts  of  fack  and 
where  were  ranged  the  bottles  of  tent,  for  toafts'  in  a 
morning ; he  pointed  to  the  flands  that  fupported  the 
iron-hoop’d  hogflieads  of flrong  beer;  then  fleppW  to 
a corner  he  lugg’d  out  the  tatter’d  fragments  of  an 
u„Wd  Tins  (fays  he,  with  tears)  was  poor 

Sir  Thomas  ! once  mafter  of  all  this  drink.  Ke  had 
two  fons,  poor  young  mafters ! who  never  arrived 
“ to  the  age  of  his  beer they  both  fell  ill  in  this  very 
room,  and  never  went  out  on  their  own  leo-s.”  He 
could  not  pafs  by  a heap  of  broken  bottles  without 
taKing  up  a piece,  to  Ihow  us  the  Arms  of  the  familv 
upon  It.  He  then  led  us  up  the  Toiver  b/ d 'k 
wmding  hone  fteps,  which  landed  us  into  feveii  little 
rooms  one  above  another.  One  of  thefe  was  naU'd  up 
and  our  guide  wlufper’d  to  us  as  a fecret  the  occaf.oi: 

It . It  feems  the  courle  of  this  noble  blood  w.as  a 
Imie  interrupted  about  two  centuries  ago,  by  a frea'- 
the  lady  Frances,  who  was  here  takfn  inhL  S 

ha“  been“‘®'lM°"""® 

Adult  nl!  ^>™ded  with  the  name  of  the 

Adultery-Ch.amber.  The  ghoft  of  lady  Frances  k 

“Ppo  e to  walk  there,  and  fome  prying  maids  of  the 
V 0 L . V . 
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family  report  that  they  have  feen  a lady  in  a fardingale 
through  the  key-hole  ; but  this  matter  is  huftit  up, 
and  the  fervants  are  forbid  to  talk  of  it. 

I mull  needs  have  tired  you  by  this  long  defcription  : 
but  what  engaged  rpe  in  it,  was  a generous  principle 
to  preferve.  the  memory  of  that,  which  itfelf  mull  foon 
fall  into  dull,  nay  perhaps  part  of  it,  before  this  letter 
reaches  your  hands. 

Indeed  v/e  owe  this  old  houfe  the  fame  kind  of  gra- 
titude that  we  do  to  an  old  friend,  who  harbours  us  in 
his  declining  condition,  nay  even  in  his  laft  extremi- 
ties. How  fit  is  this  retreat  for  uninterrupted  ftudy, 
where  no  one  that  palTes  by  can  dream  there  is  an  in- 
habitant, and  even  thofe  who  would  dine  with  us  dare 
not  fray  under  our  roof.  Any  one  that  fees  it  wall  own 
I could  not  have  chofen  a more  likely  place  to  converfe 
with  the  dead  in.  I had  been  mad  indeed  if  I had 
left  your  Grace  for  any  one  but  Homer.  But  when 
I return  to  the  living,  I lhall  have  the  fenfe  to  endea- 
vour to  converfe  with  the  bed  of  them,  and  fliall  taere- 
fove  as  foon  as  poffible  tell  you  in  perfon  how  much  I 

am , etc . 


LETTER  XII. 

The  D.  of  B u c X I N G H A M to  Mr.  Pope. 

-^you  defire  my  opinion  as  to  the  late  difpute  in 
France  concerning  Homer  : And  I think  it  excu- 
fable  (at  an  age,  alas ! of  not  much  pleafure)  to  amufe 
myfelf  a little  in  taking  notice  of  a contrcverfy,  than 
which  nothing  is  at  prefent  more  remarkable  (even  m 
a nation  who  value  themfelves  fo  much  upon  the  Bellei 
Lettres)  both  on  account  of  the  illudrious  fubjeid  of  it; 
and  of  the  two  perfons  engaged  in  the  quarrel. 

The  one  is  extraordinary  in  all  the  Lyrick  kind  o. 
Poetry,  even  in  the  opinion  ot  his  very  adverfimy.  Thi 
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othf*!*  a Lady  (and  of  more  value  for  being  fo)  not  only 
of  great  Learning,  but  with  a Genius  admirably  turn’d 
to  that  fort  of  it  which  moft  becomes  her  Sex,  for  foft- 
nefs,  gentlenefs,  and  promoting  of  virtue;  and  fuch 
'Jis  (one  would  think)  is  not  fo  liable  as  other  parts  of 
icholarlhip,  to  rougii  difputes,  or  violent  animofit)\ 

Yet  it  has  fo  happen’d,  that  no  writers,  even  about 
Divmity  itfelf,  have  been  more  outrageous  or  unchari- 
table than  thefe  two  polite  authors  ; by  fufi'ering  their 
judgments  to  be  a Uttle  warped  (if  I may  ufe  that  ex- 
prelhon)  by  the  heat  of  their  eager  inclinations,  to 
attack  or  defend  fo  great  an  Author  under  debate.  1 
wilh  for  the  fake-of  the  Publick,  which  is  now  fo  well 
entertained  by  their  quarrel,  it  may  not  end  at  lad:  in 
their  agreeing  to  blame  a third  man  who  is  not  fo  pre- 

fumptuous  as  to  cenfure  both,  if  they  lliould  chance  to 
hear  it. 

To  begin  with  matter  of  fadl.  M.  D’Acier  has 
well  judg’d,  that  the  bed  of  all  Poets  certainly  defervM 
a better  tranflation,  at  lead  into  French  profe,  becaufe 
to  fee  it  done  in  verfe  was  defpair’d  of ; I believe  in 
deed  from  a defeft  in  that  language,  incapable  of 
mounting  to,  any  degree  of  excellence  fuitable  to  fo  very 
great  an  undertaking.  ^ 

She  has  not  only  perform’d  this  tad:  as  well  as  profe 
can  do  it  (which  is  indeed  but  as  the  wrong  fide  of 
tapedry  is  able  to  reprefent  the  right  *),  fhe  has  added 
to  It  alfo  many  learned  and  ufeful  annotations.  With 
all  which  die  mod  obligingly  delighted  not  only  her 
own  fex,  but  mod  of  ours,  ignorant  of  the  Greek,  and 
confequcntly  her  adverfary  himfelf,  who  frankly  ac- 
knowledges that  ignorance. 

’Tis  no  wonder  therefore,  if,  in  doing  this,,  (!,A  is 
grown  fo  enamour’d  of  that  unfpeakably  charming 

* A thought  of  Cervantes. 
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Author,  as  to  have  a kind  of  horror  at  the  lead  men- 
tion of  a man  bold  enough  to  blame  him. 

Now  as  to  M.  de  la  Motte,  he  being  already  defer- 
vedly  famous  for  all  forts  of  Lyrick  poetry,  was  fo  far 
introduced  by  her  into  thofe  beauties  of  the  Epick  kind 
(tho’  but  in  that  way  of  tranflation)  as  not  to  refift  the 
pleafure  and  hope  of  reputation,  by  attempting  that  in 
verfe,  which  had  been  applauded  fo  much  for  the  diffi- 
culty of  doing  it  even  in  profe ; knowing  how  this,  well 
executed,  mud  extremely  tranfcend  the  other. 

But,  as  great  Poets  are  a little  apt  to  think  they  hav^c 
an  ancient  right  of  being  excus’d  for  vanity  on  all  oc- 
cadons,  he  was  not  content  to  outdo  M.  D’Acier,  but 
endeavour’d  to  outdo  Homer  himfelf,  and  all  that  ever 
in  any  age  or  nation  went  before  him  in  the  fame  en- 
terprife ; by  leaving  out,  altering,  or  adding  whatever 
he  thought  bed. 

Againd  this  prefumptuous  attempt,  Homer  has  been 
in  all  times  fo  well  defended,  as  not  to  need  my  fmall 
affidance ; yet  I mud  needs  fay,  his  excellencies  are 
fuch,  that  for  their  fakes  he  deferves  a much  gentler 
touch  for  his  feeming  errors.  Thefe  if  M.  de  la  Motte 
had  trandated  as  well  as  the  red,  with  an  apology  for 
having  retained  them  only  out  of  mere  veneration ; 
his  jiTd-rment,  in  my  opinion,  would  have  appear’d 
much  greater  than  by  the  bed  of  his  alterations>  though 
t admit  them  to  be  written  very  finely.  I jom  with 
M.  de  la  Motte  in  wondering  at  fome  odd  things  in 
Homer,  but  ’tis  chiefly  becaufe  of  his  fublime  ones. 
I was  about  to  fay  his  divine  ones,  which  almod  fur- 
prife  me  at  finding  him  any  where  in  the  fallible  con- 
dition of  human  nature. 

And  now  we  are  wondermg,  I am  in  a difficulty  to 
cruefs  what  can  be  the  reafon  of  thefe  exceptions  againd 
Homer,  from  one  who  has  himfelf  tranflated  him,  con- 
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trarv  to  the  general  cuftom  of  tranllators.  Is  there  not 
a little  of  that  in  it  ? I mean  to  be  fingular,  in  getting- 
above  the  title  of  a Tranllator,  tlio’  fufticiently  honour- 
able in  this  cafe.  For  fuch  an  ambition  no  body  has 
lefs  occalion,  than  one  who  is  fo  fine  a Poet  in  other 
■ kinds ; and  who  mull  have  too  much  wit  to  believe, 
any  alteration  of  another  can  entitle  him  to  the  deno- 
mination of  an  Epick  Feet  himfelf : tho’  no  man  in  this 
age  feems  more  capable  of  being  a good  one,  if  the 
French  tongue  would  bear  it.  Yet  in  his  tranflatioii 
he  has  done  too  well,  to  leave  any  doubt  (with  all  his 
faults)  that  her’s  can  be  ever  parallel’d  witli  it. 

Befides,  he  could  not  be  ignorant,  that  finding  faults 
ii  the  moll  cafy  and  vulgar  part  of  a critick;  whereas 
nothing  Ihews  fo  much  I'kill  and  talle  both,  as  the  being 
thoroughly  fenfible  of  the  fublimell  excellencies. 

V'hat  can  we  fay  in  excufe  of  all  this  ? Humanmn  ejl 
mare : Since  as  good  a Poet  as,  I believe,  the  French 
language  is  capable  of,  and  as  fharp  a Critick  as  any 
nation  can  produce,  has  by  too  much  cenfuring  Homer 
fubjedled  a tranllation  to  cenfure,  that  would  have 
otherwile  Hood  the  tell  of  the  feverell  adverfary. 

But  fince  he  would  needs  chufe  that  wrong  way  of 
criticifm,  I wonder  he  mifs’d  a Hone  lb  eafy  to  be 
thrown  againll  Homer,  not  for  his  filling  the  Iliad 
' with  fo  much  llaughter  (for  that  is  to  be  excufed,  fmee 
a War  is  not  capable  of  being  deferibed  without  it) , 
bat  with  fo  many  various  particulars  of  wounds  and 
horror,  as  fliew  the  writer  (I  am  afraid)  fo  delighted 
hat  way  himfelf,  as  not  the  leall  to  doubt  his  reader 
being  fo  ahb.  Like  Spanioletta,  whofe  difmal  pic- 
tures are  the  more  difagreeable  for  being  always  fo  very 
movingly  painted.  Even  Heflor’s  lall  parting  from 
fon  and  Andromache  hardly  makes  us  amends  for 
his  body’s  being  dragg’d  thrice  round  the  town.  M. 
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de  la  Motte  in  his  ftrongell  objeftions  about  that  dir- 
raal  combat,  has  fufficient  caufe  to  blame  his  enraged 
adverfary  ; who  here  gives  an  inftance  that  it  is  im- 
poffible  to  be  violent  without  committing  fome  mif- 
take ; her  paffion  for  Homer  blinding  her  too  much 
to  perceive  the  very  grofleft  of  his  failings.  By  which 
warning  I am  become  a little  more  capable  of  impar- 
tiality, though  in  a difpute  about  that  very  Poet  for 
whom  I have  the  greateft  veneration. 

M.  D’Acier  might  have  conlider’d  a little,  that  what- 
ever were  the  motives  of  M.  de  la  Motte  to  fo  bold  a 
proceeding,  it  could  not  darken  that  fame  which  I am 
fare  Ihe  thinks  fhines  fecurely  even  after  the  vain  at- 
tempts of  Plato  himfelf  againfl;  it : caus’d  only  perhaps 
by  a like  reafon  with  that  of  Madam  D’Acier’s  anger 
againfl;  M.  de  la  Motte,  namely,  the  finding  that  in 
profe  his  genius  (great  as  it  was)  could  not  be  capable 
of  the  fublime  heights  of  poetry,  which  therefore  he 
banilh’d  out  of  his  Commonwealth. 

Nor  were  thefe  cbjeflions  to  Homer  any  more  lef- 
fening  of  her  merit  in  tranflating  him  as  well  as  that 
way  is  capable  of,  viz.  fully,  plainly,  and  elegantly, 
than  the  mofl:  admirable  verfes  can  be  any  dilparage- 
ment  to  as  excellent  profe. 

The  befl:  excufe  for  all  this  violence  is,  its  being  in 
a caufe  which  gives  a kind  of  reputation  even  to  fuffer- 
ing,  notwithftanding.  ever  fo  ill  a management  of  it. 

The  vvorfl:  of  defending  even  Homer  in  fuch  a pa  Hi - 
onate  manner,  is  its  being  more  a proof  of  her  weak- 
nefs,  than  of  his  being  liable  to  none.  For  what  is  it 
can  excufe  Homer  any  more  than  He6lor,  for  flying  at 
the  firft  fight  of  Achilles?  whofe  terrible  alpeft  fure 
needed  not  fuch  an  inexcufable  fright  to  fet  it  off;  and 
methinks  all  that  account  of  Minerva’s  reftoring  his 
dart  to  Achilles,  edmes  a little  too  late,  for  excufing 
Heftor’s  fo  terrible  apprehenfion  at  the  very  firfl:. 
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To  the  Duke  of  Buckingham. 

Sept.  I,  1718. 

j A M mucii  honour’d  by  your  Grace^’s  compliance  with 
my  requelL  in  giving  me  your  opinion  of  the 
French  difpute  concerning  Homer.  And  I lhall  keep 
my  word,  in  fairly  telling  wherein  I difagree  from 
you.  It  is  but  in  two  or  three  very  fmall  points,  not 
fo  much  of  the  dilpute,  as  of  the  parties  concern’d  in 
it.  I cannot  think  quite  fo  highly  of  the  Lady’s 
learning,  tho’  I refpeil  it  very  much.  It  is  great 
complaifance  in  that  polite  nation,  to  allow  her  to  be 
a Critick  of  equal  rank  with  her  hulband.  To  inftance 
no  further,  his  remarks  on  Horace  fiew  more  good 
Senfe,  Penetration,  and  a better  Tafle  of  his  author, 
and  thofe  upon  Aridotle’s  Art  of  Poetry  more  Skill  and 
Science,  than  any  of  her’s  on  any  author  whatever  *, 
In  truth,  they  are  much  more  flight,  dwell  more  in  ge- 
nerals, and  are,  befides,  for  the  moft  part,  lefs  her  own ; 
of  which  her  Remarks  upon  Homer  are  an  example, 
where  Euflathius  is  tranferibed  ten  times  for  once  that 
he  is  quoted.  Nor  is  there  at  all  more  depth  of  learn- 
ing in  thofe  upon  Terence,  Plautus,  or  (where  they 
were  mofl  wanted)  upon  Ariftophanes,  only  tlie  Greek 
fcholia  upon  the  latter  are  feme  of  the  bell:  extant. 

Your  Grace  will  believe  me,  that  I did  not  fearch  to 
And  defects  in  a Lady  ; my  employment  upon  the  Iliad 
forced  me  to  fee  them ; yet  I have  had  fo  much  of  the 
French  complaifance  as  to  conceal  her  thefts;  for 
wherever  I have  found  her  notes  to  be  wholly  ano- 
ther’s (which  is  the  cafe  in  fome  hundreds)  I have 
barely  quoted  the  true  Proprietor  without  obferving 

^ rh:'  is  3 juft  Charader  of  that  excellent  Critick's  w.itings. 
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upon  it.  If  Madam  D’Acier  has  ever  feen  my  ob- 
fervations,  fhe  will  be  fenfible  of  this  condufl,  but 
what  eftedl  it  may  liave  upon  a Lady,  I will  not  an- 
fwer  for. 

In  the  next  place,  as  to  M,  de  la  Motte,  I think 
your  Grace  hardly  does  him  right,  in  fuppoling  he 
could,  have  no  Idea  of  the  beauties  of  Homer’s  Epick 
Poetry,  but  what  he  learn’d  from  Madam  D’Acier’s 
Profe-tranllation.  There  had  been  a very  elegant 
Profe-tranflation  before,  that  of  Monfieur  de  la  Val- 
terie ; fo'  elegant,  that  the  ftyle  of  it  was  evidently 
the  original  and  model  of  the  famous  Telemaque. 
Your  Grace  very  jullLy  animadverts  againft  the  too 
great  difpofition  of  finding  faults  in  the  one,  and  of 
confefling  none  in  the  other.  But  doubtlefs,  as  to 
Violence,  the  Lady  has  infinitely  the  better  of  the 
Gentleman. . Nothing  can  be  more  police,  difpaffion- 
ate,  or  fenfible,  than  M.  de  la  Motte’s  manner  of 
managing  the  difpute  : and  fo  much  as  I fee  your 
Grace  admires  the  beauty  of  his  verfe  (m  which  you 
have  the  fufFrage  too  of  the  Archbifhop  of  Cambray) 
I will  venture  to  fay,  his  profe  is  full  as  good.  I think 
therefore  when  you  fay,  no  difputants  even  in  Divinity 
could  be  more  outrageous  and  uncharitable  tlian  thefe 
two  authors,  you  are  a little  too  hard  uponM.  de  la 
Motte.  Not  but  that  (with  your  Grace)  I doubt  as 
little  of  the  zeal  of  Commentators  as  of  the  zeal 
of  Divines,  and  am  as  ready  to  believe  of  the 
paflions  and  pride  of  mankind  in  general,  that 
(did  but  the  fame  interefts  go  along  with  them) 
they  would  carry  the  learned  world  to  as  violent 
extremes,  animofities,  and  even  perfecutions,  about 
variety  of  opinions  in  Criticifm,  as  ever  they  did 
about  Religion : and  that,  in  defedl  of  Scripture 
to  quarrel  upon,  we  fhould  have  the  French,  Italian,  and 
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Dutch  Commentators  ready  to  burn  one  another  about 
Homer,  \'irgil,  Terence,  and  Horace. 

I do  not  wonder  your  Grace  is  Ihock’d  at  the  flight 
of  Hedtor  upon  the  firfl:  appearance  of  Achilles,  in  the 
twenty-fecond  Iliad.  However  (to  fliew  myfelf  a true 
Commentator,  if  not  a true  Critick)  I will  endeavour 
to  excufe,  if  not  to  defend  it  in  my  Notes  on  that 
book.  And  to  fave  myfelf  what  trouble  I can,  inftead 
of  doing  it  in  tliis  letter,  I will  draw  up  the  fubflance 
of  what  I have  to  fay  for  it  in  a feparate  paper,  which 
ril  fliew  your  Grace  when  next  we  meet.  I will  onlv’' 
delire  you  to  allow  me,  that  Heftor  was  in  an  abfolute 
certainty  of  death,  and  deprefs’d  over  and  above  with 
the  confcience  of  being  in  an  ill  caufe.  If  your  heart 
he  fo  great,  as  not  to  grant  the  firfl:  of  thefe  will  fink 
the  fpirit  of  a Hero,  you’ll  at  lead  be  fo  good,  as  to 
allow  the  fecond  may.  But,  I can  tell  your  Grace,  no 
lefs  a Hero  than  my  Lord  Peterborow,  when  a perfon 
complimented  him  for  never  being  afraid,  made  this 
anfwer ; Sir,  fliew  me  a danger  that  I think  an  iin- 
“ minent  and  real  one,  and  I promife  you  I’ll  be  as 
much  afraid  as  any  of  you.”  , 

I am  your  Grace’s,  etc. 


LETTER  XIY. 

From  Dr.  Are  ut  knot. 

London,  Sept,  7,  1 714. 

JAM  extremely  obliged  to  you  for  taking  notice  of  a 
poor  old  diftrelTed  courtier,  commonly  the  mod 
defpifable  thing  in  the  W'orld.  This  blow  has  fo 
rous’d  Scribkrtis  that  he  has  recover’d  his  fenfes,  and 
thinks  and  talks  like  other  men.  From  being  frolick- 
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feme  and  gay  he  is  turn’d  grave  and  morofe.  His  lu- 
cubrations lie  neglefted  among  old  news-papers,  cafes, 
petitions,  and  abundance  of  unanfwerable  letters.  1 
vvifh  to  God  they  had  been  among  the  papers  of  a noble 
Lord  fealed  tip.  Then  might  Scriblerus  have  pafs’d 
for  the  Pretender,  and  it  v/ould  have  been  a moft  ex- 
cdlent  and  laborious  work  for  the  Flying  Poll  or  fome 
luch  author  to  have  allegoriz’d  all  his  adventures  into 
a plot,  and  found  out  myfteries  fomewhat  like  the 
Key  to  the  Lock.  Martin’s  office  is  now  the  fecond 
door  bn  the  left  hand  in  Dover-ftreet,  where  he  will 
be  glad  to  fee  Dr.  Parnelle,  Mr.  Pope,  and  his  old 
friends,  tO  whom  he  can  ftill  afford  a half  pint  of  cla- 
ret. It  is  with  fome  pleafure  that  he  contemplates  the 
world  ftill  bufy,  and  aU  mankind  at  work,  for  him.  I 
Jiave  feen  a letter  from  Dean  Swift ; he  keeps  up  his 
noble  fpirit,  and  tho’  like  a man  knock’d  down,  you 
may  behold  him  ftill  with  a ftern  countenance,  and 
aiming  a blow  at  his  adverfaries.  I will  add  no  more, 
Jieing  in  hafte,  only  that  I will  never  forgive  you  if 
you  don’t  ufe  my  aforefaid  houfe  in  Dover-ftreet  with 
the  fame  freedom  as  you  did  that  in  St.  James’s;  for 
as  our  friendfliip  was  not  begun  upon  the  relation  of 
a courtier,  fo  I hope  it  will  not  end  v/ith  it.  I will 
always  be  proud  to  be  reckon’d  ainongft  the  number  of 
your  friends  and  humble  fervants. 


LETTER  XV. 

To  Dr.  Arbuthnot. 

"V 

Sepf.  10.  ; 

TAM  glad  your  Travels  delighted  you;  improve  you 
I am  fure  they  could  not ; you  are  not  fo  much  a 
youth  as  that,  tho’  you  run  about  with  a King  of  fix- 
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teen,  and  (what  makes  him  Hill  more  a child)  a King 
of  Frenchmen.  My  own  time  has  been  more  mclan-' 
choly,  fpent  in  an  attendance  upon  death,  which  has 
feized  one  of  our  family : my  mother  is  fomething 
better,  though  at  her  advanced  age  every  day  is  a 
climaclerick.  There  was  joined  to  this  an  indifpolition 
of  my  own,  which  I ought  to  look  upon  as  a flight  one 
compared  with  my  mother’s,  becaufe  my  life  is  not  of 
half  the  confequence  to  any  body  that  her’s  is  to  me. 
All  thefe  incidents  have  hinder’d  my  more  fpeedy  reply 
to  your  obliging  letter. 

The  article  you  inquire  of,  is  of  as  little  concern  to 
me  as  you  deflre  it  fliould  ; namely,  the  railing  papers 
about  the  OdylTey.  If  the  book  has  merit,  it  will  ex- 
tinguifli  all  fuch  nafly  fcandal ; as  the  Sun  puts  an  end 
to  ftinks,  merely  by  coming  out. 

I mfh  I had  nothing  to  trouble  me  more ; an  honefl; 
mind  is  not  in  the  power  of  any  diihonefl;  one.  To 
break  its  peace,  there  muft  be  fome  guilt  or  confeiouf- 
nefs,  which  is  inconfiflent  with  its  own  principles. 
Not  but  malice  and  injuflice  have  their  day,  like  fome 
poor  ftiort-liv’d  vermin  that  die  in  Ihooting  their  own. 
flings.  Falfehood  i§  Folly  (fays  Homer),  and  liars  and 
calumniators  at  laft  hurt  none  but  themfelves,  even  in 
this  world  ; in  the  next,  ’tis  charity  to  fay,  God  have 
mercy  oii  them  ! they  were  the  devil’s  vicegerents 
upon  earth,  who  is  the  father  of  lies,  and,  I fear,,  has 
a right  to  difpofe  of  his  children. 

I’ve  had  an  occafion  to  make  thefe  reflexions  of  late 
mere  juflly  than  from  any  thing  that  concerns  my  wri- 
tings, for  it  is  one  that  concerns  my  morals,  and  (which 
I ought  to  be  as  tender  of  as  my,  own)  the  good  charac- 
ter of  another  very  innocent  perfon,  who  I’m  fure  lhares 
}our  friendfliip  no  lefs  than  I do.  No  creature  has 
better  natural  difpofitions,  or  would  aX  more  rightly  or 
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reafonably  In  every  duty,  did  die  acl  by  herfelf,  or 
from  herfelf ; but  you  know  it  is  the  misfortune  of  that 
family  to  be  governed  like  a fliip,  I mean  the  Head 
guided  by  the  Tail,  and  that  by  every  wind  that  blows 
in  it. 


LETTER  XVI. 

Mr.  Pope  to  the  Earl  of  Oxford. 

My  Lord,  Ot?.  21,  1721. 

Y o u R Lordlhip  may  be  furprifed  at  the  liberty  I 
take  in  writing  to  you : tho’  you  will  allow  me 
always  to  remember,  that  you  once  permitted  me  that 
honour,  in  conjundlion  with  fome  others  who  better 
deferved  it.  I hope  you  will  not  wonder  I am  dill  de-. 
firous  to  have  you  think  me  your  grateful  and  faithful 
fervant ; but,  I own,  I have  an  ambition  yet  farther, 
to  have  others  think  me  fo,  which  is  the  occalion  I 
give  your  Lordfhip  the  trouble  of  this.  Poor  Par- 
nelle,  before  he  died,  left  me  the  charge  of  publifliing 
thefe  few  remains  of  his : I have  a ftrong  defire  to 
make  them,  their  author,  and  their  publilher,  more 
conliderable,  by  addrelfmg  and  dedicating  them  all  to 
you.  There  is  a pleafure  in  bearing  tedimony  to 
truth,  and  a vanity  perhaps,  which  at  lead  is  as  ex- 
cufable  as  any  vanity  can  be.  I beg  you,  my  Lord, 
to  allow  me  to  gratify  it  in  prefixing  this  paper  of  ho' 
ned  werfes  to  the  book.  I fend  the  book  itfelf,  whidi, 
I dare  fay,  you’ll  receive  more  fatisfa£lion  in  perufmg, 
than  you  can  from  any  thing  written  upon  the  fubjeCt 
of  yourfelf.  Therefore  I am  a good  deal  in  doubt, 
-whether  you  will  care  for  fuch  an  addition  to  it.  Ail 
I lhall  fay  for  it  is,  that  ’tis  the  only  dedication  I ever 
writ,  and  diall  be  the  only  one,  whether  you  accept 
of  it  or  not ; for  I will  not  bow  the  knee  to  a lefs  man 
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than  my  Lord  Oxford,  and  I cxpeft  to  fee  no  greater  in 
iny  time.  . 

After  all,  if  your  Lordfliip  will  tell  my  Lord  Harley 
that  I muil  not  do  this,  yon  may  depend  upon  a fup- 
prelhon  of  tliefe  verfes  (the  only  copy  whereof  I fend 
you),  but  you  never  lhall  fupprefs  that  great,  fincerc, 
and  entire  relpefl,  with  which  I am  always. 

My  Lord, 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER  XVII. 

The  Earl  of  Oxford  to  Mr.  Pope. 

SIR,  Brampton-CajHe,  No‘v.  6,  1721. 

j RECEIVE  D your  packet,  which  could  not  but  give  ma 
great  pleafure,  to  fee  you  preferve  an  old  friend  in 
your  memory  for  it  muft  needs  be  very  agreeable  to 
be  remember’d  by  thofe  we  highly  value.  But  tlien 
how  much  lhame  did  it  caufe  me,  when  I read  your 
very  fine  verfes  inclos’d  ? my  mind  reproach’d  me  how 
far  Ihort  I came  of  what  your  great  friendfhip  and  deli- 
cate pen  would  partially  deferibe  me.  You  a/fc  my 
confent  to  publilh  it ; to  what  firaits  doth  this  reduce 
me  I look  back  indeed  to  thofe  evenings  I have  ufe- 
fuily  and  pleafantly  fpent,  with  Mr.  Pope,  Mr.  Parnelle, 
Dean  Svvift,  the  Doftor,  etc.  I Ihould  be  glad"  the  world 
knew  you  admitted  me  to  your  frifendfhip,  and  fince  your 
aiiedion  is  too  hard  for  your  judgment,  I am  contented 
to  let  the  world  know  how  well  Mr.  Pope  can  write  upon 
a barren  fubjedl.  I return  you  an  exact  copy  of  the  verfes, 
that  I may  keep  the  Original,  as  a teftimony  of  the  only 
error  you  have  been  guilty  of.  I hope  very  fpeedily  to 
embrace  you  in  London,  and  to  affure  you  of  the  particular 
efteem  and  fnendlhip  wherewith  I am,  your,  etc. 

OXFORD. 
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TO  AND  FROM 

EDWARD  BLOUNT,  Efq. 

From  the  Year  1714  to  1725. 


LETTER  I. 

Mr.  Pope  to  Edward  Blount,  Efq; 

Jugujizy,  1714. 

*\^7Hatever  ftudies  on  the  one  hand,  or  amufe- 
’ * ments  on  the  other,  it  ihall  be  my  fortune  to 
fall  into,  I fliall  be  equally  incapable  of  forgetting  you 
in!  any  of.  them.  The  taflc  I undertook,  though  of 
weight  enough  in  itfelf,  has  had  a voluntary  increafe 
by  the  enlarging  my  defign  of  the  Notes ; and  the  ne- 
ceflity  of  confulting  a number  of  books  has  carried  me 
to  Oxford;  but  I fear,  thro’  my  Lord  Harcourt’s  and 
Dr.  Clark’s  means,  I fliall  be  m.cre  converfant  with  the 
pleafures  and  company  of  the  place,  than  with  the 
books  and  manufcripts  of  it. 

I find  ftill  more  reafon  to  complain  of  the  negligence 
of  the  .Geographers  in  their  maps  of  old  Greece,  fince 
I look’d  upon  two  or  three  more  rioted  names  in  the 
publick  libraries  here.  But  with  all  the  care  I am  ca- 
pable of,  1 have  fcm.e  caufe  to  fear  the  engraver  will 
jrrej  udice  me  in  a few  fituadons.  I have  been  forced 
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to  write  to  him  in  fo  high  a ftyle,  that  were  my  epilHe 
intercepted,  it  would  raife  no  fmall  admiration  in  an 
ordinary  man.  There  is  fcarce  an  order  in  it  of  lefs 
importance  than  to  remove  fuch  and  fuch  mountains, 
alter  the  courfe  of  fuch  and  fuch  rivers,  place  a large 
city  on  fuch  a coaft,  and  raife  anotlier  in  another  coun- 
try. I have  fet  bounds  to  the  fea,  and  faid  to  the  land. 
Thus  far  lhalt  thou  advance,  and  no  farther  *.  In  the 
mean  time,  I,  who  talk  and  command  at  this  rate,  am 
in  danger  of  lofmg  my  horfe,  and  ftand  in  fome  fear  of 
a country  jufticef . To  difarm  me  indeed  may  be  but 
prudential,  confidering  what  armies  I have  at  prefent 
on  foot,  and  in  my  fervice  ; an  hundred  thoufand  Gre- 
cians are  no  contemptible  body  ; for  all  that  I can  tell, 
they  may  be  as  formidable  as  four  thoufand  priefts ; 
and  they  feem  proper  forces  to  fend  againft  thofe  in 
Barcelona.  That  liege  deferves  as  fine  a poem  as  the 
Iliad,  and  the  machining  part  of  poetry  would  be  the 
jufier  in  it,  as  they  fay,  the  inhabitants  exped  angels 
from  heavSn  to  their  afliftance.  May  I venture  to  fay, 
who  am  a Papift,  and  fay  to  you  who  are  a Papill,  that 
nothing  is  more  afionilhing  to  me,  than  that  people,  fo 
greatly  rvarm’d  with  a fenfe  of  liberty,  Ihould  be  capable 
of  harbouring  fuch  weak  fuperftition,  and  that  fo  much 
bravery  and  fo  much  folly  can  inhabit  the  fame  breafts  ? 

I could  not  but  take  a trip  to  London  on  the  death 
of  the  Queen,  mov’d  by  the  common  curiofity  of  man- 
kind, who  leave  their  own  bufinefs  to  be  looking  upon 
that  of  other  men.  I thank  God,  that,  as  for  myfelf, 

I am  below  all  the  accidents  of  ftate-changes  by  my 
chcumllances,  and  above  them  by  my  philofophy. 

* This  relates  to  the  map  of  ancient  Greece,  laid  down  by  cur 
Auchcr  in  his  obfervations  on  the  fecond  Iliad. 

t Some  of  the  laws  were,  at  this  time,  put  in  force  againft  tlj’ 
Papnts. 
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Common  charity  of  man  to  man,  and  univerfal  good 
will  to  all,  are  the  points  I have  moft  at  heart ; and  i 
am  fure,  thofe  are  not  to  be  broken  for  the  fake  of 
any  governors,  or  government.  I am  willing  to  hope 
the  beft,  and  what  I more  wilh  than  my  own  or  any 
particular  man’s  advancement,  is,  that  this  turn  may 
put  an  end  entirely  to  the  diviiions  of  Whig  and  Tor)^ ; 
that  the  parties  may  love  each  other  as  well  as  I love 
them  both,  or  at  leak  hurt  each  other  as  little  as  I 
would  either : and  that  our  own  people  may  live  as 
quietly  as  we  lhall  certainly  let  theirs ; that  is  to  fay, 
that  want  of  power  it/elf  in  us  may  not  be  a furer  pre- 
vention of  harm,  than  want  of  will  in  them.  I am 
fure,  if  all  Whigs  and  all  Tories  had  the  fpirit  of  one 
Roman  Catholick  that  I know,  it  would  be  well  for  all 
Roman  Catholicks ; and  if  ail  Roman  Catholicks  had 
always  had  that  fpirit,  it  had  been  well  for  all  others ; 
and  we  had  never  been  -charged  with  fo  wicked  a fpirit 
a?  that  of  perfecution. 

I agree  with  you  in  my  fentimcnts  of  the  ^late  of  our 
nation  lince  t’-^is  change  : I find  myfelf  jull  in  the  fame 
fituation  of  mind  you  defcribe  as  your  own,  heajtily 
wifhing  the  good,  that  is,  the  quiet  of  my  country, 
and  lioping  a total  end  of  all  the  unhappy  divifions  of 
mankind  by  party -fpirit,  which  at  beft  is  but  the  mad- 
nefs  of  many  for  the  gain  of  a few. 

I am,  etc. 


LETTER  II. 

From  Mr.  C l o u k t. 

T T is  with  a great  deal  of  plcafure  I fee  your  letter, 
^ dear  Sir,  written  in  a ftyle  that  fhews  you  full  of 
health,  and  in  the  midft  of  diverfions ; I tliink  thofe 
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tw  tilings  neceffary  to  a man  v/ho  has  fuch  under- 
takings in  hand  as  yours.  All  iovers  of*  Homer  are  in- 
debted to  you  for  taking  fo  much  pains  about  the  fitua- 
tion  of  his  Hero’s  kingdoms ; it  will  not  only  be  of 
great  ufe  with  regard  to  his  works,  but  to  all  that  read 
any  of  the  Greek  hiilorians ; who  generally  are  ill  un- 
derllood  thro’  the  ^fference  of  the  maps  as  to  the  places 
they  treat  of,  which  makes  one  think  one  author  ccn- 
tradifls  another.  You  are  going  to  fet  us  right ; and 
’tis  an  advantage  every  body  will  gladly  fee  you  engrofs 
the  glory  of. 

You  can  draw  rules  to  be  free  and  eafy,  from  formal 
pedants;  and  teach  men  to  be  fhort  and  pertinent, 
from  tedious  commentators.  However,  I congratulate 
your  happy  deliverance  from  fuch  authors,  as  you  (v/ith 
all  your  humanity)  cannot  wifh  alive  again  to  converfe 
' with.  Criticks  will  quarrel  ■with  you,  if  you.  dare  to 
pleafe  without  their  leave ; and  Zealots  will  Ihrug  up 
. their  Ihoulders  at  a man,  that  pretends  to  go  to  Hea- 
I ven  out  of  their  form,  diefs,  and  diet.  I would  no  more 
I make  a judgment  of  an  author’s  genius  from  a damning 
. critick,  than  I would  of  a man’s  region  from  an  un- 
faving  zealot. 

I could  take  great  delight  in  affording  you  the  new 
glory  of  making  a JBarceloniad  (if  I*  may  venture  to 
coin  fuch  a word)  : I fancy  you  would  find  a jufter  pa- 
rallel than  it  feems  at  firfi:  fight : for  the  Trojans  too 
had  a great  mixture  of  folly  v/ith  their  bravery ; and  I 
■ am  out  of  countenance  for  them  when  I read  the  wife 
refult  of  their  council,  where,  after  a warm  debate  be- 
tween Antenor  and  Paris  about  rcftoring  PIclen,  Priam 
' fagcly  determines  that  they  fhall  go  to  fupper.  And  as 
for  the  Greeks,  what  can  equal  their  fupcrllition  in  fa- 
crificing  an  innocent  lady  ? 

Tanlum  religio  fotuitf  etc. 
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I-  have  a good  opinion  of  my  politicks,  fince  they 
agree  with  a man  who  always  thinks  fo  juftly  as  you. 
1 wilh  it  were  in  our  power  to  perfuade  all  the  nation 
into  as  calm  and  Heady  a difpofition  of  mind. 

We  have  receiv’d  the  late  melancholy  news,  with 
the  ufual  ceremony,  of  condoling  in  one  breath  for 
the  lofs  of  a gracious  Queen,  and  in  another  rejoicing 
for  an  illuftrious  King.  My  views  carry  me  no  farther, 
than  to  wilh  the  peace  and  welfare  of  my  country  ; 
and  my  morals  and  politicks  teat:h  me  to  leave  all  that 
to  be  adjufted  by  our  reprefentatives  above,  and  to  di- 
vine providence.  It  is  much  at  one  to  you  and  me, 
who  lit  at  the  helm,  provided  they  will  permit  us- to  fail, 
quietly  in  the  great  Ihip.  Ambition  is  a vice  that  is- 
timely  mortify’d  in  us  poor  papills ; we  ought  in  recom-. 
pence  to  cultivate  as  many  virtues  in  ourfelves  as  we- 
can,  that  we  may  be  truly,  great.  Among  my  ambitions, 
that  of  being  a lincere  friend  is  one  of  the  chief ; yet 
I will  confefs  that  I have  a fecret  pleafure  to  have  fome 
of  my  defendants  know,  that  their  ancellor  was  great 
with  Mr.  Pope, 

I am,  etc. 


LETTER  III. 

From  Mr.  Blount. 

) AW.  II,  1715. 

J T is  an  agreement  of  long  date  between  you  and 
me,  that  you  fhould  do  with  my  letters  juft  as  you 
pleafed,  and  anfwer  them  at  your  leifure ; and  that  is 
as  loon  as  I lhall  think  you  ought.  I have  fo  true  a 
tafte  of  tlie  fubftantial  part  of  your  friendlhip,  that  I 
wave  all  ceremonials ; and  am  fure  to  make  you  as 
many  vifits  as  I can,  and  leave  you  to  return  them 


FROM  EDW.  BLOUNT,  Esq^  269 

vvhenev'cr  you  pleafe,  afiuringyou  they  fhall  at  all  times 
be  heartily  welcome  to  me. 

The  many  alarms  we  have  from  your  parts,  have  no 
elte<^  upon  the  genius  that  reigns  in  our  country,  which 
is  happily  turn’d  to  preferve  peace  and  quiet  among  us. 
What  a difmal  fcene  has  there  been  opened  in  the 
North,  what  ruin  have  tliofe  unfortunate  rafh  gentle- 
men drawn  upon  themfelves  and  their  miferable  fol- 
lowers, and  perchance  upon  many  others  too,  who 
upon  no  account  would  be  their  followers  ? However, 
it  may  look  ungenerous  to  reproach  people  in  diftrefs. 

I don’t  remember  you  and  I ever  ufed  to  trouble  our- 
felves  about  politicks,  but  when  any  matter  happened 
to  fall  into  our  difcourfe,  we  us’d  to  condemn  all  un- 
dertakings that  tended  towards  the  difturbing  the  peace 
and  quiet  of  our  country,  as  contrary  to  the  notions- 
we  had  of  morality  and  religion,  which  oblige  us  on 
no  pretence  whatfoever  to  violate  the  laws  of  charity. 
How  many  lives  have  there  been  loft  in  hot  blood,  and 
'how  many  more  are  there  like  to  be  taken  off  in  cold  ? 
If  the  broils  of  the  nation  affedt  you,  come  down  to 
me,  and  though  we  are  farmers,  you  know  Eumeus 
made  his  friends  welcome.  You  {hall  here  worftiip  the 
Echo  at  your  eafe ; indeed  we  are  forced  to  do  fo,  be- 
caufe  we  can’t  hear  the  firft  report,  and  therefore  are 
obliged  to  liften  to  the  fecond ; which,  for  fccurity  fake, 
I do  not  always  believe  neither. 

’Tis  a great  many  years  fince  I fell  in  love  with  the 
character  of  Pomponius  Atticus : I long’d  to  imitate 
him  a little,  and  have  contriv’d  hitherto  to  be,  like 
him,  engaged  in  no  party,  but  to  be  a faithful  friend 
to  fome  in  both  ; I find  myfelf  very  well  in  this  way 
hitherto,  and  live  in  a certain  peace  of  mind  by  it, 
which,  I am  perfuaded,  brings  a man  more  content 
than  all  the  perquifites  of  wild  ambition.  I with  plea-; 
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fure  join  with  you  in  wiftiing,  nay  I am ‘not  afliame^ 
to  fay,  in  praying  for  the  welfare,  temporal  and  eter- 
nal, of  all  mankind.  How  much  more  affedlionately 
then  fliall  I do  fo  for  you,  fmce  I am  in  a moll  particu- 
lar manner,  and  with  all  fmcerity. 

Your,  etc. 


L E T T E R . IV. 

Jan.  21,  1715-16. 

j KNOW  of  nothing  that  will  be  fo  interefling  to  you 
at  prefent,  as  fome  circumftances  of  the  laft  aft  of 
that  eminent  comick  poet,  and  our  friend,  W^ycherley. 
He  had  often  told  me,  as  I doubt  not  he  did  all  his 
acquaintance,  that  he  would  marry  as  foon  as  his  life 
was  defpair’d  of : Accordingly,  a few  days  before  his 
death,  he  underwent  the  ceremony ; and  join’d  together 
thofe  two  facraments  which,  wife  men  fay,  fhould  be 
the  laft  we  receive  ; for  if  you  obferve.  Matrimony  is 
placed  after  Extreme  Unftion  in  our  Catechifm,  as  a 
kind  of  hint  of  the  order  of  time  in  which  they  are  to 
be  taken.  The  old  man  tlien  lay  down,  fatisfy’d  in 
the  confcience  of  having  by  this  one  aft  paid  his  juft 
debts,  obliged  a v/oman,  who  (he  was  told)  had  merit, 
and  fhewn  an  hercick  refentment  of  the  ill  ufage  of  his 
next  heir.  Some  hundred  pounds  which  he  had  with 
the  Lady,  difcharged  thofe  debts ; a jointure  of  four 
hundred  a year  made  her  a recom.pence ; and  the  ne- 
phew he  left  to  comfort  himfelf  as  well  as  he  could, 
with  the  mifcrable  remains  of  a mortgaged  eftate.  I 
faw  our  friend  twice  after  this  was  done,  lefs  peevifti 
in  his  ficknefs  than  he  ufed  to  be  in  his  health  ; neither 
much  afraid  of  dying,  nor  (which  in  him  had  been 
more  likely)  much  afliamed  of  marrying.  The  et'ening 
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before  he  expired,  he  called  his  young  wife  to  the  bed- 
fide,  and  earnefdy  entreated  her  not  to  deny  him  one 
requed,  the  lad  he  iLould  make.  Upon  her  adurances 
of  confenting  to  it,  he  told  her,  My  dear,  it  is  only 
this,  that  you  will  never  marry  an  old  man  again.” 
^ cannot  help  remarking  that  ficknefs,  which  often 
dedroys  both  wit  and  wifdom,  yet  feldom  has  power  to 
remove  that  talent  which  we  call  humour ; Mr.  Wy- 
cherley fliew’d  his,  even  in  this  lad  compliment ; tho’ 
I think  his  requed  a little  hard,  for  w'hy  diould  he 
bar  her  from  doubling  her  jointure  on  the  fame  eafy 
terms  ? 

So  trivdal  as  thefe  circumdances  are,  I Ihould  not  be 
difpleas’d  myfelf  to  know  fuch  trifles,  when  they  con- 
cern or  charaflerife  any  eminent  perfon.  The  wifed 
and  wittied  of  men  are  feldom  wifer  or  wittier  than 
ethers  in  thefe  fober  moments ; at  lead,  our  friend 
ended  much  in  the  charafter  he  had  lived  in  : and 
Horace’s  rule  for.  a play,  may  as  well  be  apply ’d  to 
him  as  a play-wTiglit, 

Sernjctur  ad  hnum 

Squalls  ab  inceptu  procejferit y et  fihi  conjiet. 

I am,  etc. 


LET  T E R V. 

Feb.  10,  1715-16. 

j AM  jud  return’d  from  the  country,  whither  Mr. 

Rowe  accompanied  me,  and  pafs’d  a week  in  the 
Fored.  I need  not  tell  you  how  much  a man  of  his 
turn  entertain’d  me  ; but  I mud  acquaint  you  tliere  is 
a vivacity  and  gaiety  of  difpofition  almod  peculiar  to 
him,  which  make  it  impoflible  to  part  from  him  with- 
out that  uncafinefs  which  generally  fucceeds  all  our 
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pleafures.  I have  been  juft  taking  a folitary  walk  bj 
moon-lhine,  full  of  reil^ftions  on  the  tranfitory  natur< 
of  all  human  delights ; and,  giving  my  thoughts  a loof 
in  the  contemplation  of  thofe  fatisfadlions  which  pro 
bably  we  may  hereafter  tafte  in  the  company  of  fepa 
rate  fpirits,  when  we  lhall  range  the  walks  above,  am 
perhaps  gaze  on  this  w^orld  at  as  vaft  a diftance  as  w'l 
now  do  on  thofe  worlds.  The  pleafures  we  are  to  en 
joy  in  that  converfation  muft  undoubtedly  be  of  a noble 
kind,  and  (not  unlikely)  may  proceed  from  the  difco 
veries  each  lhall  communicate  to  another,  of  God  and  0 
Nature ; for  the  happinefs  of  minds  can  furely  be  no 
thing  but  knowledge. 

The  higheft  gratification  we  receive  here  from  com 
pany  is  mirth,  which  at  the  beft  is  but  a fluttering  un 
quiet  motion,  that  beats  about  the  breaft  for  a fev 
moments,  and  after  leaves  it  void  and  empty.  Keep 
ing  good  company,  even  the  beft,  is  but  a lefs  lhame 
ful  art  of  lofing  time.  What  we  here  call  fcience  am 
ftudy,  are  little  better : the  greater  number  of  arts  t( 
which  we  apply  ourfelves  are  mere  groping  in  the  dark 
and.  even  the  fearch  of  our  moft  important  concerns  ii 
a future  being,  is  but  a needlefs,  anxious,  and  uncer 
tain  hafte  to  be  knowing,  fooner  than  we  can,  wha 
•without  all  this  folicitude  we  lhall  know  a little  later 
We  are  but  curious  impertinents  in  the  cafe  of  futurity 
’Tis  not  our  bufinefs  to  be  g.uefling  w'hat  the  ftati 
of  fouls  lhall  be,  but  ta  be  doing  what  may  make  ou 
own  ftate  happy  ; we  cannot  be  knowing,  but  we  cai 
be,  virtuous. 

If  this  be  my  notion  of  a great  part  of  that  high  fci 
ence.  Divinity,  you  will  be  lb  civil  as  to  imagine  I la) 
no  mighty  ftrefs  upon  the  reft.  Even  of  my  darlin| 
poetry  I re.ally  make  no  other  ufe,  than  horfes  of  tin 
'bells  that  gingle  about  their  ears  (tho’  now'  and  thcr 
7 
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they  tofs  their  heads  as  if  they  were  proud  of  them), 
only  to  jog  on  a little  more  merrily. 

Your  obfervations  on  the  narrow  conceptions  of  man- 
kind in  the  point  of  friendlliip,  confirm  me  in  what  I . 
was  fo  fortunate  as  at  my  firfl  knowledge  of  you  to 
hope,  and  fmce  fo  amply  to  experience.  Let  me  take 
fo  much  decent  pride  and  dignity  upon  me  as  to  tell 
you,  that  but  for  opinions  like  thefe  wliich  I difcover’d 
in  your  mind,  I had  never  made  the  trial  I have  done ; 
which  has  fucceeded  fo  much  to  mine,  and,  I believe, 
not  lefs  to  your  fatisfaftion  : for,  if  I know  you  right,  > 
your  pleafure  is  greater  in  obliging  me,  than  I can  feel 
on  my  part,  till  it  falls  in  my  power  to  oblige  you. 

Your  remark,  that  the  variety  of  opinions  in  politicks 
or  religion  is  often  rather  a gratification,  than  an  objec- 
tion, to  people  who  have  fenfe  enough  to  confider  the 
beautiful  order  of  nature  in  her  variations ; makes  me 
think  you  have  not  conftrued  Joannes  Secundus  wrong, 
in  the  verfe  which  precedes  that  which  you  quote : 
Bene  mta  fides,  as  I take  it,  does  no  way  fignify  the 
Roman  Catholick  Religion,  tho’  Secundus  was  of  it.  I 
think  it  was  a generous  thought,  and  one  that  flow’d 
from  an  exalted  mind.  That  it  was  not  improbable  but 
God  might  be  delighted  with  the  various  methods 
of  -worfhipping  him,  which  divided  the  whole  world. 

I am  pretty  fure  you  and  I fhould  no  more  make  good 
Inquifitors  to  the  modern  tyrants  in  faith,  than  we  could 
have  been  qualified  for  Lidors  to  Procrulles,  when  he 
converted  refraftory  members  with  the  rack.  In  a word, 

I can  only  repeat  to  you  what,  I think,  I have  formerly 
faid ; that  I as  little  fear  God  will  damn  a man  who  has 
charity,  ai  I liope  that  any  priefl  can  fave  him  without  it. 

I am,  etc. 
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L E T T'E  R VI. 

March  20,  1715-16, 
j FIND  that  a 1 eal  concern  i!?  not  only  a hindrance  1 
fpeaking,  but  to  writing  too : The  more  time 
give  onrfelves  to  think  over  one’s  own  or  a friend’s  ui 
the  more  unable  we  grow  to  exprefs  tl 
grief  that  proceeds  from  it.  It  is  as  natural  to  dela 
a letter  at  fuch  a feafon  as  tliis,  as  to  retard  a melar 
choly  vifit  to  a perfon  one  cannot  relieve.  One 
afliamed  in  that  circumflance,  to  pretend  to  entertai 
people  with  trilling,  infignificant.  aifcaations  of  forro 
on  the  one  hand,  or  unfeafonable  and  forced  gaietii 
on  the  other.  ’Tis  a kind  of  profanation  of  thin^ 
facred,  to  treat  fb  folemn  a matter  as  a generous  vc 
luntary  fullering  with  compliments,  or  heroick  gahar 
tries.  Such  a mind  as  your’s  has  no  need  of  bein 
fpirited  up  into  honour,  or  like  a weak  woman,  praife 
into  an  opinion  of  its  own  virtue.  ’Tis  enough  to  d 
and  fulfer  what  v^e  ought;  and  men  Ihould  knov 
that  the  noble  power  of  fulfering  bravely  is  as  far  abov 
that  of  enterprifmg  greatly,  as  an  unblemilh’d  cor 
fcience’and  inflexible  refolution  are  above  an  accident; 
flow  of  fpiiits,  or  a hidden  tide  of  blood.  If  the  who! 
religious  bufinefs  of  mankind  be  included  in  reflgnaiio 
to  our  Maker,  and  charity  to  our  fellow-creatures,  ther 
are  now  feme  people  \vho  give  us  as  good  an  opportu 
nity  of  pradlifing  the  one,  as  themfelves  have  given  a 
infiance  of  the  violation  of  the  other.  Whoever  i 
really  brave,  has  always  this  comfort  when  he  is  op 
prefs’d,  that,  he  knows  himfelf  to  be  fuperior  to  the! 
who  injure  him  : for  the  -greatefi  power  on  earth  can  n 
fooner  do  him  that  injuiy,  but  the  brave  man  can  mak 
himfelf  greater  by  forgiving  it. 
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Ifit  were  generous  to  feek  for  alleviating  coiifolations 
in  a calamity  of  fo  much  glory,  one  might  fay,  that 
to  be  ruin’d  thus  in  the  grofs,  with  the  whole  people,  is 
but  like  perilhing  in  the  general  conflagration,  where 
nothing  we  can  value  is  left  behind  us. 

Methinks,  the  mofl:  heroick  thing  we  are  left  capable 
of  doing,  is  to  endeavour  to  lighten  each  other’s  load, 
and  (opprcfs’d  as  we  are)  to  fuccour  fuch  as  are  yet 
more  opprefs’d.  If  there  are  too  many  who  cannot  be 
affilted  but  by  what  we  cannot  give,  our  money  j there 
are  yet  others  who'  may  be  relieved  by  our  counfel,  by 
our  countenance,  and  even  by  our  chearfulnefs.  The 
misfortunes  of  private  families,  the  mifunderllandings 
of  people  whom  diftrelfes  make  fufpicious,  the  cold- 
nefs  of  relations  whom  change  of  religion  may  dif- 
unite,  or  the  neceflities  of  half-ruin’d  eftates  render 
unkind  to  each  other ; thefe  at  leaft  may  be  foftened, 
in  Ibme  degree,  by  a general  well-managed  humanity 
iniong  ourfelves ; if  all  thofe  who  have  your  principles 
belief,  had  alfo  your  fenfe  and  condua:.  But  indeed 
noft  of  them  have  given  lamentable  proofs  of  the  coiv 
fary ; and  ’tis  to  be  apprehended  that  they  who  want 
mfe,  are  only  religious  through  weaknefs,  and  good- 
iai.ur  d thro’  fhame.  Thefe  are  narrow-minded  crea- 
ares  that  never  deal  in  eflentials,  their  faith  never  looks 
-eyond  ceremonials,  nor  their  charity  beyond  relations. 

L poor  as  1 am,  I would  gladly  relieve  any  dihrefled, 
oafclcntious  French  refugee  at  this  inftant ; what  mul{ 
iy  concern  then  be,  when  I perceive  fo  many  anxie- 

now  tearing  thofe  hearts,  which  I have  defxred  a 
I^ce  in,  and  clouds  of  melancholy  lifmg  on  thofe 
•ces  which  I have  long  look’d  upon  with  alFedlion  ? 
begin  already  to  feel  both  what  fome  apprehend,  and 
bat  others  are  yet  too  ftupid  to  apprehend.  1 grieve 

'fh  the  old,  for  fo  many  additional  inconveniences 
’^OL.V.  O 
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and'  chagrins,  more  than  their  fmall  remain  of  life 
feemed  deftined  to  undergo ; and  with  the  young,  for 
fo  many  of  thofe  gaieties  and  pleafures  (the  portion  of 
youth)  which  they  will  by  this  means  be  deprived  of. 
This  brings  into  my  mind  one  or  other  of  thofe  I love 
bell,  and  among  them  the  widow  and  fatherlefs,  late 

Qp . As  I am  certain  no  people  living  had  an  earlier 

and  truer  fenfe  of  others  misfortunes,  or  a more  gene- 
rous refignation  as  to  what  might  be  their  own,  fo  I 
earneftly  wi(h  that  whatever  part  they  mull  bear,  may 
be  render’d  as  fupportable  to  them,  as  it  is  in  the 

power  of  any  friend  to  make  it. 

But  I know  you  have  prevented  me  in  this  thought, 
as  you  always  will  in  any  thing  that  is  good,  or  gene- 
rous ; I find  by  a letter  of  your  lady’s  (which  I have 
feen)  that  their  eafe  and  tranquillity  is  part  of  your 
I believe  there’s  fome  fatality  in  it,  that  you 


care 


Ihould  always,  from  time  to  time,  be  doing  thofe  par- 
ticular things  that  make  me  enamour’d  of  you. 

I write  this  from  Windfor-foreft,  of  which  I am  come 
to  take  my  laft  look.  We  here  bid  our  neighbour 
adieu,  much  as  thofe  who  go  to  be  hang’d  do  then 
fellow  prifoners,  who  are  condemn’d  to  follow  them  i 
few  weeks  after.  I parted  from  honed  Mr.  D*  wit 
tendernefs ; and  from  old  Sir  William  Trumbull  a 
from  a venerable  prophet,  foretelling  wuh  lifted  hand 
the  miferies  to  come,  from  which  he  is  juft  going  to  b 
remov’d  himfelf. 

Perhaps,  now  I have  learnt  fo  far  as 
Nos  dulcia  linquimus  arva, 

my  next  ]effon  may  be 

^ Nos  pair iam  fugimus: 

"tet  thit,  and  all  elfe  be  as  Heaven  pleafes ! I hav 
provided  juft  enough  to  keep  me  a man  of  honour. 
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believe  you  and  I lhall  never  be  aftiamed  of  each  other. 
I know  I wilh  my  country  well,  and,  if  it  undoes  me, 
k /hall  not  make  me  wilh  it  otherwife. 


LETTER  VII. 

From. Mr.  Blount. 

Marc^  24,  1715-16. 

youR  letters  give  me  a gleam  of  fatisfadion,  in 
the  midll  of  a very  dark  and  cloudy  fituation  of 
thoughts,  which  it  would  be  more  than  human  to  be 
exempt  from  at  this  time,  when  our  homes  mull  either 
be  left,  or  be  made  too  narrow  for  us  to  turn  in.  Poe- 
tically fpeaking,  I fliould  lament  the  lofs  Windfor-forell 
and  you  fullain  of  each  other,  but  that,  methinks,  on« 
can’t  fay  you  are  parted,  becaufe  you  will  live  by  and 
in  one  another,  while  verfe  is  verfe.  This  coiifidera- 
tion  hardens  me  in  my  opinion  rather  to  congratulate 
you,  fmce  you  have  the  pleafure  of  the  profped  when- 
ever you  take  it  from  your  Ihelf,  and  at  the  fame  time 
the  folid  calh  you  fold  it  for,  of  which  Virgil  in  his 
exile  knew  nothing  in  thofe  days,  and  which  will  make 
every  place  eafy  to  you.  I,  for  my  part,  am  not  fo 
-appy ; my  parva  rura  are  faften’d  to  me,  fo  that  I 
can’t  exchange  them,  as  you  have,  for  more  portable 
means  of  fubfidence ; and  yet  I hope  to  gather  enough 
0 make  the  Fatriam  fugimus  fupportable  to  me  ; ’ti« 
v/hat  I am  refolved  on,  with  my  Penate.  If  therefore 
you  afk  me,  to  whom  you  lhall  complain  ? I will  ex- 
ort  you  to  leave  lazdncfs  and  the  elms  of  St.  James’, 
ar  and  choolh^  to  join  the  other  two  propofals  in 
t,  fafety  and  fnendlhip  (the  lead  of  which  is  a good 
»«ouve  for  moil  things,  as  the  other  is  for  almod  every 
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thing)  and  go  with  me  where  War  will  not  reach  us, 
nor  paultry  conftables  fummon  us  to  veftries. 

The  future  epiille  you  flatter  me  with,  will  find  me 
' ftill  here,  and  I think  I may  be  here  a mouth  longer. 
Whenever  I go  from  hence,  one  of  the  few  reafons  to 
make  me  regret  my  home  will  be,  that  I lhall  not  have 
the  pleafure  of  faying  to  you. 

Hie  tamen  hanc  mecum  poteris  requiefeere  noSlem^ 
which  would  have  render’d  this  place  more  agreeable, 
than  ever  it  elfe  could  be  to  me : for  I proteft,  it  is 
with  the  utmofl;  fmcerity  that  I affure  you  I am  entirely, 

■ Dear  Sir, 

Your,  etc. 


letter  VIII. 

JunezZy  J?!?* 

T F a regard  both  to  publick  and  private  affairs  may 
plead  a lawful  excufe  in  behalf  of  a neghgent  cor- 
refpondent,  I have  really  a very  good  title  to  it.  I 
cannot  fay  whether  ’tis  a felicity  or  unhappinefs,  that  I 
am  obliged  at  this  time  to  give  my  whole  application 
to  Homer;  when  without  that  employment,  my  thoughts 
muft  turn  upon  what  is  lefs  agreeable,  the  violence, 
xnadnefs,  and  refentment  of  modern  War-makers*, 
which  are  likely  to  prove  (to  fome  people  at  leaft)  more 
fatal,  than  the  fame  qualities  in  Achilles  did  to  his  un- 
fortunate countrymen. 

Tho’  the  change  of  my  feene  of  life,  from  Wmdfor 
forefl;  to  the  fide  of  the  Thames,  be  one  of  the  granc 
aras  of  my  days,  and  may  be  called  a notable  perioc 
in  fo  inconfidcrable  a hiftory ; yet  you  can  fcarce  ima 
gine  any  hero  pafling  from  one  llage  of  life  to  another 

' * This  was  written  in  tlie  year  of  the  affair  at  Prefton. 
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with  fo  much  tranquillity,  fo  eafy  a tranfition,  and  fo 
laudable  a behaviour.  I am  become  fo  truly  a citizen 
of  the  world  (according  to  Plato’s  expreffion),  that  I 
look  with  equal  indifference  on  what  I have  left,  and 
on  what  I have  gained.  The  times  and  amufements 
pall  are  not  more  like  a dream  to  me,  than  thofe  which 
are  prefent ; I lie  in  a refrelliing  kind  of  inaflion,  and 
have  one  comfort  at  lead  from  obfcurity,  that  the  dark - 
nefs  helps  me  to  deep  the  better.  I now  and  then  re- 
fleft  upon  the  enjoyment  of  my  friends,  whom,  I fancy, 
I remember  much  as  feparate  Ipirits  do  us,  at  tender 
intervals,  neither  interrupting  their  own  employments, 
nor  altogether  carelefs  of  ours,  but  in  general  cpn- 
ftandy  wilhing  us  well,  and  hoping  to  have  us  one  day 
in  their  company. 

To  grow  indifferent  to  the  world  is  to  grow  philofo- 
phical,  or  religious  (which  foever  of  thofe  turns  we 
chance  to  take),  and  indeed  the  world  is  fuch  a tiling', 

one  that  thinks  pretty  much,  mull  either  laugh  at, 
or  be  angry  with  : but  if  we  laugh  at  it,  they  fay  we 
are  proud  j and  if  we  are  angry  with  it,  they  fay  : we 
are  ill-natur’d.  So  the  moll  politick  way  is  to  feem 
^ways  better  pleas’d  than  one  can  be,  greater  admir- 
ers, greater  lovers,  and  in  Ihort  greater  fools  than  we 
really  are  : fo  lhall  we  live  comfortably  with  our  fami- 
lies, quietly  with  our  neighbours,  favoured  by  our 
mailers,  and  happy  with  our  millreffes.  ^ I have  filled 
my  paper,  and  fo  adieu.  ' 


LETTER  IX. 

Se/f.  8,  1717. 

J think  your  leaving  England  was  like  a good  man’s 
leaving  the  world,  with  tlie  bleffed  confcience  of 
having  ailed  well  in  it ; and  I hope  you  have  received 
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your  reward,  in  being  happy  where  you  are.  I believer, 
in  the  religious  country  you  inhabit,  you’ll  be  better 
pleafed  to  find  I confider  you  in  this  light,  than  if  I 
compared  you  to  thofe  Greeks  and  Romans,  whofe 
conftancy  in  fuffering  pain,  and  whofe  refolution  in 
purfuit  of  a generous  ^«nd,  you  would  rather  imitate 
than  boaft  of. 

But  I kad  a melancholy  hint  the  other  day,  as  if  you 
were  yet  a martyr  to  the  fatigue  your  virtue  made  yott 
undergo  on  this  fide  the  water.  I beg,  if  your  health 
be  reflored  to  you,  not  to  deny  me  the  joy  of  knowing 
it.  y our  endeavours  of  fervice  and  good  advice  to  the 
_ poor  papifts,  put  me  in  mind  of  Noah’s  preaching  forty 
years  to  thofe  folks  that  were  to  be  drowned  at  laft. 
At  the  word  I heartily  wifh’  your  Ark  may  find  an  Ar- 
rarat,  and  the  wife  and  family  (the  hopes  of  the  good 
patriarch)  land  fafely  after  the  deluge,  upon  the  Ihore 
of  Totuefs. 

If  I durfl  mix  profane  with  facred  hiftory,  I would 
chear  you  with  the  old  tale  of  Brutus  the  wandering 
Trojan,  who  found  on  that  very  coad  the  happy  end 
of  his  peregrinations  and  adventures. 

I have  very  lately  read  Jeffery  of  Monmouth  (to 
whom  your  Cornwall  is  not  a little  beholdenj  in  the 
tranflation  of  a clergyman  in  my  neighbourhood.  The 
poor  man  is  highly  concerned  to  vindicate  Jeffery’s 
veracity  as  an  hiilorian  ; and  told  me  he  was  perfedly 
ailonifhed,  we  of  the  Roman  communion  could  doubt 
of  the  legends  of  liis  Giants,  while  we  believe  thofe  of 
our  Saints.  I am  forced  to  make  a fair  compofition 
with  him  ; and,  by  crediting  fome  of  the  wonders  of 
Corinaeus  and  Gogmagog,  have  brought  him  fo  far 
already,  that  he  fpeaks  refpeftfully  of  St.  Chriftophcr*s 
carrying  Chrili,  and  the  tefufeitation  of  St.  Nicholas 
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Tolentine’s  chicken.  Thus  we  proceed  apace  in  con- 
verting each  other  from  all  manner  of  infidelity. 

Ajax  and  Heftor  are  no  more  to  be  compared  to 
Corinteus  and  Arthur,  than  the  Guelphs  and  Ghibel- 
lines  are  to  the  Mohocks  of  ever  dreadful  memory. 
This  amazmg  writer  has  made  me  lay  afide  Homer  for 
a week,  and,  when  I take  him  up  again,  I lhall  be' 
very  well  prepared  to  tranflate,  with  belief  and  revs'- 
rence,  the  fpeech  of  Achilles’s  Horfe. 

You’ll  excufe  all  this  trifling,  or  any  thing  elfe  which, 
prevents  a Iheet  full  of  compliment : and  believe  there 
is  nothing  more  true  (even  more  true  than  any  thing 
in  Jeffery  is  falfe)  than  that  I have  a conftant  affec- 
tion for  you,  and  am,  etc. 

P.S.  I know  you  will  take  part  in  rejoicing  for  the 
viftory  of  Prince  Eugene  over  the  Turks,  in  the  zeal 
you  bear  to  the  Chriflian  intereft,  tho’  your  Coufin  of 
Oxford  (witlr  whom  I dined  yefferday)  fays,  there  is; 
no  other  difference  in  the  Chriflians  beating  the  Turks, 
or  the  Turks  beating  the  Chriflians,  than  whetlier 
the  Emperor  fliall  firfl  declare  war  againfl  Spain,  or 
Spain  declare  it  againfl  the  Emperor. 


L E T T E R X. 

Non;.  27,  1717. 

H E queftion  you  propofed  to  me  is  what  at  prefent 
I am  the  moft  unfit  man  in  the  world  to  anfwer  by 
my  lofs  of  one  of  the  be  ft  of  fathers. 

He  had  lived  in  fuch  a courfe  of  Temperance  as  was 
enough  to  make  the  longeft  life  agreeable  to  him,  and 
in  fuch  a courfe  of  piety  as  fufficed  to  make  the  moft 
fudden  death  fo  alfo.  Sudden  indeed  it  was ; however, 
I heartily  beg  of  God  to  give  me  fuch  a one,  provided 
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I can  lead  fuch  a life.  I leave  him  to  the  mercy  of 
God,  and  to  the  piety  of  a religion  that  extends  be- 
yond the  grave  ; S/  qua  eji  ea  cur  a,  etc. 

He  has  left  me  to  the  ticklilh  management  of  fo  nar- 
row a fortune,  that  any  one  falfe  ftep  would  be  fatal. 
My  mother  is  in  that  difpirited  date  of  refignation, 
which  is  the  elfeft  of  long  life,  and  the  lofs  of  what 
is  dear  to  us.  We  are  really  each  of  us  in  want  of  a 
friend,  of  fuch  an  humane  turn  as  yourfelf,  to  make 
almoft  any  thing  defirable  to  us.  I feel  your  abfence 
more  than  ever,  at  the  fame  time  1 can  lefs  exprefs  my 
regards  to  you  than  ever  j and  lhall  make  this,  which 
is  the  moll:  lincere  letter  I ever  writ  to  you,  the  Ihorteft 
and  fainted:  perhaps  of  any  you  have  received.  ’Tis 
enough  if  you  refleft,  that  barely  to  remember  any 
perfon  when  one’s  mind  is  taken  up  with  a fenfible 
fprrov/,  is  a great  degree  of  friendlhip.  I can  fay  no 
more  but  that  I love  you,  and  all  that  are  yours ; and 
that  I wifli  it  may  be  very  long  before  any  of  yours  lhali 
feel  for  you  what  I now  feel  for  my  father.  Adieu. 


L E T T E R XI. 

Rentcomb  in  Gloucejierjhire,  051 . 5 j 1 7 2 1 • 
^OUR  kind  letter  has  overtaken  me  here,  for  I have 
^ been  in  and  about  this  country  ever  fince  your 
departure.  I am  v/ell  pleafed  to  date  this  from  a place 
fo  well  known  to  Mrs.  Blount,  where  I write  as  if  I 
were  didlated  to  by  her  anceftors,  whofe  faces  are  alt 
upon  me.  I fear  none  fo  much  as  Sir  Chriftopher  Guife, 
who,  being  in  his  Ihirt,  feems  as  ready  to  combat  me, 
as  her  own  Sir  John  was  to  demolilh  Duke  Lancaftere. 
I dare  fay  vour  lady  will  recollefl  his  figure.  I look’d 
upon  the  manfion,  walls,  and  terraces ; the  plantations* 
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and  dopes,  which  nature  has  made  to  command  a va- 
riety of  valleys  and  rifmg  woodsy  with  a veneration 
mix’d  with  a pleafure,  that  reprefented  her  to  me  m 
thofe  puerile  amufements,  which  engaged  her  fo  many 
years  ago  m this  place.  I fancied  1 faw  her  fober  over 
a fampler,  or  gay  over  a jointed  baby.  I dare  fay  Ihe 
did  one  thing  more,  even  in  thofe  early  times ; 
member’d  her  Creator  in  the  days  of  her  youth.” 
You  deferibe  fo  well  your  hermitical  ftate  of  life, 
that  none  of  the  ancient  anchorites  could  go  beyond 
YOU,  for  a cave  in  a rock,  with  a fine  fpring,  or  any  of 
ihe  accommodations  that  befit  a folitary.  Only  I don’t 
remember  to  have  read,  that  any  of  thofe  venerable 
and  holy  perfonages  took  with  them  a lady , and  begat 
fons  and  daughters.  You  mull  modeftly  be  content  to 
be  accounted  a patriarch . But  were  yon  2 little  young- 
er, I ihould  rather  r.ank  you  with  Sir  Amadis,  and  hiS 
fellows.  If  piety  be  fo  romantick,  I lhall  turn  hermit 
in  good  carneft  ; for,  I fee,  one  may  go  fo  far  as  to  be 
poetical,  and  hope  to  fave  one’s  foul  at  the  fame  time. 
I really  wilh  myfelf  fomething  more,  that  is,  a pro- 
phet ; for  I wifli  I were,  as  Habakkuk,  to  be  takerf 
by  the  hair  of  his  head,  and  vifit  Daniel  in  his  den. 
You  are  very  obliging  in  faying,  I have  now  a wholi 
family  upon  my  hands  to  whom  to  difeharge-  the  part* 
of  a friend  ; I allure  you,  I like  them  all  fo  v/cll,  that' 
1 will  never  quit  my  hereditary  right  to  them  ; you* 
have  made  me  yours,  and  confequently  them  mine. 
1 Hill  fee  them  walking  on  my  green  at  Twickenham, 
and  gratefully  remember,  not  only  tlieir  green  gowns,- 
but  the-'inUruftions  they  gave  me  how  to  Hide  down 
and  trip  up  the  lleepeft  Hopes  of  my  mount. 

Pray  think  of  me  fometimes,  as  I lliall  often  of  you ; 
and  know  me  for  what  I am,  that  is. 


Your,  etc. 
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L E 1'  T E R XII. 

' ^ 21,  1721. 

youR  very  kind  and  obliging  manner  of  inquirinj 
after  me,  among  the  firft  concerns  of  life,  at  you 
refufcitation,  Ihould  have  been  fooner  anfwer’d  an< 
acknowledged.  I fmcerely  rejoice  at  your  recoven 
from  an  illnefs  which  gave  me  lefs  pain  than  it  did  you 
only  from  my  ignorance  of  it.  I Ihould  have  elfe  beet 
fenouHy  and  deeply  afflifted,  in  the  thought  of  youi 
danger  by  a fever.  I think  it  a fine  and  a natura 
thought,  which  I lately  read  in  a letter  of  Montaigne’i 
publilhed  by  P.  Cofte,  giving  an  account  of  the  lafl 
words  of  an  intimate  friend  of  his  : Adieu,  my 

friend  ! the  pain  I feel  will  foon  be  over ; but  I grieve 
“ for  that  you  are  to  feel,  which  is  to  lail  you  for  life.” 
I join  with  your  family  in  giving  God  thanks  for 
lending  us  a worthy  man  fomewhat  longer.  The  com- 
forts you  receive  from  their  attendance,  put  me  in  mind 
of  what  old  Fletcher  of  Saltoune  faid  one  day  to  me  : 
Alas,  I have  nothing  to  do  but  to  die : I am  a poor 
individual;  no  creature  to  wilh  or  to  fear  for  my 
**  life  or  death  : * Fis  the  only  reafon  I have  to  repent 

**  being  a fmgle  man  ; now  I grow  old,  I am  like  a 
“ tree  without  a prop,  and  without  young,  trees  to 
grow  round  me,  for  company  and  defence.” 

I hope  the  gout  will  foon  go  after  the  fever,  and  all 
evil  things  remove  far  from  you.  Rut  pray  tell  me, 
when  will  you  move  towards  us  ? If  you  had  an  interval 
to  get  hither,  I care  not  what  fixes  you  afterwards,  ex- 
cept the  gout.  Pray  come,  and  never  ftir  from  ua 
again.  Do  away  your  dirty  acres,  call  them  to  dirty 
people,  fuch  as  in  the  fcripture-phrafe  pofiefs  the  land. 
Shake  off  your  earth  like  the  noble  airimal  in  Milton, 


FROM  EDW.  BLOUKT,  Es<^  ,??8S 

T'he  ta^'ny  lioK,  io  get  free 

His  hinder  parts,  he  fprings  as  broke  from  bonds. 

And  rampant  fakes  his  brinded  mane  : the  ounce. 

The  li%ard,  and  the  tyger,  ar  the  mole 
Rifng,  the  crumbled  earth  abo^je  them  thre^<J 
In  hillocks  ! 

But,  I believe,  Milton  never  thought  thefe  fine  verfes 
of  his  fliould  be  apply ’d  to  a man  felling  a parcel  of  dirty 
acres ; tho’  in  the  main,  I think,  it  may  have  fome 
refemblance.  For,  God  knows  ! this  little  fpace  of 
ground  nourilhes,  buries,  and  confines  us,  as  that  of 
Eden  did  thofe  creatures,  till  we  can  fhake  it  loofe,  at 
leak  in  our  aftedlTons  and  delires.  '■ 

Believe,  dear  Sir,  I truly  love  and  value  you ; let 
Mrs.  Blount  know  that  Ihe  is  in  the  lift  of  my  Memento 
Domine,  famulorum  famulorumque's,  etc.  My  poor  mo- 
ther is  far  from  well,  declining;  and  I am  watching 
over  her,  as  we  watch  an  expiring  taper,  that  even 
when  it  looks  brighteft,  waftes  fafteft.  I am  (as  you 
will  fee  from  the  whole  air  of  this  letter)  not  in  the 
gave  ft  nor  eafie  ft  humour,  but  always  with  fincerity,  • 

Your,  etc. 


L E T T E.R  XIIL. 

June  27,  1723V 

may  truly  do  me  the  juftice  to  think  no  man  is 
more  your  fincere  wcll-wiftier  than  myfelf,  or  more 
the  fincere  well-wifher  of  your  whole  family ; with  all 
which,  I cannot  deny  but  1 have  a mixture  of  envy  to 
you  all,  for  loving  one  another  fo  well ; and  for  enjoy- 
ing the  fweets  of  that  life,  which  can  only  be  tafted  by? 
people  of  good-will. 

O 6 
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Theyfro7ti  all Jhades  the  darhiefs  can  exclude^ 

And from  a defert  hanijh  folitude. 

Torbay  is  a paradife,  and  a ftorm  is  but  an  amufement 
to  fuch  people.  If  you  drink  Tea  upon  a promontory 
that  over-hangs  the  fea,  it  is  preferable  to  an  AlTem- 
bly  : and  the  whiftling  of  the  wind  better  mufick  to 
contented  arid  loving  minds,  than  the  Opera  to  the 
fpleenful,  ambitious,  difeas’d,  diilafted,  and  diftrafled 
fouls  which  this  world  affords  j nay,  this  world  affords 
no  other.  Happy  they  who  are  banifh’d  from  us  ! but 
happier  they,  who  can  banifh  themfelves ; or  more 
properly  banifh  the  world  from  them  ! 

Alas  ! I live  at  Twickenham  ! 

I take  that  period  to  be  very  fublime,  and  to  include 
more  than  a hundred  fentences  that  might  be  writ  to 
exprefs  diftraftion,  hurry,  multiplication  of  nothings, 
and  all  the  fatiguing^  perpetual  bufmefs  of  having  no 
bufinefs  to  do.  You’ll  wonder  I reckon  tranflating 
the  Odyffey  as  nothing.  But  whenever  I think  feri- 
ouily  (and  of  late  I have  met  with  fo  many  occaflons 
of  thinking  ferioufly,  that  I begin  never  to  think 
otherwife)  I cannot  but  think  thefe  things  very  idle ; 
as  idle  as  if  a beail  of  burden  fhould  go  on  jingling  his 
bells,  without  bearing  any  thing  valuable  about  him, 
or  ever  ferving  his  maker. 

Life’s  njain  Annifenmits , amidf  nxshich  n.ve  d-ivell ; 

Not  nveigh’d,  or  underfood,  hy  the  grim  God  of  HsU  ! 

faid  a heathen  poet ; as  he  is  tranflated  by  a chriftian 
Bifhop,  who  has,  frfl  by  his  exhortations,  and  fince 
by  his  example,  taught  me  to  think  as  becomes  a rea- 
fonable  creature— but  he  is  gone  ! 

I remember  I promis’d  to  write  to  you,  as  foon  as  I 
Ihould  hear  you  were  got  home.  You  mull  look  on 
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this  as  the  firfi:  day  IVe  been  myfelf,  and  pafs  over  the 
mad  interval  un-imputed  to  me.  How  pundlual  a cor- 
refpondent  I fliall  henceforward  be  able  or  not  able  to 
be,  God  knows  : but  he  knows,  I Iball  ever  be  a punc- 
tual and  grateful  friend,  and  all  the  good  wilhes  of 
fuch  an  one  will  ever  attend  you. 


LETTER  XIV. 

T’vjick'^namy  June  2,  1725, 

you  Ihew  yourfelf  a juft  man  and  a friend  in  thofe 
gueftes  and  fuppofitions  you  make  at  the  poftible 
reafons  of  my  filence ; every  one  of  which  is  a true 
one.  As  to  forgetfulnefs  of  you,  or  yours,  I aft'ure 
you,  the  promifcuous  converfations  of  the  town  ferve 
only  to  put  me  in  mind  of  Better,  and  more  quiet,  to 
be  had  in  a corner  of  the  world  (undifturb’d,  innocent, 
ferene,  and  fenfible)  with  fuch  as  you.  Let  no  accefs 
of  any  diftruft  make  you  tliink  of  me  dilferently  in  a 
cloudy  day  from  what  you  do  in  the  moft  funftiiny 
weather.  Let  the  young  ladies  be  aftured  I make  no- 
thing new  in  my  gardens  without  wiihing  to  fee  the 
print  of  their  fairy  fteps  in  every  part  of  them.  I have 
put  the  laft  hand  to  my  works  of  this  kind,  in  happily 
finilhing  the  fubterraneous  way  and  grotto : I there 
found  a fpring  of  the  cleareft  water,  which  falls  in  a 
perpetual  rill,  that  echoes  thro"  the  cavern  day  and 
night.  From  the  river  Thames,  you  fee  thro’  my  arch 
op  a walk  of  the  wildernefs,  to  a kind  of  open  temple, 
wholly  compos’d  of  Ihells  in  the  ruftick  manner,  and 
from  that  diftance  under  the  temple  you  look  down 
thro’  a floping  arcade  of  trees,  and  fee  the  fails  on  the 
river  palTmg  fuddenly  and  vanidiing,  as  thro’  a per- 
fpedtive  glafs.  When  you  lliut  the  door^  of  tliis  grotto. 
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it  becomes  on  the  inftant,  from  a luminous  room,  a 
Camera  ohfcura  ; on  the  walls  of  which  all  the  objects  of 
the  river,  hills,  woods,  and  boats,  are  forming  a mo- 
ving picture  in  their  vifible  radiations : and  when  yoa 
have  a mind  to  light  it  up,  it  affords  you  a very  dif- 
ferent fcene  V’it  is  finilhed  with  fhells  interfperfed  with 
pieces  of  looking-glafs  in  angular  forms ; and  in  the 
deling  is  a liar  of  the  fame  material,  at  which,  when 
a lamp  (of  an  orbicular  figure  of  thin  alabafter)  is  hung 
in  the  middle,  a thoufand  pointed  rays  glitter,  and 
are  reflefted  over  the  place.  There  are  connefted  to 
this  grotto  by  a narrower  paffage  two  porches,  one 
towards  the  river  of  fmooth  Hones  full  of  light,  and 
open  ; the  other  toward  the  garden,  fhadow’d  with, 
trees,  rough  with  fhells,  flints,  and  iron  ore.  The 
bottom  is  pav’d  with  Ample  pebble,  as  is  alfo  the  adr 
joining  walk  up  the  wildernefs  to  the  temple,  in  the 
natural  tafte,  agreeing  not  ill  with  the  little  dripping 
murmur,  and  the  aquatick  idea  of  the  whole  place.  It 
wants  nothing  to  complete  it  but  a good  iTatue  with 
an  infcription,  like  that  beautiful  antique  one  winch 
you  know  I am  fo  fond  of, 

Hujus  Nympha  loci,  facri  cujlodia  fonlts  ; 

Dormio,  dim  hlandae  fentio  murmur  aq^uae. 

Pares  meum,  quijquis  tan^is  caoja  marmora,  JbmniOil. 

Rumpere-,  Ji  bibas,Jinje  la‘vere,  tace.. 

Nymph  of  the  grot,  thefe  facred  fprlngs  I keep. 
And  to  the  murmur  of  thefe  waters  fleep ; 

Ah  fpare  my  flumbers,  gently,  tread  the  cave  I 
And  drink  in  filence,  or  in  Aleitce  lave ! 

You’ll  think  I have  been  very  poetical  in  this  deferip- 
flon,  but  it  is  pretty  near  the  truth..  I wifh  you  were, 
here  to  bear  teftimony  how  little  it  owes  to  Art,,  either 
the  place  itfelf,  or  the  image  I give  of  it. 

I am*  etc.. 


FROM  EDW.  BLOUNT,  Esc^  2S9 


LETTER  XV. 

Sept.  13,  1725. 

J SHOULD  be  afham’d  to  own  the  receipt  of  a very 
kind  letter  from  you,  two  whole  months  from  the 
date  of  this ; if  I were  not  more  alhamed  to  tell  a lie,  or 
to  make  an  excufe,  which  is  worfe  than  a lie  (for  be- 
ing built  upon  fome  probable  circumftance,  it  makes 
ufe  of  a degree  of  truth  to  falfify  with,  and  is  a lie 
guarded).  Your  letter  has  been  in  my  pocket  in  con- 
ftant  wearing,  till  that,  and  the  pocket,  and  the  fuit, 
are  worn  out ; by  which  means  I have  read  dt  forty 
times,  and  I find  by  fo  doing  thatT  have  not  enough 
confidered  and  refledled  upon  many  others  you  have 
obliged  me  with ; for  true  friendfliip,  as  they  fay  of 
good  writing,  will  bear  reviewirig  a thoufand  times, 
and  ftill  difcover  new  beauties. 

I have  had  a fever,  a Ihort  one,  but  a violent  t I am 
now  well,  fo  it  fliall  take  up  no  more  of  this  piiper. 

I begin  now  to  expedl  you  in  town  to  make  the  winw 
ter  to  come  more  tolerable  to  us  both.  The  fummer  is 
a kind  of  heaven,  when  we  wander  in  a paradifaical 
fcene  among  groves  and  gardens ; but  at  this  feafon, 
we  are,  like  our  poor  firll:  parents,  turn’d  out  of  that 
agreeable  though  folitary  life,  and  forced  to  look  about 
for  more  people  to  help  to  bear  our  labours,  to  get  into 
warmer  houfes,  and  live  together  in  cities. 

I hope  you  are  long  fmce  perfeflly  reilor’d,  and  rifen 
from  your  gout,  happy  in  the  delights  of  a contented 
family,  fmiling  at  ftorms,  laughing  at  greatnefs,„  merry 
over  a Chrillmas  fire,  and  exercifing  all  the  fundlions 
of  an  old  Patriarch  in  charity  and  hofpitalky.  I will 
not  tell  Mrs.  B*  what  I think  flie  is  doing  j for  I con- 
clude it  is  her  opinion,  that  he  only  ought  to  know  it 


letters,  etc. 


for  whom  it  is  done  ; and  Are  will  allow  herfelf  to  be 
far  enough  advanced  above  a fine  lady  not  to  defire  to 
fhine  before  men. 

Your  daughters  perhaps  may  have  fome  other 
thoughts,  which  even  their  mother  mull  excufe  them 
for,  becaufe  Ihe  is  a mother.  I will  not  however  fup- 
pofe  thofe  thoughts  get  the  better  of  their  devotions, 
but  rather  excite  them  and  affifl  the  warmth  of  them  ; 
while  their  prayer  may  be,  that  they  may  raife  up  and 
breed  as  irreproachable  a young  family  as  their  parents 
have  done.  In  a word,  I fancy  you  all  well,  eafy,  and 
happy,  juft  as  I wilh  you  : and  next  to  that,  I with  you 

all  with  me. 

Next  to  God,  is  a good  man  : next  in  dignity,  and 
next  in  value.  Minuifti  eum  paullo  minus  ah  angelis.  If 
therefore  I wifh  well  to  the  good  and  the  deferving, 
and  defire  they  only  fliould  be  my  companions  and 
ccrrefpondents,  I mull  very  foon  and  very  much  think 
of  you.  I want  your  company  and  your  example. 
Pray  make  hafte  to  town,  fo  as  not  again  to  leave  us : 
difcharge  the  load  of  earth  that  lies  on  you,  Hke  one 
of  the  mountains  under  which  the  poets  fay,  the  giants 
(the  men  of  the  earth)  are  whelmed  : leave  earth  to 
the  fons  of  the  earth,  your  converfation  is  in  heaven. 
Which  that  it  may  be  accomplifh’d  in  us  all,  is  the 
prayer  of  him  who  maketh  this  fhort  Sermon  3 value 
(to  you)  three-pence.  Adieu. 

Mr.  Blount  died  in  London  in  the  following  year,  17^6. 


LET 


T E R S 


TO  AND  FROM 

The  Hon.  ROBERT  DIGBY. 

'■  ' * ■ 

From  the  Year  1717  to  1727. 


LETTER  I, 

To  the  Hon.  Robert  Digby. 

June  2,  1717. 

T HAD  pleas’d  myfelf  fooner  in  writing  to  you,  but 
that  I have  been  your  fucceffor  in  a fit  of  ficknels, 
and  am  not  yet  fo  much  recovered,  but  that  I have 
thoughts  of  ufing  your  phyficians  *.  They  are  as 
grave  perfons  as  any  of  the  faculty,  and  (like  the  an- 
cients) carry  their  own  medicaments  about  with  them. 
But  indeed  the  moderns  are  fuch  lovers  of  raillery,  that 
nothing  is  grave  enough  to  efcape  them.  Let  them 
laugh,  but  people  will  ftill  have  their  opinions  : as  they 
think  our  Dodlors  a.Tes  to  them,  we’ll  think  them  afles 
to  our  Do6iors. 

I am  glad  you  are  fo  much  in  a better  ftate  of  hcalth> 
as  to  allow  me  to  jell  about  it.  My  concern,  when  I 
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heard  of  your  danger,  was  fo  very  ferious,  that  I almof 
take  it  ill  that  Dr.  Evans  fhould  tell  you  of  it,  or  yoi 
mention  it.  I tell  you  fairly,  if  you  and  a few  mor< 
fuch  people  were  to  leave  the  world,  I would  not  give 
fix-pence  to  hay  in  it. 

I am  not  fo  much  concerned  as  to  the  point  vvhethei 
you  are  to  live  fat  or  lean  : moll  men  of  wit  or  honed’ 
are  ufually  decreed  to  live  very  lean,  fo  I am  incline 
to  the  opinion  that  ’tis  decreed  you  fnall  ; however  b 
comforted,  and  refleft,  that  you’ll  make  the  bette 
Bullo  for  it. 

’Tis  foraething  particular  in  you,  not  to  be  fatisfie 
with  fending  me  your  own  books,  but  to  make  you 
acquaintance  continue  the  frolick.  Mr.  Wharton  force 
me  to  take  Gorboduc,  which  has  fince  done  me  grea 
credit  with  feveral  people,  as  it  has  done  Dryden  am 
Oldham  fome  dilkindnefs,  in  fhewing  there  is  as  mud 
difference  between  their  Gorboduc  and  this,  as  betwee: 
Queen  Anne  and  King  George.  It  is  truly  a fcandal 
that  men  Ihould  write  with  contempt  of  a piece  whic 
they  never  once  faw,  as  thofe  two  poets  did,  who  wer< 
ignorant  even  of  the  fex,  as  well  as  fenfe,  of  Gorboduc 

Adieu  ! I am  going  to  forget  you  : this  minute  yoi 
took  up  all  my  mind ; the  next  I lhall  think  of  notliinj 
but  the  reconciliation  with  Agamemnon,  and  the  reco 
very  of  BrifeiS.  I fliall  be  Achilles’s  humble  fervan 
thefe  two  months  (with  the  good  leave  of  all  my  friends) 
I have  no  ambition  fo  ftrong  at  prefent,  as  that  nobL 
one  of  Sir  Salathiel  Level,  recorder  of  London,  t( 
furnilh  out  a decent  and  plentiful  execution,  of  Greek: 
and  Trojans.  It  is  not  to  be  exprefs’d  how  heartily  . 
wilh  the  death  of  all  Homer’s  heroes,  one  after  ano- 
ther. The  Lord  preferve  me  in  the  day  of  battle 
which  is  juft  approaching  ! join  in  your  prayers  for  me 
and  know  me  to  be  always 


Your,  etc. 


FROM  Mr.  D I G B Y. 
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y 

London i March  3 1 , 1718. 

'j'O  convince  you  how  little  pain  I give  myfelf  in 
correfponding  with  men  of  good  nature  and  good 
underftanding,  you  fee  1 omit  to  anfwer  your  letters  till 
a dme,  when  another  man  would  be  alhamed  to  own 
he  had  received  them.  If  therefore  you  are  ever  moved 
on  my  account  by  that  fpirit,  which  I take  to  be  as 
familiar  to  you  as  a quotidian  ague,  I mean  the  fpirit 
of  goodnefs,  pray  never  hint  it,  in  any  fear  of  obliging 
me  to  a civility  beyond  my  natural  inclination.  I dare 
trull  you.  Sir,  not  only  with  my  folly  when  I write, 
but  with  my  negligence  when  I do  not ; and  expert 
equally  your  pardon  for  either. 

If  I knew  how  to  entertain  you  thro’  the  reft  of  this 
paper,  it  fliould  be  fpotted  and  diverfified  with  con- 
ceits all  over  j you  Ihould  be  put  out  of  breath  with 
laughter  at  each  fentence,  and  paufe  at  each  period, 
to  look  back  over  how  much  wit  you  have  paffed.  But 
I have  found  by  experience  that  people  now-a-days 
regard  writing,  as  little  as  they  do  preaching  : the 
mod  we  can  hope  is  to  be  heard  juft  with  decency  and 
patience,  once  a week,  by  folks  in  the  country.  Here 
in  town  we  hum  over  a piece  of  fine  writing,  and  we 
whiftle  at  a fermon.  The  ftage  is  the  only  place  we 
ftem  alive  at ; there  indeed  we  ftare,  and  roar,  and 
clap  hands  for  K.  Geprge  and  the  government.  As 
for  all  other  virtues  but  this  loyalty,  they  are  an  obfo- 
lete  train,  fo  ill  drefs’d,  that  men,  women,  and  chil- 
dren hifs  them  out  of  all  good  company.  Humility 
knocks  fo  fneakingly  at  the  door,  that  every  footman 
outraps  it,  and  makes  it  give  way  to  the  free  entrance 
of  pride,  prodigality,  and  vuin-glory. 
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My  Lady  Scudamore,  from  having  rufUcated  In  yon 
company  too  long,  really  behaves  herfelf  fcandalou/1 
among  us : fhe  pretends  to  open  her  eyes  for  the  fak 
of  feeing  the  fun,  and  to  deep  becaufe  it  is  night 
drinks  tea  at  nine  in  the  morning,  and  is  thought  t 
have  faid  her  prayers  before  : talks,  without  any  man 
ner  of  ihame,  of  good  books,  and  has  not  feen  Cib 
ber’s  play  of  the  Nonjuror.  1 rejoiced  the  other  da' 
to  fee  a libel  on  her  toilette,  which  gives  me  fom' 
^ hope  that  you  have,  at  lead,  a tafte  of  fcandal  left  you 
in  defedl  of  all  other  vices. 

Upon  the  whole  matter,  I heartily  wilh  you  well 
•but  as  I cannot  entirely  defire  the  ruin  of  all  the  joy 
of  this  city,  fo  all  that  remains  is  to  wilh  you  wouli 
keep  your  happinefs  to  yourfelves,  that  the  happiel 
here  may  not  die  with  envy  at  a blifs  which  they  can 
not  attain  to. 

I am,  etc. 


LETTER  III. 

/ 

From  Mr.  Dig  by. 

Colejhilly  April  17,  17  iS. 

■j  HAVE  read  your  letter  over  and  over  with  delight 
By  your  defcription  of  the  town,  I imagine  it  to  li< 
under  fome  great  enchantment,  and  am  very  mud 
concerned  for  you  and  all  my  friends  in  it.  I am  th( 
more  afraid,  imagining,  fince  you  do  not  fly  thofe  hor- 
rible monftcrs  rapine,  dillimulation,  and  luxury,  tha' 
a magick  circle  is  drawn  about  you,  and  you  cannoi 
efcape.  We  are  here  in  the  country  in  quite  anothei 
world,  fiirrounded  with  bleflings  and  pleafures,  with- 
out any  occafion  of  exercifmg  our  irafcible  faculties  • 
indeed  we  cannot  boaft  of  good  breeding  and  the  art  ol 
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ufe,  but  yet  we  don’t  live  unpleafantly  in  primitive 
umplicity  and  good  humour.  The  fafhions  of  the 
town  atfed  us  but  juil  like  a raree-lhow ; we  have  a 
carlofity  to  peep  at  them,  and  nothing  more.  What 
vju  call  pride,  prodigality,  and  vain  glory,  we  cannot 
find  in  pomp  and  fplendor  at  this  diftance ; it  appears 
to  us  a fine  glittering  fcene,  which  if  we  don’t  envy 
you,  we  think  you  happier  than  we  are,  in  your  en- 
joying it.  Whatever  you  may  think  to  perfuade  us 
of  the  humility  of  Virtue,  and  her  appearing  in  rags 
araongft  you,  we  can  never  believe  : our  uninform’d 
minds  reprefent  her  fo  noble  to  us,  that  we  neceffarily 
annex  fplendor  to  her : and  we  could  as  foon  imagine 
the  order  of  things  inverted,  and  that  there  is  no  man 
in  the  moon,  as  believe  the  contrary.  I can’t  forbear 
telling  you  we  indeed  read  the  fpoils  of  Rapine  as  boys 
do  the  Englifh  Rogue,  and  hug  ourfelves  fhll  as  much 
over  it ; yet  our  rofes  are  not  without  thorns.  Pray 
give  me  the  pleafure  of  hearing  (when  you  are  at  lei- 
fure)  how  foon  I may  expedl  to  fee  the  next  volume  of 
Homer. 

I am,  etc. 


LETTER  IV. 

May  1,  1720. 

You’ll  think  me  very  full  of  myfelf,  when  after  long 
filence  (which  hovve^'-er,  to  fay  truth,  has  rather 
been  employed  to  contemplate  of  you,  than  to  forget 
you)  I begin  to  talk  of  my  own  works.  I find  it  is  in 
the  finilhing  a book,  as  in  concluding  a felTion  of  par- 
liament, one  always  thinks  it  will  be  very  foon,  and* 
finds  it  very  late.  There  are  many  unlook’d  for  inci- 
dents to  retard  the  clearing  any  publick  account,  and 
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i'o  I fee  it  is  in  mine.  I have  plagued  myfelf,  !ik 
great  minifters,  with  undertaking  too  much  for  or 
man ; and  with  a defire  of  doing  more  than  was  ej 
pefted  from  me,  have  done  lefs  than  I ought. 

For  having  defign’d  four  very  laborious  and  uncom 
mon  fort  of  Indexes  to  Homer,  I’m  forc’d,  for  want  c 
time,  to  publifli  two  only;  the  defign  of  which  yo 
will  own  to  be  pretty,  tho’  far  from  being  fully  exe 
cuted.  I’ve  alfo  been  obliged  to  leave  unfinifh’d  i 
my  delk  the  heads  of  two  Effays;  one  on  the  Theolog 
and  Morality  of  Homer,  and  another  on  the  Orator 
of  Homer  and  Virgil.  So  they  mu  ft  wait  for  futur 
editions,  or  perilh  : and  (one  way  or  other,  no  gres 
matter  which)  dabit  Deus  his  qucque  Jine7n,  I tliink  c 
you  every  day,  I 'afl'ure  you,  even  without  fuch  goo 
memorials  cf  you  as  your  fifters,  mth  whom  I fome 
times  talk  of  you,  and  find  it  one  of  the  moft  agreeabl 
of  all  fubjefts  to  them.  My  Lord  Digby  muft  be  per 
petaally  remember’d  by  all  who  ever  knew  him,  c 
knew  his  children.  There  needs  no  more  than  a 
acquaintance  with  your  family,  to  make  all  elder  fon 
wifh  they  had  fathers  to  their  lives  end. 

I can’t  touch  upon  the  fubjetl  of  filial  lo^'e,  withoa 
putting  you  in  mind  of  an  old  woman,  who  has  a fin 
cere,  hearty,  old-fafhioned  refpeft  for  you,  and  con 
ftantly  blames  her  fon  for  not  having  writ  to  you  often 
er  to  tell  you  fo. 

I very  much  wifh  (but  what  fignifies  my  wifiring 
my  lady  Scudamore  wifhes,  your  fifters  wifh)  that  yoi 
were  with  us,  to  compare  the  beautiful  contrail  thi 
feafon  affords  us,  of  the  town  and  the  countr)'.  Nc 
ideas  you  could  form  in  the  winter  can  make  you  ima- 
gine what  Twickenham  is  (and  what  your  friend  Mr 
Johnfon  of  Twickenham  is)  in  this  warmer  feafon 
Our  river  glitters  beneath  an  unclouded  fun,  at  the 
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fiime  time  that  its  banks  retain  the  x^erdure  of  fliowers : 
our  gardens  are  offering  their  firil  nofegays  ; our  trees, 
like  new  acquaintance  brought  happily  togetlier,  are 
liretching  their  arms  to  meet  each  other,  and  growing 
nearer  and  nearer  every  hour ; the  birds  are  paying 
their  thankfgiving  fongs  for  the  new  habitations  I have 
made  them  ; my  building  rifes  high  enough  to  attract 
the  eye  and  curiofity  of  the  palfenger  from  the  river, 
where,  upon  beholding  a mixture  of  beauty  and  ruin, 
he  enquires  what  houfe  is  falling,  or  what,  church  is 
rifing  ? So  little  talle  have  our  common  Tritons  of  Vi- 
truvius ; whatever  delight  the  poetical  gods  of  the 
river  may  take,  in  refledling  on  their  ftreams,  by  Tuf- 
can  Porticos,  or  lonick  Pilafters. 

But  (to  defeend  from  all  this  pomp  of  ftyle)  the  bell 
account  of  what  I am  building  is,  that  it  will  afford 
me  a few  pleafant  rooms  for  fuch  a friend  as  yourfelf, 
or  a cool  fituation  for  an  hour  or  two  for  Lady  Scuda- 
more, when  fhe  will  do  me  the  honour  (at  this  pub- 
lick  houfe  on  the  road)  to  drink  her  own  cyder. 

d'he  moment  I am  writing  this,  I am  furprifed  with 
the  account  of  the  death  of  a friend  of  mine  ; which 
makes  all  I have  here  been  talking  of,  a mere  jell ! 
Building,  gardens,  writings,  pleafures,  works  of  what- 
ever fluff  man  can  raife  ! none  of  them  (God  knows) 
capable  of  advantaging  a creature  that  is  mortal,  or 
of  fatisfying  a foul  that  is  immortal ! Dear  Sir, 

I am,  etc. 


f t ' 
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LETTER  V. 

From  Mr.  Digby. 

May  2 1,  1720. 

xrouR  letter,  which  I had  two  polls  ago,  was  ver 
medicinal  to  me  : and  I heartily  thank  you  for  th 
relief  it  gave  me.  I was  fick  of  the  thoughts  of  m 
not  having  in  all  this  time  given  you  any  telHmony  c 
the  affeftion  I owe  you,  and  which  I as  conftantly  in 
deed  feel  as  I think  of  you.  This  indeed  was  a trou 
blefome  ill  to  me,  till,  after  reading  your  letter, 
found  it  was  a moil  idle  weak  imagination  to  think 
could  fo  offend  yqu.  Of  all  the  impreiTions  you  hav 
made  upon  me,  I never  receiv’d  any  with  greater  jo 
than  this  of  your  abundant  good-nature,  which  bids  m 
be  allured  of  fome  lhare  of  your  affections. 

. I had  many  other  pleafures  from  your  letter ; tha 
your  mother  remembers  me  is  a very  fincere  joy  to  me 
I cannot  but  relledl  how  alike  you  are  ; from  the  tim< 
you  do  any  one  a favour,  you  tliink  yourfelves  _oblige< 
as  thofe  that  have  received  one.  This  is  indeed  ai 
old-falhioned  refpeCl,  hardly  to  be  found  out  of  youi 
houfe.  I have  great-  hopes,  however,  to  fee  man) 
old-falhioned  virtues  revive,  fince  you  have  made  oui 
age  in  love  with  Homer  j I heartily  with  you,  whe 
are  as  good  a citizpn  as  a poet,  the  joy  of  feeing  a re- 
formation from  your  works.  I am  in  doubt  whether  J 
Ihould  congratulate  your  having  linilhed  Flomer,  while 
the  two  efl'ays  you  mention  are  not  completed:  but  ii 
you  expeft  no  great  trouble  from  ffnilliing  thefe,  I 
heartily  rejoice  with  you. 

I have  fome  faint  notion  of  the  beauties  of  Twicken- 
ham from  what  I here  fee  round  me.  The  verdure  cf 
Ihowers  is  poured  upon  every  tree  and  field  about  us  j 
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the  gardens  unfold  variety  of  colours  to  the  eye  every 
morning,  the  hedges  breath  is  beyond  all  perfume,  and 
the  fong  of  birds  we  hear  as  well  as 'you.  But  tho’  I 
hear  and  fee  all  this,  yet  I think  they  would  delight 
me  more  if  you  was  here.  I found  the  want  of  thefc 
at  Twickenham  while  I was  there  with  you,  by  which 
I guefs  what  an  increafe  of  charms  it  mull  now  have. 
How  kind  is  it  in  you  to  wifh  me  there,  and  how  un- 
fortunate are  my  circumftances  that  allow  me  not  to 
vilit  you  ? If  I fee  you,  I mull  leave  my  father  alone, 
and  this  uneafy  thought  would  difappoint  all  my  pro- 
pofed  pleafures ; the  fame  circumftance  will  prevent 
my  profpeft  of  many  happy  hours  mth  you  in  Lord 
Bathurll’s  wood,  and  I fear  of  feeing  you  till  winter, 
unlefs  Lady  Scudamore  comes  to  Sherburne,  in  which 
cafe  I lhall  prefs  you  to  fee  Dorfetlhire,  as  you  propo- 
fed.  May  you,  have  a long  enjoyment  of  your  new 
favourite  Portico. 

Your,  etc. 


L E T T E R VI. 

From  Mr.  Dig  by. 

Sherburne,  July  9,  lyao. 

^“■HE  London  language  and  converfation  is,  I find, 
quite  changed  lince  I left  it,  tho’  it  is  not  above 
three  or  four  months  ago.  No  violent  change  in  the 
natural  world  ever  adonilhed  a Philofopher  fo'much  as 
this  does  me.  I hope  this  will  calm  all  party  rage, 
-and  introduce  more  liumanity  than  has  of  late  obtain- 
ed in  converfation.  All  fcandal  will  fure  be  laid  afide, 
for  there  can  be  no  fuch  difeafe  any  more  as  Spleen  in 
this  new  golden  age.  I am  pleafed  with  the  thoughts 
of  feeing  nothing  but  a general  good  liumour  when  1 
Von.  V.  P 
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come  up  to  town ; I rejoice  in  the  univerfal  riches  1 
hear  of,  in  the  thought  of  their  having  this  efFe<a, 
They  tell  me  you  was  foon  content;  and  that  you 
cared  not  for  fueh  an  increafe  as  others  wifiied  you, 
By  this  account  T judge  you  the  richeft  man  in  the 
South-fea,  and  congratulate  you  accoi-dingly.  I can 
wiih  you  only  an  increafe  of  health,  for  of  riches  and 
fame  you  have  enough. 

Your,  etc. 


■LETTER  VII. 


■ July  20,  1720. 

YOUR  kind  defire  to  know  the  Hate  of  my  healtlx 
had  not  been  unfatisfied  fo  long,  had  not  that  ill 
flate  been  the  impediment.  Nor  Ihould  I have  feem’d 
an  unconcern’d  party  in  the  joys  of  your  family, 
which  I heard  of  from  Lady  Scudamore,  whofe  Ihort 
Efchantillon  of  a letter  (of  a quarter  of  a page)  I value 
as  the  Ihort  glimpfe  of  a vilion  afforded  to  fome, de- 
vout hermit ; for  it  includes  (as  thofe  revelations  do) 
a promife  of  a better  life  in  the  Elyfian  groves  of  Ci- 
rencefter,  whither,  I could  fay  almoft  in  the  fr}de  of 
a fermon,  the  Lord  bring  us  all,  etc.  Thither  may 
we  tend,,  by  various  ways,  to  one  blifsful  bower  : 
thither  may  health,  peace,  and  good  humour  wait  up- 
on us  as  alTociates : thither  may  whole  cargoes  of  nedlar 
(liquor  of  life  and  longevity  1)  by  mortals  call’d  Spaw- 
vvater,  be  convey’d  ; and  there  (as  Milton  has  it)  may 
we,  like  the  deities, 

Oa  Jlovj’rs  reposed,  aiid  <voith  frcjb  garlands  cronun'^d, 
^aff  hnmortality  and  joy. 

When  I fpeak  of  garlands,  I fhould  not  forget  the 
green  veftments  and  fcarfs  whidx  your  fillers  promis’d 
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to  make  for  this  purpofe  : I exped  you  too  in  green, 
with  a hunting-horn  by  your  iide,  and  a green  hat 
the  model  of  which  you  may  take  from  Olborne’s  de- 
fcription  of  King  James  the  Firll. 

What  words,  what  numbers,  what  oratory,  or  what 
poetry  can  fuffice,  to  exprefs  how  infinitely  I efteem, 
value,  lovp,  and  defire  you  all,  above  all  the  great 
ones  of  this  part  of  the  world ; above  all  the  Jews, 
j'obbers,  bubblers,  fubfcribers,  projedlors,  dircdlors,  go- 
vemors,  treafurers,  etc.  etc.  etc.  in  facida  faculorum. 

Turn  your  eyes  and  attention  from  this  miferable 
mercenary  period ; and  turn  yourfelf  in  a jull  contempt 
of  thefe  fons  of  Mammon,  to  the  contemplation  of 
books,  gardens,  and  marriage  : in  which  I now  leave 
you,  and  return  (wretch  that  I am  !)  to  water-gruel  and 
Palladio. 

I am,  etc. 


LETTER  VIII. 

From  Mr.  Digby. 

Sherburne,  July  30. 

I CONGRATULATE  you,  dear  Sir,  On  the  return  of  the 
Golden-age,  for  fure  this  mull  be  fuch,  in  which 
money  is  Ihower’d  down  in  fuch  abundance  upon  us- 
I hope  this  overflowing  will  ’ produce  great  and  good 
fruits,  and  brmg  back  the  figurative  moral  golden-age 
to  us.  I have  fome  omens  to  induce  me  to  believe  it 
may;  for  when  the  Mufes  delight  to  be  near  a Court, 
^ben  I find  you  frequently  with  a Firll  Minifler,  [ 
-an  t but  expedl  from  fuch  an  intimacy  an  encourage- 
ment and  revival  of  the  polite  arts.  I know  you  de- 
ite  to  bring  them  into  honour,  above  the  golden  image 
'■Iiich  is  fet  up  and  worfliipped ; and,  if  you  cannot 
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cfFeft  it,  adieu  to  all  fuch  hopes.  You  feem  to  intimate 
in  yours  another  face  of  things  from  this  inundation  of 
wealth,  as  if  beauty,  wit,  and  valour  would  no  more 
engage  our  paffions  in  the  pleafurable  purfuit  of  them, 
tho’  affifted  by  this  increafe  : if  fo,  and  if  monfters 
only,  as  various  as  thofe  of  Nile,  arife  from'this  abun- 
dance, who,  that  hJs  any  fpleen  about  him,  will  not  hafte 
to  town  to  laugh  ? What  will  become  of  the  play-houfe  ? 
who  will  go  thither,  while  there  is  fuch  entertainment 
in  the  ftreets  ? I hope  we  fliall  neither  want  good  Satire 
nof  Comedy ; if  we  do,  the  age  may  well  be  thought 
barren  of  geniufes,  for  none  has  ever  produced  better 
fubjedls. 

Yourj  etc. 


LETTER  IX. 

From  Mr.  Dig  by. 

Colejhill,  Nov.  12,  1720. 
■T  F i N o in  my  heart  that  I have  a taint  of  the  corrup 
age  we  live  in.  . I want  the  publick  fpirit  fo  mud 
admired  in  old  Rome,  of  facrificing  every  thing  that  i 
dear  to  us  to  the  commonwealth.  I even  feel  a mor 
intimate  concern  for  my  friends  who  have  fuffered  i: 
the  S.  Sea,  than  for  the  publick,  which  is  faid  to  b 
undone  by  it.  But,  I hope,  the  reafon  is,  that  I d 
not  fee  fo  evidently  the  ruin  of  the  publick  to  be 
confequence  of  it,  as  I do  the  lofs  of  my  friends, 
fear  there  are  few  belides  yourfelf  that  vill  be  perfuade 
by  old  Heliod,  that  half  is  snore  than  the  nvhole. 
know  not  whether  I do  not  rejoice  in  your  fulferings  * 
fince  they  have  fhewn  me  your  mind  is  principled  wit 
fuch  a fentiment,  I affure  you  I exped;  from  it  a pei 

* See  Note-on  V.  139.  of  die  fecond  Satirej  Book  ii.  of  Horae 
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fbrmance  greater  ftill  than  Homer.  I have  an  extreme 
jov  from  your  communicating  to  me  this  affection  of 
vour  mind ; ' , 

^id  ^lo^eat  dulci  NutriaJa  majus  alumno  ? 

Believe  me,  dear  Sir,  no  equipage  could  ihew  you  to 
my  eye  in  fo  much  fplendor.  I would  not  indulge  this 
fit  of  philofophy  fo  far  as  to  be  tedious  to  you,  elfe  I 
could  profecute  it  with  pleafure. 

J long  to  fee  you,  your  Mother,  and  your  Villa; 
till  then  I will  fay  nothing  of  Lord  Bathurft’s  wood, 
which  I faw  in  my  return  hither.  Soon  after  Chrift- 
mas  I defign  for  London,  where  I fliall  mifs  Lady 
Scudamore  very  much,  who  intends  to  flay  in  the  country 
all  winter-  I am  angry  with  her,  as  I am  like  to  fulFer 
by  tliis  refolution,  and  would  fain  blame  her,  but  cannot 
find  a caufe.  The  man  is  curfed  that  has  a longer  letter 
than  this  to  write  with  as  bad  a pen,  yet  I can  ufe  it 
with  pleafure  to  fend  my  fervices  to  your  good  mother, 
and  to  write  myfelf 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER  X. 

Sept,  I,  1722,, 

J^OCTOR  Arbuthnot  is  going  to  Bath,  and  will  flay 
there  a fortnight  or  more : perhaps  you  would  be 
comforted  to  have  a fight  of  him,  whether  you  need 
him  or  not.  I think  him  as  good  a Doftor  as  any  man 
for  one  that  is  ill,  and  a better  Doftor  for  one  that  is 
well.  He  would  do  admirably  for  Mrs.  Mary  Digby  : 
She  needed  only  to  follow  his  hints,  to  be  in  eternal 
bufinefs  and  amufement  of  mind,  and  even  as  aftive 
as  (he  could  defire.  But  indeed  I fear  Ihe  would  out- 
walk him  ; for  (as  Dean  Swift  obferv’d  to  me  the  veiy 
firil  time  I faw  the  Dodlor)  He  is  a man  that  can  do 
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every  thing  but  walk.”  His  brother,  who  is  lately 
come  into  England,  goes  alfo  to  the  Bath ; and  is  a more 
extraordinary  man  than  he,  worth  your  going  thithei 
on  purpofe  to  know  him.  The  fpirit  of  Philanthropy, 
fo  long  dead  to  our  world,  is  reviv’d  in  him  : he  is  a 
philofopher  all  of  fire  j fo  warmly,  nay  fo  wildly  in  the 
right,  that  he  forces  all  others  about  him  to  be  fo  too, 
and  draws  them  into  liis  own  vortex.  He  is  a fiar  that 
looks  as  if  it  were  all  fire,  but  is  all  benignity,  all  gen- 
tle and  beneficial  influence.  If  there  be  other  men  in 
the  world  that  would  ferve  a friend,  yet  he  is  the  only  one, 
I believe,  that  could  make  even  an  enemy  ferve  a friend. 

As  all  human  life  is  chequer’d  and  mixed  with  ac- 
quifitions  and  Ioffes  (tho’  the  latter  are  more  certain 
and  irremediable,  than  the  former  lafling  or  fatisfac- 
tory),  fo  at  the  time  I have  gain’d  the  acquaintance  of 
one  worthy  man  I have  lofi;  another,  a very  eafy,  hu- 
mane, and  gentlemanly  neighbour,  Mr. 'Stonor.  ’Tis 
certain  the  lofs  of  one  of  this  chara6ler  puts  us  natu- 
rally upon  fetting  a greater  value  on  the  few  that  are 
left,  tho’  the  degree  of  our  efteem  maybe  different. 
Nothing,  fays  Seneca,  is  fo  melancholy  a circumflance 
in  human  life,  or  fo  foon  reconciles  us  to  the  thought  of 
our  own  death,  as  the  refleftion  and  profpedl  of  one 
friend  after  another  dropping  round  us  !'  Who  would 
ftand  alone,  the  foie  remaining  ruin,  the  laft  tottering 
column  of  all  the  fabrick  of  friendflnp ; once  fo  large, 

• feemingly  fo  ftrong,  and  yet  fo  fuddenly  funk  and  bu- 
ried ? I am,  etc. 


L E T T E R XI. 

T HAVE  belief  enough  in  the  goodnefs  of  your  whole 
family,  to  think  you  will  all  be  pleas’d  that  I am 
arriv’d  in  fafety  at  Twickenham;  tho’  it  is  a fort  of 
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earneft  that  you  wall  be  troubled  again  with  me,  at 
Sherburne  or  Colelhill ; for  however  I may  like  one 
of  your  places,  it  may  be  in  that,  as  in  liking  one  of 
vour  family ; when  one  fees  the  rell,.  one  likes  them 
all.  Pray  make  my  fervices  acceptable  to  them ; I 
wiih  them  all  the  happinefs  they  may  want,  and  the 
continuance  of  all  the  happinefs  they  have  ; and  I take 
the  latter  to  comprize  a great  deal  more  than  the  for- 
mer. I muft  feparate  Lady  Scudamore  from  you,  as,. 
J fear,  (he  will  do  herfelf  before  this  letter  reaches  you ; 
fo  I wilh  her  a good  journey,  and  I hope  one  day  to 
try  if  (he  lives  as  well  as  you  do  : tho’  I much  quellicn 
if  (he  can  live  as  quietly  : I fufpeft  the  bells  will  be 
ringing  at  her  arrival,  and  on  heir  own  and  Mifs  Scu- 
damore’s birth-days,  and  that  all  the  Clergy  in  the 
country  come  to  pay  refpedls  j both  the  Clergy  and 
their  bells  expedting  from  her,  and  from  the  young 
Lady,  further  bulinefs  and  further  employment.  Be- 
fides  all  this,  there  dw'ells  on  the  one  fide  of  her  the. 
Lord  Conninglby,  and  on  the  other  Mr.  W*.  Yet  I 
ihaU, , when  the  days  and  the  years  come  about,  adven- 
ture upon  aU  this  for  her  fake. 

I beg  my  Lord  Digby  to  think  me  a better  man  than, 
to  content  myfelf  with  thanking  him  in  the  common 
way.  I am,  in  as  hncere  a fenfe  of  the  word,  his  fer- 
vant,  as  you  are  his  fon,  or  he  your  father. 

I muft  in  my  turn  infift  upon  hearing  how  my  laft 
fellow-travellers  got  home  from  Clarendon,  and  defire 
Mr.  Philips  to  remember  me  in  his  Cyder,  and  to  tell 
Mr.  W*  that  I am  dead  and  buried. 

I wi(h  the  young  ladies,  whom  I almoft  robb’d  of 
. their  good  name,  a better  name  in  return  (even  that 
very  name  to  each  of  them,  which  they  (hall  like  bed,, 
for  the  fake  of  the  man  that  bears  it) . 
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.V. 

LETTER  XII. 

1722. 

R making  a fort  of  apology  for  your  not  writingj 
is  a very  genteel  reproof  to  me.  I know  I was  to 
blame,  but  1 know  I did  not  intend  to  be  fo,  and  (what 
is  the  happieft  knowledge  in  the  world)  I know  you  will 
forgive  me  : for  fure  nothing  is  more  fatisfadtory  than 
to  be  certain  of  fuch  a friend  as  will  overlook  one’s 
failings,  fince  every  fuch  inftance  is  a convidlion  of  his 
kindnefs. 

If  I am  all  my  life  to  dwell  in  intentions,  and  never 
to  rife  to  aftions,  I have  but  too  much  need  of  that 
gentle  difpofition  which  I experience  in  you.  But  I 
hope  better  things  of  myfelf,  and  fully  purpofe  to  make 
you  a viht  this  fummer  at  Sherburne.  I’m  told  you 
are  all  upon  removal  very  fpeedily,  and  that.  Mrs. 
Mary  Digby  talks,  in  a letter  to  Lady  Scudamore,  of 
feeing  my  Lord  Bathurfl’s  wood  in  her  way.  How 
much  I wifh  to  be  her  guide  thro’  that  enchanted  fo- 
reft,  is  not  to  be  exprell ; I look  upon  myfelf  as  the 
magician  appropriated  to  the  place,  without  whom  no 
mortal  can  penetrate  into  the  receffes  of  thofe  facred 
ftades.  I could  pafs  whole  days  in  only  defciibing 
to  her  the  future,  and  as  yet  viilonary  beauties,  that 
are  to  rife  in  thofe  fcenes : the  palace  that  is  to  be 
built,  the  pavilions  that  are  to  glitter,  the  colonades 
that  are  to  adorn  them  : nay  more,  the  meeting  of 
tlie  Thames,  and  the  Severn,  which  (when  the  noble 
t)wner  has  finer  dreams  than  ordinary)  are  to  be  led 
into  each  other’s  embraces  thro’  fecret  caverns  of  not 
above  twelve  or  fifteen  miles,  till  they  rife  and  cele- 
brate their  marriage  in  the  midft  of  an  immenfe  am- 
phitheatre, which  is  to  be  the  admiration  of  pofterity, 
a hundred  years  hence.  But  till  the  deftin’d  time 
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fliall  sriive  tJiat  is  to  manifeft  thefe  wonders,  Mrs. 
Digby  muft  content  herfelf  with  feeing  what  is  at  pre- 
fent  no  more  than  the  fineft  wood  in  England. 

The  objetfls  that  attrad:  this  part  of  the  world,  are 
of  a quite  different  nature.  Women  of  quality  are  all 
turn’d  followers  of  the  camp  in  Hyde -park  this  year, 
whither  all  the  town  refort  to  magnificent  entertain- 
ments given  by  the  officers,  etc.  The  Scythian  Ladies 
that  dwelt  in  the  waggons  of  w'ar,  were  not  more  clofely 
attached  to  the  luggage.  The  matrons,  like  thofe  of 
Sparta,  attend  their 'fon^  to  the  field,  to  be  witneffes 
of  their  glorious  deeds ; and  the  maidens,  with  all  their 
charms  difplay’d,  provoke  the  fpirit  of  the  foldiers  : 
Tea  and  Coffee  fupply  the  place  of  Lacedemonian 
black  broth.  This  camp  feems  crowm’d  with  perpetual 
viftory,  for  every  fun  that  rifes  in  the  tlmnder  of  can- 
non, fets  in  the  mufick  of  violins.  Nothing  is  yet 
wanting  but  the  conftant  prefence  of  the  Princcfs,  to 
reprefent  the  Maiet-  Exerdtus, 

At  Twickenham  the  world  goes  otherwife.  There 
are  certain  old  people  who  take  up  all  my  time,  and 
will  hardly  allow  me  to  keep  any  other  company.  They 
were  introduced  here  by  a man  of  their  own  fort,  w'ho  has 
made  me  perfedly  rude  to  all  contemporaries,  and  wxm’t 
fo  much  as  fuffer  me  to  look  upon  them.  The  perfon  I 
complain  of  is  the  bifhop  of  Rocheller.  Yet  he  allows 
me  (from  fomething  he  has  heard  of  your  charatfler,  and 
that  of  your  family,  as  if  you  w'ere  of  the  old  fefl  of* 
moralifts)  to  write  three  or  four  fides  of  paper  to  you, 
and  to  tell  you  (what  thefe  fort  of  people  never  tell  but 
with  truth  and  religious  fincerity)  that  I am,  and  ever 
will  be 
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LETTER  XIII. 

/pHE  fame  reafon  that  hinder’d  your  writing,  hin- 
der d mine,  the  pleafing  expedlation  to  fee  you  in 
town.  Indeed,  fince  the  willing  confinement  I have  lain 
under  here  with  my  mother  (whom  it  is  natural  and  rea- 
fonable  I Ihould  rejoice  with  as  well  as  grieve)  I could 
the  better  bear  your  abfence  from  London,  for  I could 
hardly  have  feen  you  there ; and  it  would  not  have  been 
quite  reafonable  to  have  drawn  you  to  a fick  room  hither 
from  the  firft  embraces  of  your  friends.  My  mother  js 
now  (I  thank  God)  wonderfully  recovered,  tho’  not  fo 
much  as  yet  to  venture  out  of  her  chamber,  but  enough 
to  enjoy  a few  particular  friends,  when  they  have  the 
good  nature  to  look  upon  her.  I may  recommend  to  you 
the  room  we  fit  in,  upon  one  (and  that  a favourite)  ac- 
count, that  it  is  the  very  warmeft  in  the  houfe ; we  and 
our  fires  will  equally  fmile  upon  your  face.  There  is  a 
Perfian  proverb  that  fays  (I  think  very  prettily),  “ The 
converfation  of  a friend  brightens  ^the  eyes.”  This 
I take  to  be  a fplendor  kill  more  agreeable  than  the  fires 
you  fo  delightfully  defcribe. 

That  you  may  long  enjoy  your  owm  fire-fide  in  the 
metaphorical  fenfe,  that  is,  all  thofe  of  your  family  who 
make  it  pleafing  to  fit  and  fpend  whole  wintry  months 
together  (a  far  more  rational  delight,  and  better  felt  by 
an  honefi:  heart,  than  all  the  glaring  entertainments,  nu- 
merous lights,  and  falfe  fplendors,  of  an  Alfembly  of 
empty  heads,  aching  hearts,  and  falfe  faces) . This  is 
my  fincere  wiih  to  you  and  yours. 

You  fay  you  propofe  much  pleafure  in  feeing  fome 
new  faces  about  town  of  my  acquaintance.  I guefs  you 
mean  Mrs.  Howard’s  and  Mrs.  Blount’s.  And  I aflure 
you,  you  ought  to  take  as  much  pleafure  in  their 


FROM"  Mk.  f)IGBy.  $<^9- 

hearts*  if  they  are  what  they  fometimes  exprefs  witk 
regard  to  you. 

Believe  me,  dear  Sir,  to  you  all,  a very  faithful  fervant. 

LETTER  XIV. 

From  Mr.  Dig  by. 

SherhurnCy  Aug.  14,  IJZJ. 

T can’t  return  from  fo  agreeable  an  entertainment  as 
yours  in  the  country,  without  acknowledging  it.  I 
tlunk  you  heartily  for  the  new  agreeable  idea  of  life 
you  there  gave  me ; it  wiU  remain  long  with  me,  for 
it  is  very  hfongly  imprelled  upon  my  imagination.  I 
repeat  the  memory  of  it  often,  and  Ihall  value  that  fa- 
culty of  the  mind  new  more  than  ever,  for  the  power 
it  gives  me  of  being  entertained  in  your  villa,  v/herr 
abfent  from  it.  As  you  are  poffefled  of  all  the  plea- 
fures  of  the  country,  and,  as  I think,  of  a right  mind, 
what  can  I wilh  you  but  health  to  enjoy  them  ? This 
I fo  heartily  do,  that  I fliould  be  even  'glad  to  hear 
your  good  old  mother  might  lofe  all  her  prefent  pleafures 
in  her  unwearied  care  of  you,  by  your  better  health 
convincing  them  it  is  unnecelTary.  ' 

1 am  troubled,  and  lhall  be  fo,  till  I hear  you  have 
receiv’d  this  letter  : for  you  gave  me  the  greateft  plea- 
fure  imaginable  in  yours,  and  I am  impatient  to  ac- 
knowledge it.  If  1 anyways  deferve  that  friendly 
warmth  and  affedlion  with  which  you  write,  it  is, 
that  I have  a heart  full  of  love  and  efteem  for  you : 
fo  truly , that  I (hould  lofe  the  greateft  pleafure  of  my 
life  if  1 lolt  your  good  opinion.  It  rejoices  me  very 
much  to  be  reckoned  by  you  in  the  clafs  of  honed  men  ; 
for  tho’  I am  not  troubled  over  much  about  the  opinion 
mod  may  have  of  me,  yet,  I own,  it  would  grieve  me 
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not  to  be  thought  weU  of  by  you  and  fomc  few  others. 
I will  not  doubt  my  own  ftrength,  yet  I have  this  fur- 
ther fecurity  to  maintain  my  integrity,  that  1 cannot 
part  with  that,  without  forfeiting  your  clleem  with  it. 

Perpetual  diforder  and  ill  health  have  for  fome  yean 
fo  difguifed  me,  that  I fometimes  fear  I do  not  to  m> 
beft  friends  enough  appear  what  I really  am.  Sicknef 
is  a great  opprelTor ; it  does  great  injury  to  a zealou: 
heart,  ftifling  its  warmth,  and  not  fuffering  it  to  brea!< 
out  into  adlion.  But,  I hope,  I lliall  not  make  this  com- 
plaint much  longer.  I have  other  hopes  that  pleafe 
me  tho,  tho’  not'  fo  well  grounded ; thefe  are,  thai 
you  may  yet  make  a journey  weftward  with  Lord  Ba- 
thui  ft  j but  of  the  probability  of  this  I do  not  venture 
to  reafon,  becaufe  I would  not  part  w'ith  the  pleafure 
of  that  belief.  It  grieves  me  to  think  how  far  I air 
removed  from  you,  and  from  that  excellent  Lord 
whom  I love  ! Indeed  I remember  him,  as  one  that  ha; 
made  fteknefs  eafy  to  me,  by  bearing  with  my  infirmi- 
ties in , tlie  fame  manner  that  you  have  always  done 
I often  too  confid«r  him  in  other  lights  that  make  hin: 
valuable  to  me.  With  him,  I know  not  by  w'hat  con- 
neftion^  you  never  fail  to  come  into  my  mind,  as  ii 
you  were  infeparable.  I have,  as  yon  guefs,  manj 
philofophical  reveries  in  die  ftiades  of  Sir  Walter  Ra- 
leigh, of  w'hich  you  are  a great  part.  You  generallv 
enter  there  with  me,  and  like  a good  Genius,  upplaud 
and  ftrengthen  all  my  fentiments  that  have  honour  h: 
them.  This  good  cftice  which  you  have  often  done 
me  unknowingly,  I muft  acknowledge  now,  that  mv 
own  breaft  may  not  reproach  me  with  ingratitude,  and 
difquiet  me  when  I would  mufe  again  in  that  folemr 
feene.  I have  not  room  now  left  to  alk  you  many  quef- 
tions  I intended  about  the  Odyfley.  I beg  I may  know 
how  far  you  h.ive  carried  UlylTes  on  his  journey,  and 
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how  you  have  been  entertained  with  him  on  the  way  ? 
I delire  I may  hear  of  your  health,  of  Mrs.  Pope’s, 
and  of  every  thing  elfe  that  belongs  to  you.  . 

How  thrive  your  garden  plants  ? how  look  the  trees 
how  fpriug  the  Brocoli  and  the  Fenochio?  hard  names 
to  fpell ! how  did  the  poppies  bloom  ? and  how  is  the 
great  room  approv’d  ? what  parties  have  you  had  of 
pleafure  ? what  in  the  grotto  ? what  upon  the  Thames 
I would  know  how  all  your  hours  pafs,  all  you  fay, 
and  all  you  do  ; of  which  I Ihould  quellion  you  yet 
farther,  but  my  paper  is  full  and  fpares  you.  My  bro- 
ther Ned'  is  wholly  yours,  and  fo  my  father  delires  ta 
be,  and  every  foul  here  whofe  name  is  Digby.  My 
liller  will  be  yours  in  particular.  V/hat  can  I add  more  ^ 

I am,  etc. 


LETTER  XV. 

OSloher  lo, 

j w A s upon  the  point  of  taking  a much  greater  jour- 
ney than  to  Bermudas,  even  to  that  undi/co--vercd 
country  i from  <whofe  bourn  No  tran.:eller  retitrns,! 

A fever  carried  me  on  the  high  gallop  towards  it  for 
fix  or  feven  days — But  here  you  have  me  now,  and  that 
is  all  I lhall  fay  of  it  : fince  which  time  an  impertinert 
lamenefs  kept  me  at  home  twice  as  long;  as  if  fate 
Ihould  fay  (after  the  Other  dangerous  illnefs),  You 
“ lhall  neither  go  into  the  other  world,  nor  any  wliere 
you  like  in  this.”  Elfe  who  knows  but  1 had  been 
at  Hom-lacy  ? 

I confpire  in  your  fentiments,  emulate  your  plea- 
fures,  wilh  for  your  company.  You  are  all  of  one  heart 
and  one  foul,  as  was  faid  of  the  primitive  Chrifhans : 
^13  like  the  kingdom  of  the  jull  upon  earth  ; not  a 
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wicked  wretch  to  interrupt  you,  but  a fet  of  ti*y’d,  ex- 
perienced friends  and  fellow-comforters,  who  have  feen 
evil  men  and  evil  days  j and  have  by  a fuperior  redli- 
tude  of  heart  fet  yourfelves  above  them,  and  reap  your 
reward.  Why  will  you  ever,  of  your  own  accord,  end 
fuch  a millennary  year  in  London?  tranfmigrate  (if 
I may  fo  call  it)  into  other  creatures,  in  that  feene  of 
folly  militant,  when  you  may  reign  for  ever  at  Hora- 
lacy  in  fenfe  and  reafon  triumphant  ? I appeal  to  a 
third  Lady  in  your  family,  whom  I take  to  be  the 
moft  innocent,,  and  the  lead  warp’d  by  idle  fafhion  and 
cullom  of  you  a 11;  I appeal  to  her,  if  you  are  not  every 
foul  of  you  better  people,  better  companions,  and  hap- 
pier, where  you  are  ? I defire  her  opinion  under  her 
hand  in  your  next  letter,  I mean  Mifs  Scudamore’s  *. 
I am  confident  if  fhe  would  or  durd  fpeak  her  fenfe, 
and  employ  that  reafoning  which  God  has  given  her, 
to  infufe  more  though tfulnefs  into  you  all ; thofe  ar- 
guments could  not  fail  to  put  you  to  the  blulh,  and 
keep  you  out  of  town,  like  people  fenfible  of  your  own 
felicities.  I am  not  witliout  hopes,  if  Ihe  can.  detain 
a parliament-man  and  a lady  of  quality  from  the  v/orld 
one  winter,  that  I may  come  upon  you  with  fuch  irre- 
fiftible  argmnents  another  year,  as  may  carry  you  all 
with  me  to  Bermudas  f , the  feat  of  all  earthlyTiappi- 
nefs,  and  the  new  Jerufalem  of  die  righteous. 

Don’t  talk  of  the  decay  of  the  year,  the  feafon  ia- 
good  where  the  people  are  fo  : ’ds  the  bell  time  of  die 
year  for  a painter;  diere  is  more  variety  of  colours  in 
the  leaves,  the  profpefls  begin  to  open,  thro’  die  thin- 
ner woods,  over  the  valleys';  and  thro’  die  high  ca- 
nopies of  trees  to  the  higher  arch  of  heaven  : die  dews 

* Afterwards  Duchefs  of  Beaufort,  at  this  time  very  young. 

-j-  About  this  time  the  Rev.  Dean  Berkley  conceived  his  proj.'fl 
of  crciSling  a fettlcment  in  Bermudas  for  the  Propagation  of  tlw 
Chriilian  faith,  and  introduction  of  Sciences  into  America. 
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of  the  morning  impearl  every  thorn,,  and  fcatter  dia- 
monds on  the  verdant  mantle  of  the  earth ; the  frofts 
are  frefh  and  wholefome  : what  would  you  have  ? the 
Moon  fliines  too,  tho’  not  for  Lovers  thefe  cold  nights, 
but  for  Aftronomers. 

Have  ye  not  reflefting  Telefcopes  whereby  ye  may 
innocently  magnify  her  fpots  and  blemifhes  ? Content 
vourfelves  with  them,  and  do  not  come  to  a place  where 
your  own  eyes  become  refledling  Telefcopes,  and. 
where  thofe  of  all  others  are  equally  fuch  upon  their 
neighbours.  Stay  you  at  lead  (for  what  I have  faid 
before  relates  only  to  the  ladies : don’t  imagine  I’ll 
write  about  any  Eyes  but  theirs) ; ftay,  I fay,  from  that 
idle,  bufy-looking  Sanhedrim,  where  wifdom  or  no 
wifdom  is  the  eternal  debate,  not  (as  it  lately  was  in 
Ireland)  an  accidental  one. 

If,  after  all,  ymu  will  defpife  good  advice,  and  re- 
folve  to  come  to  London,  here  you  will  find  me,  doing 
jud  the  things  I fliould  not,  living  where  I Ihould  not, 
and  as  worldly,  as  idle,  in  a word  as  much  an  Anti- 
Bermudanifi:  as  any  body.  Dear  Sir,  make  the  ladies 
know  I am  their  fervant,  you  know  I am 

^Yours,  etc. 


LETTER  XVI. 

Aug.  12. 

J Have  been  above  a month  ftrolling  about  in  Buck- 
ingham fhire  and  Oxfordfliire,  from  garden  to  gar- 
den, but  ftill  returning  to  Lord  Cobhara’s  with  frefh 
faiisfadblon.  1 fhould  be  forry  to  fee  my  Lady  Scuda- 
more’s till  it  has  had  the  full  advantage  of  Lord 
improvements ; and  then  I will  cxpeft  fomcthing  like 


• Tlicfe  inftmments  were  juft  then  brought  to  perfctSblon. 
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the  waters  of  Rifkins,  and  tlie  woods  of  Oakley  to^^e 
ther,  which  (without  flattery)  would  be  at  lead  as  gooi 
as  any  thing  in  our  world  ; For  as  to  the  hanging  gar 
dens  of  Babylon,  the  Paradife  of  Cyrus,  and  the  Sha 
rawaggi’s  of  China,  I have  little  or  no  ideas  of  them 
but,  i dare  fay.  Lord  B*  has,^  becaufe  they  were  cer 
tainly  both  very  great,  and  very  wild.  I hope  Mrs 
Mary  Digby  is  quite  tired  of  his  Lordfhip’s  Extrava 
gante  Bergcrie : and  that  ihe  is  jull:  now  fitting,  or  ra 
ther  inclining  on  a bank,  fatigued  with  over-mud 
dancing  and  finging  at  liis  unwearied  requefl:  and  in 
ftigation.  I know  your  love  of  eafe  fo  well,  that  yoi 
iniglit  be  in  danger  of  being  too  quiet  to  enjoy  quiet 
and  too  philofophical  to  be  a philolbpher ; were  it  np: 
for  the  ferment  Lord  B.  will  put  you  into.  One  of  hi; 
Lordfliip’s  maxims  is,  that  a total  abftinence  from  in- 
temperance or  bufmefs,  is  no  more  philofophy,  than  i 
total  confopiation  of  the  fenfes  is  repofe  : one  mull 
feel  enough  of  its  contrary  to  have  a relilh  of  either. 
But,  after  all,  let  your  temper  work,  and  be  as  fedate 
and  contemplative  as  you  will.  I’ll  engage  you  fnall  be 
£t  for  any  of  us,  when  you  come  to  town  in  the  win- 
ter. Folly  will  laugh  you  into  all  the  cuftoms  of  tlxe 
company  here ; nothing  will  be  able  to  prevent  your 
converfion  to  her,  but  indifpofition,  which,  I hope, 
will  be  far  from  you.  I am  telling  the  worfl:  that  can 
come  of  you ; for  as  to  vice,  you  are  fafe ; but  folly 
is  many  an  honefl;  man’s,  nay  every  good-humour’d 
man’s  lot : nay,  it  is  the  feafoning  of  life  ; and  fools  (in 
one  fenfe)  are  the  fait  of  the  earth  : a little  is  excellent! 
tho’  indeed  a whole  mouthful  is  juftly  call’d  the  Devil. 

So  much  for  your  diverfions  next  winter,  and  for 
mine.  I envy  you  much  more  at  prefent,  than  I fliall 
then  : for  if  there  be  on  earth  an  image  of  paradife,  it 
is  in  fuch  perfed  Union  and  Society  as  you  all  poflefs. 
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] would  have  my  innocent  envies  and  vvilhes  of  your 
ftate  known  to  you  all ; which  is  far  better  than  mak- 
ing you  compliments,  for  it  is  inward  approbation  and 
efteem.  My  Lord  Digby  has  in  me  a fmcere  fervant, 
or  would  have,  were  there  any  occafion  for  me  to  ma- 
nifeft  it. 


LETTER  XVII. 

Decetnh.  28,  1724. 

J T is  now  the  feafon  to  wiiL  you  a good  end  of  one 
year,  and  a happy  beginning  of  another  : but  both 
thefe  you  know  how  to  make  yourfelf,  by  only  conti- 
nuing fuch  a life  as  you  have  been  long  accuftomed  to 
lead.  As  for  good  works,  they  are  things  I dare  not 
name,  either  to  thofe  that  do  them,  or  to  thofe  that  do 
them  not : the  firil  are  too  modeft,  and  the  latter  too 
felfilh,  to  bear  the  mention  of  what  are  become  either 
too  old  fafliion’d,  or  too  private,  to  conftitute  any  part 
of  the  vanity  or  reputation  of  the  prefent  age.  How- 
ever, it  were  to  be  wifh’d  people  would  now  and  then 
look  upon  good  works  as  they  do  upon  old  wardrobes, 
merely  in  cafe  any  of  them  Ihould  by  chance  come  inta 
fafhion  again ; as  ancient  fardingales  revive  in  modern 
hoop’d  petticoats  (which  may  be  properly  compared 
to  charities,  as  they  cover  a multitude  of  fins)  . 

They  tell  me  that  at  Colefhill  certain  antiquated  cha- 
rities, and  obfolete  devotions,  are  yet  fubfifUng  : that  a 
thing  called  Chriflian  chearfulnefs  (not  incompatible 
with  Chriftmas  pyes  and  plum -broth),  whereof  fre- 
quent is  the  mention  in  old  fermons  and  almanacks,  is 
really  kept  alive  and  in  praflice  : that  feeding  the 
hungry,  and  giving  alms  to  the  poor,  do  yet  make  a 
part  of  good  houfe-keeping,  in  a latitude  not  more  re- 
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mote  from  London  than  fourfcore  miles  : and 
that  prayers  and  roaft^bcef  aftually  make  fome  people 
as  happy  as  a whore  and  a bottle.  But  here  in  town; 
I a/Ture  you,  men,  women,  and  children  have  done 
with  thefe  things.  Charity  not  only  begins,  but  endsj 
at^  home.  Inftead  of  the  four  cardinal  virtues,  now 
reign  four  courtly  ones;  we  have  cunning  for  pru- 
dence, rapine  for  juftice,  time-ferving  for  fortitude, 
and  luxury  for  temper-ance.  Whatever  you  may  fancy 
where  you  live  in  a ftate  of  ignorance,  and  fee  nothing 
but  quiet,  religion,  and  good-humour,  the  cafe  is  juft 
as  I tell  you  where  people  underftand  the  world,  and 
know  how  to  live  with  credit  and  glory., 

I wifti  that  Heaven  would  open  the  eyes  of  men, 
and  make  them  fenfible  which  of  thefe  is  right;  whe- 
ther, upon  a due  comderion,  we  are  to  quit  faftion, 
and  gaming,  and  high'  feeding,  and  all  manner  of  lux- 
ury, and  to  take  to  your  country  way  ? or  you  to 
leave  prayers,  and  almfgiving,  and  reading,  and  ex- 
ercife,  and  come  into  our  meafures  ? I wdfh  (I  fay)  that 
this  matter  were  as  clear  to  all  men,  as  it  is  to 

Your  alfeclionate,  etc. 


LETTER  XVIII. 

Dear  Sir,  April  21,  1726. 

j HAVE  a great  inclination  to  write  to  you,  tho’  I 
cannot  by  writing,  any  more  than  I could  by  wordsi 
exprefs  what  part  ,I  bear  in  your  fufferings.  Nature 
and  Efteem  in  you  are  join’d  to  aggravate  your  afflic- 
tion : the  latter  I have  in  a degree  equal  even  to  yours, 
and  a tie  of  friendlhip  approaches  near  to  the  tender- 
nefs  of  nature  : yet,  God  knows,  no  man  living  is 
lefs  fit  to  comfort  you,  as  no  man  is  more  deeply  fen- 
fible than  myfelf  of  the  greatnefs  of  the  lofs.  That 
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very  virtue  which  fecures  his  prefent  ftate  from  all  the 
forrows  incident  to  ours,  does  but  aggrandife  our  fen- 
fation  of  its  being  remov’d  from  our  fight,  from  our 
affeftion,  and  from  our  imitation;  for  the  friendfhip 
and  fociety  of  good  men  does  not  only  make  us  hap- 
pier, but  it  makes  us  better.  Their  Death  does  but 
complete  their  felicity  before  our  own,  who  probably 
are  not  yet  arrived  to  that  degree  of  perfedlion  which 
merits  an  immediate  reward.  That  your  dear  brother 
and  my  dear  friend  was  fo,  I take  his  very  removal  to 
be  a proof ; Providenc^e  would  certainly  lend  virtuous 
men  to  a world  that  fo  much  wants  them,  as  long  as 
in  its  juftice  to  them  it  could  fpare  them  to  us.  May 
my  foul  be  with  thofe  who  have  meant  well,  and  have 
afted  well  to  that  meaning  1 and,  I doubt  not,  if  this 
prayer  be  granted,  I lhall  be  with  him.  Let  us  pre- 
ferve  his  memory  in  the  way  he  would  bell  like,  by 
recollefting  what  his  behaviour  would  have  been,  in 
every  incident  of  our  lives  to  come,  and  doing  in  each 
juft  as  we  think  he  would  have  done ; fo  we  lhall  have 
him  always  before  our  eyes,  and  in  our  minds,  and 
(what  is  more)  in  our  lives  and  manners.  I hope  when 
we  fhall  meet  him  next,  we  fhall  be  more  of  a piece 
•with  liim,  and  confequently  not  to  be  evermore  fepa- 
ratcd  from  him.  I will  add  but  one  word  that  relates 
to  what  remains  of  yourfelf  and  me,  fince  fo  valued  a 
part  of  us  is  gone ; it  is  to  beg  you  to  accept,  as  yours 
by  inheritance,  of  the  vacancy  he  has  left  in  a heart, 
which  (while  he  could  fill  it  with  fuch  hopes,  wifhes, 
and  alFcdlions  for  him  as  fuited  a mortal  creature)  was 
truly  and  warmly  his ; and  lhall  (I  alTure  you  in  the 
fincerity  of  forrow  for  my  own  lofs)  be  faithfully  at 
your  fervdcc  while  I continue  to  love  his  memory,  that 
i'lj  while  1 continue  to  be  myfcif. 

Mr.  Digby  died  in  the  year  1726,  anJ  is  buried  in  the  church  of 
Sherburne  in  Dorfetflvirc^  with  an  Epitaph  written  by  the  Author. 
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TO  AND  FROM 

Dr,  A T T E R B U R Y, 

Bifhop  of  Rochester, 

From  the  Year  17*16  to  172^. 


. • L E T T E R I. 

The  Bifhop  of  Rochester  to  Mr.  Pop  f, 

Decemh.  1716, 

j RETURN  your  Preface  *,  which  I have  read  twic 
* with  pleafure.  The  modefty  and  good  fenfe  there  is  i: 
it,  muft  pleafe  every  one  that  reads  it ; And  fince  ther 
is  notliing  that  can  offend,  I fee  not  why  you  ihouli 
balance  a moment  about  printing  it — always  protdded 
that  there  is  nothing  faid  there  which  you  may  hav 
OGcafion  to  unfay  hereafter  : of  which  you  yourfelf  ar 
the  befl  and  the  only  judge.  This  is  my  fine  ere  opi 
nion,  which  I give,  becaufe  you  afk  it : and  which 
would  not  give,  tho’  afked,  but  to  a man  I value  a 
much  as  I do  you ; being  fenfible  how  improper  it  i 
on  many  accounts,  for  me  to  interpofe  in  things  of  thi 

* The  general  preface  to  Mr.  Pope’s  Poems,  firll  printed  17I/ 
the  year  after  the  date  of  this  letter. 
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iiature ; which  I never  underftood  well,  and  now  un- 
derhand fomewhat  lefs  than  ever  I did.  But  I can  deny 
you  nothing  ; efpecially  fince  you  have  had  the  good- 
nefs  often,  and  patiently,  to  hear  what  I have  faid 
againft  rhyme,  and  in  behalf  of  blank  verfe ; with  little 
dil'cretion,  perhaps,  but,  I am  fure,  without  the  leajl: 
prejudice  ; being  myfelf  equally  incapable  of  writing 
well  in  either  of  thofe  ways,  and  leaning  therefore  to 
neither  fide  of  the  queftion,  but  as  the  appearance  of 
reafon  inclines  me.  Forgive  me  this  error,  if  it  be 
one;  an  error  of  above  thirty  years  handing,  and 
which  therefore  I lhall  be  very  loth  to  part  with.  In 
other  matters  which  relate  to  polite  writing,  I fhall 
feldom  differ  from  you  : or,  if  I do,  fhall,  I hope,  have 
the  prudence  to  conceal  my  opinion.  I am  as  much  as 
I ought  to  be,  that  is,  as  much  as  any  man  can  be. 

Your,  etc. 


: — ^ 

LETTER  II. 

The  Bifhop  of  Rochester  to  Mr.  Pope. 

Feh.  18,  1717. 

J HOPED  to  find  you  laft  night  at  Lord  Bathupft’s,  and 
came  but  a few  minutes  after  you  had  left  him.  I 
brought  Gorhoduc *  * with  me ; and  Dr.  Arbuthnot  tell- 
ing me  he  fhould  fee  you,  I depofited  the  book  in  his 
hands : out  of  which,  I think,  my  Lord  Bathurfl  got 
K before  we  parted,  and  from  him  therefore  you  are  to 
claim  it.  If  Gorboduc  fhould  flill  mifs  his  way  to  you, 
others  are  to  anfwer  for  it;  I have  delivered  up  my 

* A Tragedy,  written  in  the  Reign  of  Edward  the  fixth  (and 
^ch  the  beft  performance  of  that  Age)  by  Sacicvilic,  afterwards 
lari  of  Dorfet,  and  Lord  Trcafiirer  to  Queen  Elizabeth.  It  was 
tiwn  very  fcarcc,  but  lately  reprinted  by  R.  Dodltcy  in  Pall-mall. 
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trufl-.  I am  not  forry  your  Alcander  * is  burnt ; hat 
I known  your  intentions,  I would  have  interceded  foj 
the  firll  page,  and  put  it,  with  your  leave,  among  m) 
curiofities.  In  truth,  it  is  the  only  inllance  of  tha^ 
kind  I ever  met  with,  from  a perfon  good  for  any  thing 
elfe,  nay  for  every  thing  elfe  to  which  he  is  pleas’d  tc 
turn  himfelf. 

Depend  upon  it,  I fliall  fee  you  with  great  pleafure 
at  Bromley;  and  there  is  no  requeft  you  can  make  tc 
me,  that  I lhall  not  moll  readily  comply  with.  I wilt 
you  health  and  happinefs  of  all  forts,  and  would  be 
glad  to  be  inftrumental  in  any  degree  towards  helping 
you  to  the  lead  lhare  of  either. ' I am  always,  every 
where,  moll  affeftionately  and  faithfully 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER  III. 

The  Bifhop  of  Rochester  to  Mr.  Pope. 

Bromley i hon),  8,  lyi/* 

T HAVE  nothing  to  fay  to  you  on  that  melancholy 
fubjeft,  with  an  account  of  tvhich  the  printed  papers 
have  furnilhed  me,  but  what  you  have  already  faid  to 
yourfelf.  ' 

When  you  have  paid  the  debt  of  tendernefs  y’’Ou  owe 
to  the  memory  of  a Father,  I doubt  not  but  you  will 
turn  your  thoughts  towards  improving  that  accident  to 
your  own  eafe  and  happinefs.  You  have  it  now  in  your 
power,  to  purfue  that  method  of  thinking  and  living 
which  you  like  bed.  Give  me  leave,  if  I am  not  a 
little  too  early  in  my  applications  of  this  kind,  to  con- 
gratulate you  upon  it ; and  to  affure  you  that  there  is 

* An  Heroick  Poem  writ  at  1 5 years  old. 
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no  man  living,  who  wifhes  you  better,  or  would  be 
more  pleas’d  to  contribute  any  ways  to  your  fatif- 
fa£lion  or  fervice. 

I return  you  your  Milton,  which,  upon  collation, 
I hnd  to  be  revifed,  and  augmented,  in  feveral  places, 
as  the  title-page  of  my  third  edition  pretends  it  to  be. 
When  I fee  you  next,  I will  fliew  you  the  feveral  paf- 
fages  alter  d,  and  added  by  the  author,  befide  what 
you  mentioned'to  me. 

I protell:  to  you,  this  laft  perufal  of  him  has  given 
me  fuch  new  degrees,  I will  not  fay  of  pleafure,  but 
vf  admiration  and  aftonilhment,  that  I look  upon  the 
fihlimity  of  Homer,  and  the  majelly  of  Virgil,  with 
fomevvhat  lefs  reverence  than  I ufed  to  do.  I challenge 
}ou,  with  all  your  partiality,  to  fliew  me  in  the  firft  of 
thefe  any  thing  equal  to  the  Allegory  of  Sin  and  Death, 
either  as  to  the  greatnefs  and  juftnefs  of  the  invention, 
or  the  height  and  beauty  of  the  colouring.  What  I 
look  d upon  as  a rant  of  Barrow’s,  I now  begin  to 
think  a ferious  truth,  and  could  almofl;  venture  to  fet 
my  hand  to  it. 

//aec  quicunque  legit ^ tantum  cecinijfe  putahit 
Maeontden  Ranas,  Virgilium  Culices. 

But  more  of  this  when  we  meet.  When  I left  the  town 
the  D.  of  Buckingham  continued  fo  ill  that  he  receiv’d 
no  melTages ; oblige  me  fo  far  as  to  let  me  know  how 
does ; at  the  fame  time  1 lhall  know  how  you  do, 
ind  that  will  be  a double  fatisfadlion  to 
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L E T T E R IV. 

The  Anfwer. 

I 

' My  Lord,  AW.  20,  1717. 

■f  A M truly  obliged  by  your  kind  condolence  on  m 
Father’s  death,  and  the  defire  you  exprefs  that 
Ihould  improve  this  incident  to  my  advantage, 
know  your  Lordlhip’s  friendfhip  to  me  is  fo  extenfive 
that  you  include  in  that  wiih  both  my  fpiritual  an 
my  temporal  advantage ; and  it  is  what  I owe  to  thz 
friendfhip,  to  open  my  mind  unrefervedly  to  you  on  th 
head.  It  is  true  I have  loft  a parent  for  whom  no  gair 
I could  make  would  be  any  equivalent.  But  that  w< 
not  my  only  tye : I thank  God  another  ftiU  remair 
(and  long  may  it  remain)  of  the  fame  tender  nature 
Qenitrix  eft  and  excufe  me  if  I fay  with  Euryalu 

nequeam  lacrymas  perferre  parentis. 

A rigid  divine  may  call  it  a carnal  tye,  but  fure  it  is 
virtuous  one:  afleaft  I am  more  certain  that  it  is 
duty  of  nature  to  preferve  a good  parent’s  life  and  haj 
pinefs,  than  I am  of  any  fpeculative  point  whatever. 

Ignaram  hujus  quodcunque  pcricli' 

Hauc  ego,  nunc,  linquam  ? 

For  fhe,  my  Lord,  would  think  this  feparation  mo: 
grievous  than  any  other,  and  I,  for  my  part,  know 
little  as  poor  Euryalus  did,  of  the  fuccefs  of  fuch  j 
adventure  (for  an  adventure  it  is,  and  no  fmall  on 
in  fpite  of  the  moft  pofitive  divinity).  Whether  tl 
change  would  be  to  my  fpiritual  advantage,  God  on 
knows : this  I know,  that  I mean  as  well  in  the  rel 
gion  I now  profefs,  as  I can  poffibly  ever  do  in  an 
thcr.  Can  a man  who  thinks  fo,  juftify  a chang 
even  if  he  thought  both  equally  good  ? To  fuch  : 
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one,  the  part  of  Joining  with  any  one  body  of  Chrif- 
tiims  might  perhaps  be  cafy,  but  I think  it  would  not 
be  fo,  to  Renounce  the  other. 

Your  LordlTiip  has  formerly  advis’d  me  to  read  the 
bed  controverfies  between  the  Churches.  Sliall  I tell 
you  a fecret  ? I did  fo  at  fourteen  years  old  (for  I 
loved  t-eading,  and  my  father  had  no  other  books) ; 
there  was  a coIIe6lion  of  all  that  had  been  written  on 
both  lides  in  the  reign  of  King  James  the  Second  ; I 
warm  d my  liead  with  them,  and  the  confequence  vyas, 
tliat  I found  myfelf  a Rapid  and  a Proteftant  by  turns, 
according  to  the  lad  book  I read  *.  I am  afraid  mod 
Seekers  are  in  the  fame  cafe,  and  when  they  dop,  they 
are  not  fo  properly  converted,  as  out-witted.  You  fee 
how  little  glory  you  would  gain  by  my  converfion. 
And  after  all,  I verily  believe  your  Lordfnip  and  I are 
botli  of  the  fame  religipn,  if  we  were  thoroughly  nn- 
derdood  by  one  another,  and  that  all  honed  and  rea- 
^ fonable  Chridians  would  be  fo,  if  they  did  but  t ilk 
•enough  together  every  day;  and  had  nothing  to  do 
together,  but  to  lerve  God,  and  live  in  .peace  with 
their  neighbour. 


As  to  the  temporal  fide  of  the  quedion,  I can  hav< 
no  difpute  with  you;  it  is  certain,  all  tlie  benefici? 
circumdances  of  life,  and  all  the  diining  ones,  li, 
on  the  part  )'ou  would  invite  mn  to.  But  if  I coiih 
ring  rnyfeif  to  fancy,  what  I think  you  do  but  fancy 
taat  1 have  ^ny  talents  for  adtive  life,  I want  heahl 
roj  Jt;  and  bolides,  it  is  a realtruth,  I have  lefs  Indi 
iiation  (if  pollible)  than  Ability.  Contemplative  lif 
B not  only  my  feene,  but  it  is  my  habit  too.  I beo-ui 
h e where  mod  people  end  theirs,  with  a dif-rehll 
of  all  that  the  world  calls  ambition  ; 1 don’t  knov 

reV  'Jnnn  of  every  Reader  labouriny  i, 

ortu’  vvlidh  ; 

. ^ points  in  queftion  is  to  be  regulated. 
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why  ’tis  called  fo,  for  to  me  it  always  feem’d  to  be  ra- 
ther fiooping  than  climbing.  I’ll  tell  you  my'  politick 
and  religious  fentiments  in  a few  words.  In  my  poli- 
ticks, I thinlc  no  further  than  how  to  prefer ve  the  peace 
of  my  life,  in  any  government  under  which  I live ; 
nor  in  my  religion,  than  to  preferve  the  peace  of  my 
confcience,  in  any  church  with  which  I communicate. 
I hope  all  Churches  and  all  governments  are  fo  far  of 
God,  as  they  are  rightly  underftood,  and  rightly  ad- 
miniftred:  and  where  they  are,  or  may  be  wrong,  I 
leave  it  to  God  alone  to  mend  or  reform  them ; which 
whenever  he  does,  it  mull  be  by  greater  inftruments 
than  I am.  I am  not  a papift,  for  I renounce  the  tem- 
poral invafions  of  the  papal  power,  and  deteft  their 
arrogated  authority  over  Princes  and  States.  I am  a 
Catholick  in  the  llrifteft  fenfe  of  the  word.  If  I was 
born  under  an  abfolute  prince,  I would  be  a quiet 
fubjeft ; but  I thank  God  I was  not.  I have  a due  fenfe 
of  the  excellence  of  the  Britilh  conftitution.  In  a word, 
the  things  I have  always  wilhed  to  fee  are  not  a Roman 
Catholick,  or  a French  Catholick,  or  a Spanifli  Catho- 
lick, but  a true  Catholick  : and  not  a King  of  Whigs, 
or  a King  of  Tories,  but  a King  of  England.  W'hich 
God  of  his  mercy  grant  his  prefent  Majefty  may  be, 
and  all  future  Majefties.  You  fee,  my  Lord,  I end 
like  a preacher : this  is  Sermo  ad  Clerum,  not  ad  P o- 
Pulum,  Believe  me,  with  infinite  obligation  and  fin- 
cere  thanks,  ever  Your,  etc. 


L E T T E R V. 

Sept.  23,  1720.- 

j HOPE  you  have  fome  time  ago  receiv’d  the  Sulphur, 


and  the  two  volumes  of  Mr.  Gay,  as  inftances  (how 


FROM  Dr.  ATTERBURY. 


325 

fmall  ones  foever)  that  I wifh  you  both  health  and  di- 
verilon.  What  I now  fend  for  your  perufal,  I lhall 
fay  notiling  of ; not  to  foreflall  by  a fingle  word  what 
you  promis’d  to  fay  upon  that  fubjedt.  Your  Lordihip 
may  cridcife  from  Virgil  to  thefe  Tales ; as  Solomon 
wrote  of  every  thing  from  the  cedar  to  the  hyflbp.  I 
have  feme  caufe,  fmce  I laft  waited  on  you  at  Bromley, 
to  look  upon  you  as  a prophet  in  that  retreat>  from^ 
whom  oracles  are  to  be  had,  were  mankind  wife  enough- 
to  go  thither  to  confult  you : The.  fate  of  the  Soutli-.' 
fea  fcheme  has,  much  fooner  than  I expedled,  verify’ d 
what  you  told  me.  Moll  people  thought  the  time  - 
would  come,  but  no  man  prepared  for  it ; no  man 
confider’d  it  would  come  //h  a Thief  in  the  Night,  ex- 
actly as  it  happens  in  the  cafe  of  our  death.  Methinks 
God  has  punilh’d  the  avaritious,  as  he  often  punilhes 
fmners,  in  their  own  way,  in  the  very  fin  itfelf:  the 
third  of  gain  was  their  crime,  that  third  continued  be- 
came their  punidiment  and  ruin.  As  for  the'  few  who 
have  the  good  fortune  to  remain  with  half  of  what  they 
imagined  they  had  (among  whom  is  your  humble  fer- 
vant),  I. would  have  them  fenfible  of  their  felicity,  and 
convinced  of  the  truth  of  old  Hefiod’s  maxim,  who, 
after  half  his  ellate  was  fwallowed  by  the  Diredlors  of 
thofc  days,  refolved,  that  ha/f  to  be  7nore  than  the  -xvhoje. 

Docs  not  the  fate  of  thefe  people  put  you  in  mind  of 
two  paflages,  one  in  Job,  the  other  from  the  Pfalnjid.=' 

Men  /hall  groan  out  of  the  City,  a7id  hifs  them  out  of 
' their  Place. 

They  have  dreamed  out  their  dream,  and  anvakening 
have  foutid  nothing  in  their  hands. 

Indeed  the  univerfal  poverty,  which  is  the  confe- 
quence  of  univerfal  avarice,  and  which  will  fall  hardell 
upon  the  guiltlefs  and  induftrious  part  of  mankind,  is 
truly  lamentable.  The  univerfal  deluge  of  the  S.  Sea, 
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contrary  to  the  old  deluge,  has  drowned  all  except  a 
few  Unrighteous  men : but  it  is  fome  comfort  to  me 
that  I am  not  one  of  them,  even  tho’  I were  to  furvive 
and  rule  the  world  by  it.  I am  much  pleas’d  with  a 
thought  of  Dr.  Arbuthnot’s ; he  fays  the  government 
and  South-Sea  company  have  only  lock’d  up  the  mo- 
ney of  the  people,  upon  convidUon  of  their  Lunacy 
(as  is  ufual  in  the  cafe  of  Lunaticks),  and  intend  to  re- 
llore  them  as  much  as  may  be  fit  for  fuch  people,  as 
fall  as  they  lhall  fee  them  return  to  their  fenfes. 

The  latter  part  of  your  letter  does  me  fo  much  ho- 
nour, and  Ihews  me  fo  much  kindnefs,  that  I mufl:  both 
be  proud  and  pleas’d,  in  a great  degree ; but  I alTure 
you,  my  Lord,  much  more  the  lafi;  than  the  firft.  For 
I certainly  know,  and  feel,  from  my  own  heart,  which 
truly  refpedls  you,  that  there  may  be  a ground  for  your 
partiality,  one  way ; but  I find  not  the  lead:  fymptoms 
in  my  head,  of  any  foundation  for  the  other.  In  a 
word,  the  bell  reafon  I know  for  my  being  pleas’d,  is, 

that  you  continue  vour  favour  towards  me ; the  bed:  I 
* ^ 

know  for  being  proud,  would  be  that  you  might  cure 
me  of  it  i for  I have  found  you  to  be  fuch  a phyfician 
as  does  not  only  repair  but  impronje.  I am,  with  the 
fmcereil  elleem,  and  mod;  grateful  acknowledgment. 

Your,  etc. 


L E T T E R VI. 

From  the  Bifhop  of  Rochester. 

/■p  H E Arabian  Tales,  and  Mr.  Gay’s  books,  I re- 
^ ceiv’d  not  till  Monday  night,  together  with  your 
letter ; for  which  I thank  you.  I have  had  a fit  of  the 
gout  upon  me  ever  fince  I returned  hither  from  Weft- 
minder  on  Saturday  night  laft ; it  has  fovmd  its  way 
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into  my  hands  as  well  as  legs.  To  that  I have  been  ut- 
terly incapable  of  writing.  This  is  the  firfl;  letter  that 
I liave  ventured  upon ; which  will  be  written,  I fear, 
n)acillantibus  liter  is,  as.  Tally  fays.  Tyro’s  letters  w^ere, 
after  his  recovery  from  an  illnefs.  What  I faid  to  you 
in  mine  about  the  Monument,  was  intended  only  to 
quicken,  not  to  alarm  you.  It  is  not  worth  your 
while  to  know  what  I meant  by  it : but  when  I fee 
you,  you  lhall.  ' I hope  you  may  be  at  the  Deaury  to- 
* wards  the  end  of  Oftober,  by  which  time,  I think  of 
fettling  there  for  the  winter.  What  do  you  , think  of 
fome  fuch  Ihort  infcriptiun  as  this  in  Latin,  which  may, 
in  a few  words,  fay  all  that  is  to  be  faid  of  Dryden, 
and  yet  nothing  more  than  he  deferves  ? . 

JOHANNI  DRYDEN  O, 

■ ■ CVI  POESIS  ANGLICANA 

. VIM  SVAM  AC  VENERES  DEBET; 

ET  SIQVA  IN  POSTERVM  AVGEBITVR  LAVDE, 

estadhvcdebitvra: 

^ honorisergop.  etc. 

■ To  Ihew  you  that  I am  as  much  in  earneft  In  the 
‘ ■ alfair  as  you  yourfelf,  fomething  I will  fend  you  too 
; of  this  kind  in  Englilh.  If  your  dehgn  holds  of  fixing 
r;  Dry'den’s  name  only  below,  and  his  Bufio  above — may 
' not  lines  like  thefe  be  grav’d  juft  under  the  name  ? 

^ T^his  Sheff.eld  rais’d,  'to  Dryden’ s ajhes  juft. 

Here  fix’d  his  Name,  and  there  his  laurel’ d Bufi, 
j What  elfie  the  Mufie  in  Marble  might  exprefis, 

^ Is  knoTjjn  already  ; Pra  fie  nsjould  ?nake  him  lefis. 

. Or  thus  — 

Mere  needs  not ; 'where  acknowledg’ d Merits  reign, 
Praifie  is  impertinent ; and  Cenfiure  'vain. 

This  you’ll  take  as  a proof  of  my  zeal  at  leaft,  tho’  it 
be  none  of  my  talent  in  Poetry.  When  you  have  read 

0.3 
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It  over.  I’ll  forgive  you  if  you  fhould  not  once  in  your 
life-time  again  think  of  it. 

And  now.  Sir,  for  your  Arabian  Tales.  Ill  as  I 
have  been,  almoll  ever  fince  they  came  to  hand,  I have 
read  as  mUch  of  them,  as  ever  I IhaH  read  while  I live, 
rndeed  they  do  not  pleafe  my  talle  : they  are  writ  with 
fo  romantick  an  air,  and,  allowing  for  the  difference  of 
eaffern  manners,  are  yet,  upon  any  fuppolition  that  can 
be  made,  of  fo  wild  and  abfurd  a contrivance  (at  leaft 
to  my  northern  underffanding) , that  I have  not  only  no 
pkafure,  but  no  patience,  in  perufing  them.  I'hey 
are  to  me  like  the  odd  paintings  on  Indian  fereens* 
-which  at  firff  glance  may  furprife  and  pleafe  a little  ; 
but,  when  you  fix  your  eye  intently  upon  them,  they 
appear  fo  extravagant,  difproportion’d,  and  monftrous, 
that  they  give  a judicious  eye  pain,  and  make  him  feek 
for  relief  from  fome  other  objeft. 

They  may  furniffi  the  mind  with  fome  new  images  ; 
but  I think  the  purchafe  is  made  at  too  great  an  ex- 
pence : for  to  read  thofe  two  volumes  through,  liking 
them  as  little  as  . I do,  would  be  a terrible  penance,  and 
to  read  them  with  pleafure  would  be  dangerous  on  the 
other  fide,  becaufe  of  the  infe6lion.  I \viU-  never  be- 
lieve,'that  you  have  any  keen  relilh  of  them,  till  I find 
you  write  worfe  than  you  do,  which,  I dare,  fay,  I 
never  lhall.  Who  that  Feti^  de  la  Croife  is,  the  pre- 
tended author  of  them,  I cannot  tell : but  obferving 
how  full  they  are  in  the  deferiptions  of  drefs,  furni- 
turcj  etc.  I-  cannot  help  thinking  them  the  produdl  of 
fome  Woman’s  imagination  ; and,  believe  me,  I would 
do  any  thing  but  break  with  you,  rather  than  be  bound 
to  read  tliem  over  with  attention.  , , -)i  . 

I am  fofry  that  I was  fo  true  a prophet  in  refpeft  of 
the  S.  Sea;  foriy,  I mean,  as  far  as  your  lofs  is  con- 
cern’d : for  in  the  general  I ever  was  and  ftill  am  of 
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opmion,  that  had  that  projed  taken  root  and  flourifh’d, 
it  would  by  degrees  have  overturn’d  our  conftitution. 
Three  or  four  hundred  millions  was  fuch  a weight, 
that  which-foever  way  it  had  leaned,  mull  have  borne 
down  'all  before  it-But  of  the  dead  we  mull  fpealc 
gently ; and  therefore,  as  Mr.  Dryden  fays  fomewhere. 
Peace  be  to  its  Manes  ! 

Let  me  add  one  refledion,  to  make  you  eafy  in  your 
ill  luck.  Had  you  got  all  that  you  have  loft  beyond 
what  you  ventur’d,  confider  that  your  fuperfluous 
gains  would  have  fprung  from  the  ruin  of  feveial  fami- 
lies that  now  want  neceftaries  ; a thought,  under  which 
a good  and  good-natured  man  that  grew  rich  by  fuch 
means,  could  not,  I perfuade  myfelf,  be  perfedlly  eafy. 
Adieu,  and  believe  me,  ever 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER  VII. 

From  the  Bifliop  of  Rochester. 

March  26 f 172I. 

0 u are  not  yourfelf  gladder  you  are  well,  than  I 
am ; efpecially  fince  I can  pleafe  myfelf  with  the 

thought  that  when  you  had  loft  your  health  elfewhere» 
you  recovered  it  here.  May  thefe  lodgings  never  treat 
you  worfe,  nor  you  at  any  time  have  lefs  reafon  to  be 
fond  of  them  1 

1 thank  you  for  the  light  of  your  Verfes  and  with 
the  freedom  of  an  honeft,  tho’  perhaps  injudicious 
friend,  muft  tell  you,  that  tho’  I could  like  fome  of 
them,  if  they  were  any  body’s  clfe  but  yours,  yet  as  they 
are  yours,  and  to  be  own’d  as  fuch,  I can  fcarce  like 


♦ Epitaph  on  Mr.  Harcourt. 
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any  of  them.  Not  but  that  the  four  firh  lines  arc  good, 
efpecially  the  fccond  couplet ; and  might,  if  followed 
by  four  othep  as  good,  give  reputation  to  a writer  of 
a lefs  eftabhlhed  fame ; but  from  you  I exped  fome- 
_thing  of  a more,  perfed  kind,  and  which  the  oftener  it 
IS  read,  the  more  it  will  be  admired.  When  you  barely 
exceed  other  writers, ' you  fall  much  beneath  ycurfelf: 
tis  your  misfortune  now  to  write  without  a rival,  and 
to  be  tempted  by  that  means  to  be  more  carelefs,  than 
you  would  otherwile  be  in  your  compofures. 

Thus  much  I could  not  forbear  faying,  tho’  I have 
, a motion  of  confequence  in  the  Houfe  of  Lords  to-day, 
and  mull  prepare  for  it.  I am  even  with  you  for  your 
ill  paper;  for  I write  upon  worfe,  having  no  other  at 
hand.  I wilh  you  the  continuance  of  your  health  mofl 
heartily ; and  am  ever 

Your,  etc. 

I have  fent  Dr.  Arbuthnot  the  Latin  MS.  * which  I 
could  not  find  when  you  left  me ; and  I am  fb  angry  ' 
at  the  writer  for  his  defign,  and  his  manner  of  execu- 
ting  it,  that  I could  hardly  forbear  fending  him  a line 
of  Virgil  along  with  it.  The  chief  Reafoner  of  that 

philofophick  farce  is  a Gallo  Ligur,  as  he  is  call’d ’ 

what  that  means  in  Englilh  or  French,  1 can’t  fay— - 
but  all  he  fays,  is  in  fo  loofe  and  flippery  and  trickilh 
a way  of  reafoning,  that  I could  not  forbear  applying 
the  paffage  of  Virgil  to  him, 

* Written  by  Huetius,  bi/hop  of  Avranches.  lie  was  a mean 
reafoner ; as  may  be  feen  by  a vaft  colleftion  of  fanciful  and  extra- 
vagant conjedlures,  which  he  called  a demcnjiration  \ mixed  up  wilh 
much  reading,  which  his  friends  called  learning,  and  delivered  (by 
the  allowance  of  all)  in  good  Latin.  This,  not  being  received  for 
what  he  would  give  it,  he  compofed  a treatife  of  the  nvcaknejs  of  the 
human  underfanding : a poor  fyftem  of  fcepticifm ; indeed  little 
other  than  an  abllra£l  from  Sextui  Emfncus, 
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Vane  Ligur,  frujiraque  animts  elate  fnperhts  ! 

Nequicquam  patrias  tentap  luhriciis  artes 
To  be  ferious,  I bate  to. fee  a book  gravely  written, 
and  in  all  the  forms  of  argumentation,  which  proves 
nothino-,  and  which  fays  nothing  ; and  endeavours  only 
to  put"*  us  into  a way  of  diftrulling  our  own  faculties, 
and  doubting  whether  the  marks  of  truth  and  fallhood 
can  in  any  cafe  be  diilinguilbed  from  _ each  otner. 
Could  that'bleffed  point  be  made  out  (as  it  is  a cmitra- 
diftion  in  terms  to  fay  it  can)  we  Ihould  then  be  in  the 
mod  uncomfortable  and  wretched  date  in  the  world  ; 
and  I would  in  that  cafe  be  glad  to  exchange  my  Rea- 
fon,  with  a dog  for  his  Indindl,  to-morrow. 


letter  VIII. 

L.  Chancellor  H a r c o u r t to  Mr.  Pope. 

Vecemb.  6,  1722. 

T CANNOT  but  fufpea  myfelf  of  being  very  unreafon- 
able  in  begging  you  once  more  to  review  the  inclos’d. 
Your- friendihip  draws  this  trouble  on  you.  I may 
freely  own  to  you,  that  my  tendernefs  makes  me  ex- 
ceeding hard  to  be  fatisfied  with  any  thing  which  can  be 
faid  on  fuch  an  unhappy  fubjed.  I caus’d  the  Latin 
Epitaph  to  be  as  often  alter’d  before  I could  Approve 
of  it. 

When  once  your  Epitaph  is  fet  up,  there  can  be  no 
alteration  of  it,  it  will  remain  a perpetual  monument 
of  your  frienddiip,  and,  1 affure  myfelf,  you  will  fo 
fettle  it,  that  it  (hall  be  worthy  of  you.  I doubt 
whether  the  word,  deny*d,  in  the  third  line,  will  judly 
.admit  of  that  condruftion,  which  it  ought  to  bear  (viz.) 
renounced,  deferted,  etc.  deny' d is  capable,  in  my  opi- 
nion, of  having  an  ill  fenfe  put  upon  it,  as  too  great 
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uneafinefs,  or  more  good  nature,  than  a wife  man 
ought  to  have.  I very  well  remember  you  told  me, 
you  could  fcarce  mend  thofe  two  lines,  and  therefore 
I can  fcarce  expeft  your  forgivenefs  for  my  defiring 
you  to  reconfider  them. 

Har court  Jiands  dumb,  and  Pope  is  forc'd  to  /peak. 

I can’t  perfeaiy,  at  leaft  without  further  difcourfing 
you,  reconcile  myfelf  to  the  firfi:  part  of  that  line ; and 
the  word  forc'd  (which  was  my  own,  and,  I perfuade 
myfelf,  for  that  reafon  only  fubmitted  to  by  you)  feems 
to  carry  too  doubtful  a conftrudlion  for  an  Epitaph, 
which,  as  I apprehend,  ought  as  eafily  to  be  under- 
ftood  as  read.  I lhall  acknowledge  it  as  a very  parti- 
cular favour,  if  at  your  bell  leifure  you  will  perufe  the 
inclofed,  and  vary  it,  if  you  think  it  capable  of  being 
amended,  and  let  me  fee  you  any  morning  next  week. 

I am,  etc. 


LETTER  IX. 

The  Bilhop  of  Rochester  to  Mr.  Pope. 

Sept.  27,  1721. 

JAM  now  confined  to  my  bed-chamber,  and  to  the 
matted  room,  wherein  I am  waiting,  feldom  ven- 
turing to  be  carried  down  even  into  the  parlour  to  din- 
ner, unlefs  when  company  to  whom  I cannot  excufe 
myfelf,  comes,  which  I am  not  ill-pleas’d  to  find  is 
now  very  feldom.  This  is  my  cafe  in  the  funny  part 
of  the  year  : what  mull  I expeft,  when 
• in^erfum  contrifat  Aquarius  annum  ? 

**  If  thefe  things  be  done  in  the  green  tree,  what  lhall 
be  done  in  the  dry?”  Excufe  me  for  employing  a 
fentence  of  Scripture  on  this  occafion ; I apply  it  very 
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ferioufly.  One  thing  relieves  me  a little,  under  the  ill 
profped  I have  of  fpending  my  time  at  the  Deanry 
this  winter  ; that  I fhaU  have  the  opportunity  of  feeing 
you  oftener;  tho’,  I am  afraid,  you  will  have  little 
pleafure  in  feeing  me  there.  So  much  for  my  ill  ftate 
of  health,  which  I had  not  touch’d  on,  had  not  your 
friendly  letter  been  fo  full  of  it.  One  civil  thing,  that 
you  fay  in  it,  made  me  think  you  had  been  reading 
Mr.  Waller ; and  poffefs’d  of  that  image  at  the  end  of 
his  copy,  a la  maladet  had  you  not  bellow’d  it  on  one 
who  has  no  right  to  the  leaft  part  of  the  charadler.  If 
you  have  not  read  the  verfes  lately,  I am  fure  you  re- 
member them  becaufe  you  forget  nothing. 

JVith  fuch  a grace  you  entertain , 

And  look  njoith  fuch  contempt  on  pain,  etc. 

I mention  them  not  on  the  account  of  that  couplet, 
but  one  that  follows ; which  ends  with  the  very  fime 
rhymes  and  words  ( appear  and  clear ) that  the  couplet 
but  one  after  that  does— and  therefore  in  my  Waller 
tliere  is  a various  reading  of  the  firlt  of  thefe  couplets  ; 
for  there  it  runs  thus. 

So  lightnings  in  a,  Jlormy  air 

Scorch  more,  than  nxhen  the  Jky  is  fair. 

You  will  fay  that  I am  not  very  much  in  pain,  nor 
very  bufy,  when  I can  relilh  thefe  amufements,  and 
you  will  fay  true  : for  at  prefent  I am  in  both  thefe 
refpefts  very  eafy. 

I had  not  llrength  enough  to  attend  Mr.  Prior  to  his 
• grave,  elfe  1 would  have  done  it,  to  have  Ihew  d his 
friends  that  I had  forgot  and  forgiven  what  he  wrote 
on  the.  He  is  buried,  as  he  defired,  at  the  feet  of 
Spencer,  and  I will  take  care  to  make  good  in  every 
refpedl  what  I faid  to  him  when  living  ; particularly  as 
to  the  Triplet  he  wrote  for  his  own  Epitaph  ; which jt 
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while  we  were  in  good  terms,  I promis’d  him  Ihould 
never  appear  on  his  tomb  while  I was  Dean  of  Weft 
minfter. 

I am  pleafed  to  find  you  have  fo  much  pleafure,  and 
(which  IS  the  foundation  of  it)  fo  much  health  at  Lord 
iiathurll’s  ; may  both  continue  till  I fee  you  ! may  my 
Lord  have  as  much  fatisfaftion  in  building  the  houfe 
in  the  wood,  and  ufing  it  when  built,  as  you  have  in 
defigning  it ! I cannot,  fend  a wifh  after  him  that  means 
him  more  happinefs,  and  yet,  I am  fure,  I wifh  him 
as  much  as  he  wilhes  himfelf. 

I am,  etc. 


letter  X. 

From  the  Same. 

Bromley,  Oa.  I5,  1721. 

NOTWITHSTANDING  I Write  this  on  Sunday  even,  to 
acknowledge  the  receipt  of  yours  this  morning; 
yet,  I forefee,  it  will  not  reach  you  till  Wednefday 
morning.  And  before  fet  of  fun  that  day  I hope  to 
reach  my  winter  quarters  at  the  Deanry.  I hope,  did 
I fay  ? I reCal  that  word,  for  it  implies  defire ; and, 
God  knows,  that  is  far  from  being  the  cafe  ; For  I 
never  part  with  this  place  but  with  regret,  tho’  I ge- 
nerally keep  here  what  Mr.  Cowley  calls  the  word  of 
company  in  the  world,  my  own;  and, fee  either  none 
bcfide,  or  what  is  worfe  than  none,  fome  of  the  Arrii, 
or  Sehoji  of  my  neighbourhood ; Charafters,  which 
Tully  paints  lb  well  in  one  of  his  Epiftles,  and  com- 
plains of  the  too  civil,  but  impertinent  interruption 
they  gave  him  in  his  retirement.  Since  I have  named 
thofe  gentlemen,  and  the  book  is  not  fiir  from  me,  I 
will  turn  to  the  place,  and  by  pointing  it  out  to  you,  . 
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give  you  the  pleafure  of  perufing  the  epiftle,  which  is  a 
very  agreeable  one,  if  my  memory  does  not  fail  me. 

I am  furpriz’d  to  find  that  my  Lord  Bathuril  and  you 
are  parted  fo  foon  ; he  has  been  fick,  I know,  of  fome 
late  tranfa<Stions ; but  Ihould  that  ficknefs  continue  ilill 
in  fome  meafure,  I prophefy  it  will  be  quite  off  by  the 
beginning  of  November  : ^ letter  or  two  from  his  Lon- 
don friends,  and  a furfeit  of  folitude,  will  foon  make 
him  change  his  refolution  and  his  quarters.  I vow  to 
you,  I could  live  here  with  pleafure  all  the  winter,  and 
be  contented  with  hearing  no  more  news  than  the  Lon- 
don Journal,  or  fome  fuch  trifling  paper,  affords  me^ 
did  not  the  duty  of  my  place  require,  abfolutely  require 
my  attendance  at  Wellminfter;  where,  I hope,  the 
Prophet  will  now  and  then  remember  he  has  a bed  and 
a candleftick.  In  Ihort,  I long  to  fee  you,  and  hope 
you  will  come,  if  not  a day,  yet  at  leaft  an  hour  fooner 
to  town  than  you  intended,  in  order  to  afford  me  that 
fatisfadlion.  1 am  now,  I thank  God  ! as  well  as  ever 
I was  in  my  life,  except  that  I can  walk  fcarce  at  all 
without  crutches  : And  I would  willingly  compoand  the 
matter  with  the  gout,  to  be  no  better,  could  I hope  to 
be  no  worfe ; but  that  is  a vain  thought,  I expedl  a new 
attack  long  before  Chrillmas.  Let  me  fee  you  therefore 
while  I am  in  a condition  to  relifh  you,  before  the  days 
(and  the  nights)  come,  when  I fnall  (and  mull:)  fay,  I 
have  no  pleafure  in  them.. 

I will  bring  your  fmall  volume  of  Paftorals  along 
with  me,  that  you  may  not  be  difeouraged  from  lend- 
ir.g  me  books,  when  you  find  me  fo  pundlual  in  re- 
turning them.  Shakefpear  fhall  bear  it  company,  and 
be  put  into  your  hands  as  clear  and  as  fair  as  it  came 
cut  of  them,  tho’  you,  I think,  have  been  dabbling 
here  and  there  with  the  text ; I have  had  more  reve- 
rence for  the  writer  and  the  printer,  and  left  every 
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thing  ftanding  juft  as  I found  it.  However,  I thank 
you  for  the  pleafure  you  have  given  me  in  putting  me 
upon  reading  him  once  more  before  I die. 

I believe  I ihall  fcarce  repeat  that  pleafure  any  more, 
having  other  work  to  do,  and  other  things  to  think  of, 
but  none  that  will  interfere  with  the  offices  of  friend- 
Ihip,  in  the  exchange  of  which  with  you.  Sir,  I hope 
to  live  and  die 

Your,  etc, 

y 

P.  S.  Addifon’s  works  came  to  my  hands  yefterday. 
I cannot  but  think  it  a very  odd  fet  of  incidents,  that 
the  book  ftiould  be  dedicated  by  a dead  man  * to  a dead 
man  f ; and  even  that  the  new  patron  X to  whom  Tickelf 
chofe  to  infcribe  his  verfes,  fhould  be  dead  alfo  before 
they  were  publifhed.  Had  I been  in  the  Editor’s  place, 
I Ihould  have  been  a little  apprehenlive  for  myfelf,  under 
a thought  that  every  one  who  had  any  hand  in  that  work 
was  to  die  before  the  publication  of  it.  You  fee>  when 
I am  converfmg  wdth  you,  I know  not  how  to  give  over, 
till  the  very  bottom  of  the  paper  admonilhes  me  once 
more  to  bid  you  adieu  ! 


L E T T E R XI. 

My  Lord,  Fei.  8,  1721-2. 

j T is  fo  long  fmce  I had  the  pleafure  of  an  hour  w ith 
your  Lordftiip,  that  I ftiould  begin  to  think  myfelf 
no  longer  Amicus  omnium  horarum,  but  for  finding  my- 
felf lb  in  my  conftant  thoughts  of  you.  In  thofe  I was 
with  you  many  hours  this  very  day,  and  had  you . 
(where  I wifti  and  hope  one  day  to  fee  you  really)  in^ 
my  garden  at  Twitnam.  When  I went  laft  to  town,, 

’ST 

f Mr.  Cr.iggs,  J Lord  Waiwick.- 


Mr.  Addilbn. 
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and  was  on  wdng  for  the  Deanry,  I heard  your  LorJ» 
ftiip  was  gone  the  day  before  to  Bromley,  and  there 
you  continued  till  after  my  return  hither.  I fincerely 
wilh  you  whatever  you  wilh  yourfelf,  and  all  you  wifli 
your  friends  or  family.  All  I mean  by  this  word  or 
two,  is  jult  to  tell  you  fo,  till  in  perfon  I find  you  as  I 
defire,  that  is,  find  you  well : eafy,  refign’d,  and  happy 
you  will  make  yourfelf,  and  (1  believe)  every  body  that 
converfes  with  you ; if  I may  judge  of  your  power  over 
other  men’s  minds  and  affections,  by  that  which  you  will 
ever  have  over  thofe  of 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER  XII. 

From  the  Bifhop  of  Rochester. 

Feh.  26,  1 72 1 -2. 

pERMiT  me,  dear  Sir,  to  break  into  your  retirement, 
and  to  defire  of  you  a complete  copy  of  thofe  verfes 
on  Mr.  Addifon  * ; fend  me  alfo  your  laft  refolution, 
which  fhall  punCtuaHy  be  obferved  in  relation  to  my 
giving  out  any  copy  of  it ; for  I am  again  folicited  by 
another  Lord,  to  whom  I have  given  the  fame  anfwer 
as  formerly.  No  fmall  piece  of  your  writing  has  been 
ever  fought  after  fo  much ; it  has  pleas’d  every  man 
without  exception,  to  whom  it  has  been  read.  Since 
you  now  therefore  know  where  your  real  ftrength  lies, 
I hope  you  will  not  fuffer  that  talent  to  lie  unem- 
ploy’d.  For  my  part,  I Ihould  be  fo  glad  to  fee  you 
finifn  fomething  of  that  kind,  that  I could  be  content 
to  be  a little  fneer’d  at  in  a line  or  fo,  for  thq^fake  of 

* An  imperfeft  Copy  was  got  out,  very  much  to  the. Author’s 
furprifc,  who  never  would  give  any.  ' 
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the  pleafure  I fhould  have  in  reading  the  reft.  I hav( 
talk’d  my  fcnfe  of  this  matter  to  you  once  or  twice 
and  now  I put  it  under  my  hand,  that  you  may  fee  i 
is  my  deliberate  opinion.  What  weight  that  may  hav 
with  you  I cannot  fay ; but  it  pleafes  me  to  have  a: 
opportunity  of  Ihewing  you  how  well  I wifti  you,  an' 
how  true  a friend  I am  to  your  fame,  which  I defir 
may  grow  every  day,  and  in  every  kind  of  writing,  t 
which  you  ftiall  pleafe  to  turn  your  pen.  Not  but  th? 
I have  fome  little  intereft  in  the  propofal,  as  I fhall  b 
known  to  have  been  acquainted  with  a man  that  ws 
capable  of  excelling  in  fuch  different  manners,  and  di 
fuch  honour  to  his  country  and  language ; and  yet  W2 
hot  difpleas’d  fometimes  to  read  what  was  written  b 
his  humble  fervant.  t 


LETTER  XIII. 

March  14,  1721-2. 
•T  WAS  dlfappointed  (much  more  than  thofe  who  com 
monly  ufe  that  phrafe  on  fuch  occafions)  in  miilin 
you  at  the  Deanry,  w'here  I lay  folitary  two  nights.  Ir 
deed  I truly  partake  in  any  degree  of  concern  that  a: 
fefls  you,  and  I wHh  every  thing  may  fucceed  as  yc 
defire  in  your  own  family,  and  in  that  which,_  I thinl 
you  no  lefs  account  your  own,  and  is  no  Icfs  your  ff 
mily,  the  whole  world  : for  I take  you  to  be  one  < 
the  true  friends  of  it,  and  to  your  power  its  protedo 
Tho’  the  noife  and  daily  buftle  for  the  publick  be  no 
over,  I dare  fay,  a good  man  is  ftill  tendering  its  we 
fare ; as  the  Sun  in  the  winter,  when  feeming  to  reth 
from  the  world,  is  preparing  benediftions  and  warmt 
for  a better  feafon.  No  man  wiihes  your  Lordlhi 
more  quiet,  more  tranquillity,  than  I,  who  know  yo 
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Should  underlland  the  value  of  it ; but  I don’t  wilh  yon 
a jot  Icfs  concern’d  or  lefs  aftive  than  you  are,  in  all 
finccre,  and  therefore  warm,  dcfires  of  publick  good. 

1 beg  the  kindnefs  (and  ’tis  for  that  chiefly  1 trouble 
you  with  this  letter)  to  favour  me  with  notice  as  foon  as 
you  return  to  London,  that  I may  come  and  make  you 
a proper  vifit  of  a day  or  two ; for  hitherto  1 have  not 
been  your  Vifitor,  but  your  Lodger,  and  I accufe  my- 
felf  of  it.  I have  now  no  earthly  thing  to  oblige  my 
being  in  town  (a.  point  of  no  fmall  fatisfaftion  to  me), 
but  the  bed  reafon,  the  feeing  a friend.  As  long,  my 
Lord,  as  you  will  let  me  call  yop  fo  (and  I dare  fay  you 
will,  till  1 forfeit  what,  I think,  I never  fhall,  my  ve- 
racity and  integrity),  I fliall  efteem  myfelf  fortunate,  in 
fpite  of  the  South-fea,  Poetry,  Popery,  and  Poverty. 

1 can’t  tell  you  how  forry  I am,  you  fhould  be  trou- 
bled a-new  by  any  fort  of  people.  I heartily  wifli, 
^0^/  fuferejiy  iit  tibi  i-v as —tha.t  you  may  teach  me 
how  to  do  the  fame ; who,  without  any  real  impediment 
to  afting  and  Eving  rightly,  do  ad  and  live  as  foolifhly 
as  if  I were  a Great  Man. 

I am,  etc. 


LETTER  XIV. 

From  the  Bifhop  of  R o c h e s t e r . 

March  i6,  1721-2.  ' 

AS  a vifitant,  a lodger,  a friend  (or  under  what  other 
denomination  focver),  you  are  always  welcome  to 
,mc ; and  will  be  more  fo,  I hope,  every  day  that  we 
live ; for,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  I like  you  as  I like 
myfelf,  bed  when  we  have  both  of  us  lead  bufmcfs.  It 
.has  been  my  fate  to  be  engaged  in  it  much  and  often, 
. by  the  dations  in  which  I was  placed  ; but  God,  that 
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knows  my  heart,  knows  I never  lov’d  it ; and  am  ft 
lefs  in  love  with  it  than  ever,  as  I find  lefs  temp ta tic 
to  a<a  with  any  hope  of  fuccefs.  If  I am  good  for  ar 
thing,  ’tis  z»  angulo  cum  libello ; and  yet  a good  part  i 
my  time  has  been  fpent,  and  perhaps  muft  be  fpen 
far  otherwife.  For  I will  never,  while  1 have  healtl 
be  wanting  to  my  duty  in  my  poll:,  or  in  any  refpe6 
how  little  foever  1 may  like  my  employment,  and  ho 
hopelefs  foever  I may  be  in  the  difcharge  of  it. 

In  the  mean  time,  the  judicious  world  is  pleas’d  1 
think  that  I delight  in  work  which  I am  obliged  to  ur 
dergo,  and  aim  at  things  which  I from  my  heart  dc 
fpife ; let  them  think  as  they  will,  fo  I might  be  at  li 
berty  to  adl  as  I will,  and  Ipend  my  time  in  fuch 
manner  as  is  moft  agreeable  to  me.  I cannot  fay  I d 
fo  now,  for  I am  here  without  any  books,  and  if  I ha 
them  could  not  ufe  them  to  my  fatisfaftion,  while  m 
Hvind  is  taken  up  in  a more  melanchoiy  manner  * j an' 
how  long,  or  how  little  a while  it  may  be  fo  taken  u 
God  only  knows,  _and  to  his  will  I implicitly  refign  my 
felf  in  every  thing. 

I am,  etc. 


LETTER  XV. 

My  Lord,  March  19,  1721-2. 

JAM  extremely  fcnfible  of  the  repeated  favour  of  youi 
kind  letters,  and  your  thoughts  of  me,  in  abfencc; 
even  among  thoughts  of  much  nearer  concern  to  your- 
felf  on  the  one  hand,  and  of  much  more  importance  tc 
the  world  on  the  other,  which  cannot  but  engage  you  ai 
this  junfture.  I am  very  ceriain  of  your  good-will,  and 
of  the  warmth  which  is  in  you  infeparable  from  it. 


* In  his  Lady’s  lail  Sicknefs. 
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Your  remembrance  of  Twitenham  is  a frefh  inflance 
ef  that  partiality.  I hope  the  advance  of  the  fine  fea- 
fon  will  fet  you  upon  your  legs,  enough  to  enable  yon 
to  get  into  my  garden,  where  I will  carry  you  up  a 
Mount,  in  a point  of  view  to  fhew  you  the  glory  of 
my  little  kingdom.  If  you  approve  it,  I lhall  be  in 
danger  to  boall,  like  Nebuchadnezzar,  of  the  things 
■ I have  made,  and  to  be  turn’d  to  converfe,  not  with  the 
beads  of  the  field,  but  with  the  birds  of  the  grove, 
which  I fhall  take  to  be  no  great  punilhment.  For  in- 
deed I heartily  defpife  the  ways  of  the  world,  and  moil 
of  the  great  ones  of  it. 

Oh  keep  me  innocent,  make  others  great ! 

And  you  may  judge  how  comfortably  I am  ftrength- 
en’d  in  this  opinion,  when  fuch  as  your  Lordlhip  bear 
teftimony  to  its  vanity  and  emptinefs.  Tinnit,  inane 
ejl,  with  the  pidure  of  one  ringing  on  the  globe  with 
his  finger,  is  the  bell  thing  I have  the  luck  to  remember 
in  that  great  Poet  Quarles  (not  that  I forget  the  Devil 
at  bowls  j which  I know  to  be  your  Lordlhip’s  favour-^ 
ite  cut,  as  well  as  favourite  diverfion) . 

The  lituation  here  is  pleafant,  and  the  view  rural 
enough,  to  humour  the  moll  retired,  and  agree  with  the 
mod  contemplative.  Good  air,  folitaiy  groves,  and 
fparing  diet,  fufiicient  to  make  you  fancy  yourfelf  (what 
you  are  in  temperance,  tho’  elevated  into  a greater 
figure  by  your  llation)  one  of  the  Fathers  of  the  De- 
fart.  Here  you  may  think  (to  ufe  an  author’s  words, 
whom  you  fo  juftly  prefer  to  all  his  followers  that  you  11 
receive  them  kindly,  tho’  taken  from  his  word  work  * ;) 
^hat  in  Elijah’s  banquet  you  partake. 

Or  Jit  a guejl  njoith  Daniel,  at  his  Pulfe^ 

* The  Paradife  Regain'd'  I fuppofc  this  was  In  compliment  to* 
the  Bifliop,  Jt  could  never  be  his  own  opinion^  i 
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I am  fincerely  free  with  you,  as  you  defire  I fliou 
and  approve  of  your  not  having  your  coach  here, 
if  you  would  fee  Lord  or  any  body  elfe,  I ht 
another  chariot,  befides  that  little  one  you  laugli’d 
when  you  compared  me  to  Homer  in  a nut-lbeli.  1 
if  you  would  be  entirely  private,  no  body  fiidl  kn 
any  thing  of  the  matter.  Believe  me  (my  Lord) 
man  is  with,  more  perfedl  acquiefcencc,  nay  with  m< 
willing  acquk'fcence  (not  even  any  of  your  own  Sons 
the  Church), 

Your  obedient,  etc. 


LETTER  XVI. 

From  the  Bifhop  of  Ro Chester. 

^ ^pril  6-,  1722. 

■^NDER  all  the  leifure  in  the  world,  I have 
leifure,  no  Itomach  to  write  to  you : the  gradi 
approaches  of  death  are  before  my  eyes.  I am  cc 
vinced  that  it  muft  be  fo ; and  yet  make  a fhift  to  flj 
ter  myfelf  fometimes  with  the  ‘ thought,  that  it  m 
pofljbly  be  otherwife.  And  that  very  thought,  tho’ 
is  direftly  contrary  to  my  reafon,  does  for  a few  m 
ments  make  me  eafy — however  not  eafy  enough 
good  earneft  to  think  of  any  thing  but  the  melancht 
objedl  that  employs  them.  Therefore  wonder  not  th 
I do  not  anfwer  your  kind  letter  : I fhall  anfwer  it  t 
foon,  I fear,-  by  accepting  your  friendly  invitatic 
V/hen  I do  fo,  no  conveniencies  will  be  wanting  ; j 
I’ll  fee  nobody  but  you  and  your  mother,  and  t 
fervants.  Vifits  to  ftatefmen  always  were  to  me  (a 
are  now  more  than  ever)  infipid  things ; let  the  m 
that  expeiff,  that  wifh  to  thrive  by  them,  pay  the 
that  homage ; I am  free.  When  I want  them,  th' 
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hear  of  me  at  tlieir  doors ; when  they  want 
me,  I ihall  be  fure  to  hear  of  them  at  mine.  But  pro- 
bably they  will  defpife  me  fo  much,  and  I Ihall  court 
them  fo  little,  that  we  diall  both  of  us  keep  our  diftance. 

When  I come  to  you,  ’tis  in  order  to  be  with  you 
wly ; a prefident  of  the  council,  or  a ftar  and  garter 
will  make  no  more  imprelfion  upon  my  mind,  at  fuch 
a time,  than  the  hearing  of  a bag-pipe,  or  die  fight 
of  a puppet-fliow.  ■ I have  faid  to  Greatnefs  fome  time 
ago-rTuas  tibi  res  habeto,  Egomet  curabo  vieas.  The 
rime  is  not  far  off  when  we  fhall  all  be  upon  the  level ; 
and  I am  refolv’d,  for  my  part,  to  anticipate  that  tim.e, 
and  be  upon  the  level  with  them  now : for  he  is  fo, 
that  neither  feeks  nor  wants  them.  Let  them  have 
more  virtue  and  lefs  pride  ; and  then  I’ll  court  them  as 
much  as  any  body  : but  till  they  refolve  to  dilHnguifh 
diemfelves  fome  way  elfe  than  by  their  outward  trap- 
pings, I am  determined  (and,  I think,  1 have  a right) 
tobe  as  proud  as  they  are:  tho’  I truft  in  God,  my 
^rlde  is  neither  of  fo  odious  a nature  as  theirs,  nor  of 
fo  mifehievous  a confequence. 

' I know  not  how  I have  fallen  into  this  train  of  dunk- 
ing— when  I fat  down  to  write  I ktended  only  to  excufe 
myfelf  for  not  writing,  and  to  tell  you  that  the  time 
drev^*  nearer  and  nearer,  when  I mull  diflodge : 1 am 
preparing  for  it;  for  I am  at  this  moment  building  a 
s’auit  in  the  Abbey  for  me  and  mine.  ’Twas  to  be  in 
:ae  Abbey,  becaufe  of  ray  relation  to  the  place ; but  ’tis 
it  tile  weft  door  of  it ; as  dir  from  Kings  and  Ctefars 
15  the  {pace  would  admit  of. 

I know  not  but  I may  ilep  to  tpv/n  to-morrow,  to 
fc  h-Av  the  work  goes  forward ; but,  if  I do,  I fnall 
ctum  hither  in  the  evening.  I would  not  have  given 
r'oa  the  trouble  of  tliis  letter,  but  that  they  tell  me  it 
-'Til  C0.4  you  nothing,  and  that  our  privilege  of  Frank- 
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ing  (one  of  the  moil  valuable  we  have  left)  Is  aga; 
allow’d  us* 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER  XVII. 

From  the  Bifliop  of  Rochester. 

Bromley,  May  25,  1722. 
j H A D much  ado  to  get  hither  laft  night,  the  wat( 
being  fo  rough  that  the  ferrymen  were  unwillin 
to  venture.  The  firft  thing  I faw  this  morning  aft< 
my  eyes  were  open,  was  your  letter,  for  the  freedom 
and  kindnefs  of  which  I thank  you.  Let  all  comp] 
ments  be  laid  afide  between  us  for  the  future ; and  d( 
pend  upon  me  as  your  faithful  friend  in  all  things  wit! 
in  my  power,  as  one  that  truly  values  you,  and  wifln 
you  all  manner  of  happinefs.  I thank  you  and  Mr 
Eope  for  my  kind  reception,  which  has  left  a pleafm 
imprefiion  upon  me  that  will  not  foon  be  effaced. 

Lord  * has  prefs’d  me  terribly  to  fee  him  at  *,  an 
told  me  in  a manner  betwixt  kindnefs  and  refentmen 
that  it  is  but  a few  miles  beyond  Twitenham.  . 

I have  but  a little  time  left,  and  a great  deal  to  d 
in  it ; and  muft  expedl  that  ill  health  will  render  a goc 
ftiare  of  it  ufelefs : and  therefore  what  is  likely  to  1; 
left  at  the  foot  of  the  account,  ought  by  me  to  be  ch< 
rifh’d,  and  not  thrown  away  in  compliments.  Yc 
know  the  motto  of  my  fun-dial,  Vi^ite,  ait,  fugi 
I will,  as  far  as  I am  able,  follow  its  advice,  and  ci 
off  all  unneceffary  avocations  and  amufements.  Thei 
are  thofe  that  intend  to  employ  me  this  winter  in 
way  I do  not  like  : If  they  perlift  in  thdr  intentions, 
muft  apply  myfelf  to  the  work  they  cut  odt  for  me,  j 
well  as  I can.  But  withal,  that  lhall  not  hinder  n: 
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from  employing  myfelf  alfo  in  a way  which  they  do 
BOt  lihe.  The  givers  of  trouble  one  day  fhall  have 
their  lhare  of  it  another  ; that  at  la  ft  they  may  be  in- 
duced to  let  me  be  quiet,  and  live  to  mylelf,  with  the 
few  (the  very  few)  friends  I like ; for  that  is  the  point, 
the  fingle  point,  I now  aim  at ; tho’,  I know,  the  gene- 
rality of  the  world  who  are  unacquainted  with  my  inten- 
tions and  views,  think  the  very  reverfe  of  this  charafter 
belongs  to  me.  I don’t  know  how  I have  rambled  into 
dib  account  of  myfelf;  when  I fat  down  to  W'rite,  I had 
no  thought  of  making  that  any  part  of  my  letter. 

Y ou  might  have  been  fure,  without  my  telling  you, 
that  my  right  hand  is  at  eafe ; elfe  I fhould  not  have 
overflow’d  at  this  rate.  And  yet  I have  not  done,  for 
there  is  a kind  intimation  in  the  end  of  yours,  which  I 
underftood,  becaufe  it  feems  to  tend  towards  employing 
me  in  fome thing  that  is  agreeable  to  you.  Pray  explain 
yburfelf,  and  believe  that  you  have  not  an  acquaintance 
in  the  world  that  would  be  more  in  earneft  on  fuch  an 
occafion  than  I,  for  I love  you,  as  well  as  efteem  you. 

All  the  while  I have  been  writing.  Pain,  and  a fine 
Thrufli  have  been  feverally  endeavouring  to  call  off  my 
attention  ; but  both  in  vain,  nor  Ihould  I yet  part  with 
you,  but  that  the  turning  over  a new  leaf  frights  me  a 
little,  and  makes  me  refolve  to  break  thro’  a new 
temptation,  before  it  has  taken  too  fall  hold  on  me. 

I am,  etc. 


LETTER  XVIII. 

From  the  Same. 

yune  15,  1722. 

have  generally  written  firft,  after  our  parting ; 
I will  now  be  before -hand  tvith  you  in  my  inquiries. 
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how  you  got  home,  and  how  you  do,  and  whetlier  voi 
met  with  Lord  *,  and  deliver’d  my  civil  reproach  u 
him,  in  the  manner  I defir’d  ? I fuppofe  you  did  not 
becaufe  I have  heard  nothing  either  from  you,  or  fror 
him  on  that  head;  as,  I fuppofe,  I might  have  done,  i 
you  had  found  him. 

I am  fick  of  thefe  men  of  quality ; and  the  more  fo 
the  oft’ner  I have  any  bufmefs  to  tranfafl  with  them 
They  look  upon  it  as  one  of  their  diftinguifhing  privi 
leges,  not  to  be  punftual  in  any  bufmefs,  of  how  grea 
importance  foever ; nor  to  fet  other  people  at  eafe,  witi 
the  lofs  of  the  lead  part  of  their  own.  This  conduft  o 
his  vexes  me ; but  to  what  purpofe  ? or  how-can  I alte 
it? 

I long  to  fee  the  original  MS.  of  Milton;  but  don’ 
know  how  to  come  at  it,  without  your  repeated  affiltance 

I hope  you  won’t  utterly  forget  v/hat  pafs’d  in  th 
coach  about  Samfon  Agonides.  I lhall  not  prefs  yo' 
as  to  time,  but  fome  time  or  other,  I wHh  you  wouh 
review,  and  polilh  that  piece.  If  upon  a new  perufa 
of  it  (which  I defire  you  to  make)  you  think  as  I do 
that  it  is  written  in  the  very  fpirit  of  the  Ancients ; i 
deferves  your  care,  and  is  capable  of  being  improved 
with  little  trouble,  into  a perfeft  model  and  dandard  o 
Tragick  poetry — always  allowing  for  its  being  a dor' 
taken  out  of  the  Bible;  which  fs  an  objection  that  a 
this  time  of  day,  I know,  is  not  to  be  not  over. 

I am,  etc. . 


L E T T E R XIX. 

27. 

H AVE  been  as  condantly  at  Twitenham  as  your  Lord 
fhip  has  at  Bromley,  ever  fmce  you  faw  Lord  Ba 
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^hurlF  At  the  time  of  the  Duke  of  Marlborough’s 
funeral,  I intend  to  lie  at  the  Deanry,  and  moralize 
one  evening  with  you  on  the  vanity  of  human  glory. 

The  Duchefs’s  * letter  concerns  me  nearly,  and  you 
know  it,  who  know  all  my  thoughts  without  difguife  :• 

I muft  keep  clear  of  Flattery ; I will ; and  as  this  is  an 
honell  refoludon>  I dare  hope,  your  Lordlhip  will  not 
be  fo  unconcern’d  for  my  keeping  it,  as  not  to  affift 
me  in  fo  doing.  I beg  therefore  you  would  rapfe- 
fent  thus  much  at  leaft  to  her  Grace,  that  as  to  the 
fear  fhe  feems  touch’d  with  [That  the  Duke’s  me- 
• mory  fliould  have  no  advantage  but  what  he  muft  give 
himielf,  witliout  being  beholden  to  any  one  friend]  > 
your  Lordlhip  may  certainly,  and  agreeably  to  your 
charafler,  both  of  rigid  honour  and  Chriftian  plain- 
nefs,  tell  her,  that  no  man  can  have  any  otb.er  advan- 
tage ; and  that  all  offerings  of  fribnds  in  fuch  a cafe 
pafs  for  nothing. ' Be  but  fo  good  as  to  confirm  ^what 
I’ve  reprefented  to  her,  that  an  infeription  in  the  an-  > 
tient  way,  plain,  pompous,  yet  model!:,  will  be  the 
moft  uncommon,  and  therefore  the  moll  diftinguifhing 
manner  of  doing  it.  And  fo,  I hope,  Ihe  will  be  fa- 
tisfieJ,  the  Duke’s  honour  be  preferv’d,  and  my  in- 
tegrity alfo  : which  is  too  facred  a thing  to  be  forfeited, 
ia  confideration  of  any  little  (or  what  people  of  quality 
may  call  great)  honour  or  diftindlion  whatever,  which 
thofe  of  their  rank  can  bellow  on  one  of  mine  ; and 
which  indeed  they  are  apt  to  over-rate,  but  never  fo 
iiuch,  as  when  they  imagrne  us  under  any  obligatioa 
to  fay  one  untrue  word  in  their  favour. 

I can  only  thank  you,  my  Lord,  for  the  kind  tranli- 
tion  you  make  from  common  bufmefs,,  to  that  which  is 
the  only  real  bufinefs  of  every  reafonable  creature* 
indeed  1 think  more  of  it  than  you  imagine,  tho’  not  fo 


VoL.  V, 


* The  Duchefs  of  Buckinghamt 

R 
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much  as  I ought.  I am  pleas’d  with  thofe  Latin  verfe* 
extremely,  which  are  fo  very  good  that  I thought  them 
your’s,  till  you  call’d  them  an  Horatianv  Cento,  and 
then  I recollefted  the  disjeSia  membra  poetae.  I won’t 
pretend  I am  fo  totally  in  thofe  fentiments  which  you 
compliment  me  with,  as  I yet  hope  to  be  : Y ou  tell  me 
I have  them,  as  the  civileft  method  to  put  me  in  mind 
how  much  it  fits  , me  to  have  them.  I ought,  lirft,  to 
prepare  my  mind  by  a better  knowledge  even  of  good 
prophane  writers,  efpecially  the  Moralifts,  etc.  before 
I can  be  worthy  of  tailing  that  fupreme  of  books,  and 
fublime  of  all  writings.  In  which,  as  in  all  the  inter- 
mediate ones,  you  may  (if  your  friendihip  and  charity 
toward  me  continue  fo  far)  be  the  bell  guide  to 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER  XX. 

From  the  Biihop  of  Rochester. 

July  30,  1722. 

HAVE  written  to  the  Duchefs  * juft  as  you  defir’d, 
and  referred  her  to  our  meeting  in  town  for  a fur- 
ther account  of  it.  I have  done  it  the  rather  becauil. 
your  opinion  in  the  cafe  is  fincerely  mine  : and  if  it 
had  not  been  fo,  you  yourfelf  ihould  not  have  induced 
me  to  give  it.  Whether,  and  how  far  ihe  will  ac- 
quiefee  in  it,  I cannot  fay  : efpecially  in  a cafe  where 
fhe  thinks  the  Duke’s  honour  concern’d;  but  ihould 
Ihe  feem  to  perfift  a Uttle  at  prefent,  her  good  fenfe 
(which  I depend  upon)  will  afterwards  fatisfy  her  that 

we  are  in  the  right. 

« PuchefS  of  Buckingham. 
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I go  to-morrow  to  the  Deanry,  and,  I believe,  I 
fiiall  Hay  there,  till  I have  faid  Dull  to  dull,  and  Ihut 
up  that  lad  I'cene  of  pompous  vanity  *. 

'Tis  a great  while  for  me  to  flay  there  at  this  time, 
of  the  year ; and  I know  I fliall  often  fay  to  myfelf, 
while  I am  expecting  the  funeral, 

0 qtiando  ego  te  afpiciam!  qiiandoqiie  licehit 

Ducere follicitae  jncunda  ohlivia  vitae! 

In  that  cafe  I (hall  fancy  I hear  the  ghoft  of  the  dead, 
thus  intreating  me, 

j4t  tu  facratae  ne  parce  malignus  arenae 
QJJibus  et  capiti  inhuviato 

Particulam  dare——— 

^anquam  feJUnaSy  no7i  eji  mora  longa ; licehit ^ 
Injedo  ter  pulvere,  curras. 

There  is  an  anfwer  for  me  fomewhere  in  Hamlet  to  this 
requell,  which  you  remember,  tho’  I don’t.  Poor  Ghofl  ! 
thou  Jhalt  be  fatisfed! — or  fom^ching  like  it.  However 
that  be,  take  care  you  do  not  fail  in  your  appointment, 
that  the  company  of  the  living  may  make  me  feme 
amends  for  my  attendance  on  the  dead. 

I know  you  will  be  glad  to  hear  that  I am  well : I 
Ihould  always,  could  I always  be  here — 

Sed  7tie 

Imperiofa  trahit  Proferpina  : vive,  valeque. 

You  are  the  firft  man  I fent  to  this  morning,  and  the 
laft  man  I defire  to  converfe  with  this  evening,  tho’  at 
twenty  miles  diftance  from  you. 

YV,  venicnie  die,  ’d’e,  decedente,  requh'o. 

* This  was  the  Funeral  of  tjie  Duke  of  Marlborough,  at  Mhith 
the  Bilhop  officiated  as  Dean  of  Weflminftcr,  in  Aug.  1722. 
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BETTER  XXL 
From  the  Bilhop  of  Rochester. 

Dear  Sir,  ^'he  ’Tonver,  j^pril  lo, 

j THANK  you  for  all  the  inftances  of  your  friendlhip, 
both  before,  and  fince  my  misfortunes.  A little 
time  will  complete  them,  and  feparate  you  and  me  for 
e.ver.  But  in  what  part  of  the  world  foever  I am,  I 
will  live  mindful  of  your  fincere  kindnefs  to  me ; and 
will  pleafe  myfelf  witli  the  thought,  that  I ftill  live  in 
your  efteem  and  afFe«5lion,  as  much  as  ever  I did ; and 
that  no  accident  of  life,  no  didance  of  time,  or  place, 
will  alter  you  in  that  refpcft.  It  never  can  me ; who 
have  lov’d  and  valued  you,  ever  fmce  I knew  you,  and 
fhall  not  fail  to  do  it  when  I am  not  allowed  to  tell  ) ou 
fo  ; as  the  cafe  will  foon  be.  Give  my  faithful  fertdccs 
to  Dr.  Arbuthnot,  and  thanks  for  what  he  fent  me, 
which  was  much  to  the  purpofe,  if  any  thing  can  be 
faid  to  be  to  the  purpofe,  in  a cafe  that  is  already  de- 
termined. Let  him  know  my  Defence  will  be  fuch, 
that  neither  my  friends  need  blulh  for  me,  nor  will  my 
enemies  have  great  occafion  of  Triumph,  tho’  fure  of 
the  victory.  I lhall  want  his  advice  before  I go  abroad^ 
in  many  things.  But  I queftion  whether  I lhall  be  per- 
mitted tO’  fee  himj  or  any  body,  but  fuch  as  are  abfo- 
luteJy  neceffary  towards  the  difpatch  of  my  private  af- 
fairs. If  fo,  God  blefs  you  both ; and  may  no  part  of 
the  ill  fortune  that  attends,  me,,  ever  purfue  either  of 
you ! I know  not  but  I may  call  upon  you  at  my  hear- 
ing, to  fay  fomewhat  about  my  way  of  fpending  my 
time  at  the  Deanry,  which  did  not  feem  calculated  to- 
wards managing  plots  and  confpiracies.  But  of  that  I 
iOiall  confider— You  and  I have  fpent  many  hours  to- 
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gether  upon  much  pleafanter  fubje(fcs;  and,  that  I may 
prcferve  the  old  cullom,  I fliall  not  part  with  you  how 
till  I have  clos’d  this  letter,  witli  three  lines  of  Milton? 
which  you  will,  I know,  readily  and  not  without  fome 
degree  cf  concern,  apply  to  your  ever  affeftionate,  etc- 

Seme  firJ’ml  Tears  he  dropty  hut  n-vip'd  thcni  foon  : 

The  hJ'crld  nvas  all  before  him,  ’vshere  to  chufe 
His  place  of  ref,  and  Providence  his  Guide. 


LETTER  XXII. 

The  Anfwer. 

Jpril  20,  1723. 

J T is  not  poffible  to  exprefs  what  I think,  and  what 
I feel ; only  this,  that  I have  thought  and  felt  for 
nothing  but  you,  for  fome  time  pall: : and  lhall  think  of 
nothing  fo  long  for  the  time  to  come.  ' The  greatefi 
comfort  1 had  was  an  intention  (which  I would  have 
made  pnnSUcable)  to  have  attended  you  in  your  journey, 
to  which  I had  brought  that  perfon  to  confent,  who 
only  could  have  hindered  me,  by  a tye  which,  tho’  it 
may  be  more  tender,  I do  not  think  more  llrong,  than 
that  of  frienddiip.  But  I fear  there  will  be  no  way  left 
me  to  tell  you  this  great  truth,  that  I remember  you, 
that  I love  you,  that  I am  grateful  to  you,  that  I 
entirely  elleem  and  value  you  : no  way  but  that  one, 
which  needs  no  open  warrant  to  authorife  it,  or  fecret 
conveyance  to  fccure  it ; which  no  bills  can  preclude? 
arid  no  Kings  prcv'cnt;  a way  that  can  reach  to  any^ 
part  of  the  world  where  you  may  be,  where  the  very 
whifper  or  cv'cn  the  wifo  of  a friend  muft  not  be  heard, 
or  even  fufpefted ; by  this  way,  I dare  tell  my  clleem 
and  affeflion  of  you,  to  youi'  enemies  in  the  gates,  and 
you,  and  they,  and  them  fons,  may  hear  of  it. 
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You  prove  yourfelf,  my  Lord,  to  know  me  for  the 
friend  I am  ; in  judging  that  the  manner  of  your  De- 
fence, and  your  Reputation  by  it,  is  a point  of  the 
higheft  concern  to  me  : and  afluring  me,  it  Ihall  be 
fuch,  that  none  of  your  friends  ihall  blufli  for  you. 
Let  me  further  prompt  you  to  do  yourfelf  the  bell  and 
mod  lading  jullice  : the  inflruments  of  your  Fame  to 
pofterity  will  be  in  your  own  hands.  May  it  not  be, 
that  providence  has  appointed  you  to  fome  great  and 
ufeful  work,  and  calls  you  to  it  this  fevere  way  ? You 
may  more  eminently  and  more  efFeftually  ferve  the 
Publick  even  now,  than  in  the  ftations  you  have  fo  ho- 
nourably fill’d.  Think  of  Tully,  Bacon,  and  Cla- 
rendon * : is  it  not  the  latter,  the  difgraccd  part  of 
their  lives,  which  you  mod  envy,  and  which  you  would 
choofe  to  have  liv’d  ? 

I am  tenderly  fenfible  of  the  wilh  you  exprefs,  that 
no  part  of  your  misfortune  may  purfue  me.  But,  God 
knows,  I am  every  day  lefs  and  lefs  fond  of  my  native 
country  -(fo  torn  as  it  is  by  Party-rage),  and  begin  to 
confider  a friend  in  exile  as  a friend  in  death ; one  gone 
before,  where  I am  not  unwilling  nor  unprepared  to 
follow  after ; and  where  (however  various  or  uncertain 
the  roads  and  voyages  of  another  world  may  be)  I 
cannot  but  entertain  a pleafing  hope  that  we  may  meet 
again. 

. I faithfully  adure  you,  that  in  the  mean  time  there 
is  no  one,  living  or  dead,  of  whom  I diall  think  oftener 
or  better  than  of  you.  I Ihall  look  upon  you  as  in  a 
date  between  both,  in  which  you  will  have  from  me  all 
the  paffions  and  warm  wilhes  that  can  attend  the  living, 
and  all  the  refpeil  and  tender  fenfe  of  lof$,  that  we  feel 

* Clarendon  indeed  wrote  his  belt  works  in  his  bani/hment ; 
but  the  beft  of  Bacon’s  were  written  before  his  difgrace,  and  the 
heft  of  T ally’s  after  his  return  from  exile. 
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for  the  dead.  And  I ftiall  ever  depend  upon  your  con- 
ftant  friendfhip,  kind  memory,  and  good  offices,  tho* 

I were  never  to  fee  or  hear  the  effefts  of  them  : like  the 
truft  we  have  in  benevolent  fpirits,  who,  tho’  we  never 
fee  or  hear  them,  we  think,  are  conftantly  ferving  us, 
and  praying  for  us. 

Whenever  I am  wifliing  to  write  to  you,  I ffiall  con- 
clude you  are  intentionally  doing  fo  to  me.  And  every 
time  that  I think  of  you,  I will  believe  you  are  thinking 
cf  me.  I never  ffiall  fuffer  to  be  forgotten  (nay  to  be  but 
faintly  remember’d)  tlie  honour,  the  plea.fure,  the  piide 
I muft  ever  have,  in  refledting  how  frequently  you  have 
delighted  me,  how  kindly  you  have  diffinguiffi’d  me, 
how  cordially  you  have  advis’d  me  ! In  ccnverlation,  in 
ftudy,  I ffiail  always  want  you,  and  wiffi  for  you  : In 
my  moft  lively,  and  in  mymoft  thoughtful  hours,  I ffiall 
equally  bear  about  me  the  impreffions  of  you  ; and  per- 
haps it  will  not  be  in  this  life  only,  that  I ffiall  have 
caufe  to  remember  and  acknowledge  the  friendffiip  of 
the  Biffiop  of  Rochefler. 

I am,  etc. 


LETTER  XXIII. 
To  the  Same. 


Mayt  1723. 


p.NCE  more  I write  to  you,  as  I promis’d,  and  this 
^ once,  I fear,  will  be  the  laft  ! the  Curtain  will 
foon  be  drawn  between  my  friend  and  me,  and  nothing 


left  but  to  vdffi  you  a long  good-night.  May  you  en- 
joy a ftate  of  repofe  in  this  life,  not  unlike  that  fleep 
of  the  foul  which  fome  have  believ’d  is  to  fucceed  it, 
where  we  lie  utterly  forgetful  of  that  world  from  which 
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we  are  gone,  and  ripening  for  that  to  which  wc  are 
to  go.  Jf  you  retain  any  memory  of  the  paft,  let  it 
only  image  to  you  what  has  pleas’d  you  beft;  fome- 
tmies  prefent  a dream  of  an  abfent  friend,  or  bring 
you  back  an  agreeable  converfation.  But  upon  the 
whole,  I hope  you  will  think  lefs  of  the  time  paft  than 
of  the  future  j as  the  former  has  been  lefs  kind  to  you 
than  the  latter  infallibly  will  be.  Do  not  envy  the 
v/orld  your  Studies  j they  will  tend  to  the  benefit  of 
men  againft  whom  you,  can  have  no  complaint,  I mean 
all  Pokerity ; and  perhaps  at  your  time  of  life,  no- 
thing elfe  is  worth  your  care.  What  is  every  year  of 
a wife  man’s  Hie  but  a cenfure.or  critick  on  the  pak? 
T hofe  v/hofc  date  is  tne  Ihortek,  live  long  enough  to 
laugh  at  one  half  of  it : The  boy  defpifes  the  infant,  tita 
man  the  boy,  tlie  philofopher  both,  and  the  Chriilian 
all.  You  may  now  begin  to  think  your  manhood  was 
too  much  a puerility ; and  you’ll  never  fufier  your  age. 
to  be  but  a fecond  infancy.  The  toys  and  baubles  of 
your  childhood  are  hardly  now  more  below  you,  than 
thofe  toys  of  our  riper  and  of  our  declining  years,  the 
drums  and  rattles  of  ambition,  and  the  dirt  and  bub- 
bles of  avarice.  At  this  time,  when  you  are  cut  off 
from  a little  focicty,  and  made  a citizen  of  the  world  at 
large,  you  lliould  bend  your  talents  not  to  ferve  a 
Party,  or  a few,  but  all  mankind.  Your  Genius  ffiould 
mount  above  that  miff  in  which  its  participation  and 
neighbourhood  with  earth  long  involv’d  it ; to  faine 
abroad  and  to  heaven,  ought  to  be  the  bufinefs  and 
the  glory  of  your  prefent  fituation.  Remember  it  was 
at  fuch-  a time,  that  the  greateil:  lights  of  antiquity 
dazzled  and  blazed  the  molt  in  their  retreat,  in  their 
exile,  or  in  their  death ; but  why  do  I talk  of  dazzling 
or  blazing  ? it  was  then  that  they  did  good,  that  they 
gave  light,  and  that  they  became  guides  to  mankind. 
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Thofe  aims  alone  are  worthy  of  fpirits  truly  great, 
ind  fuch  I therefore  hope  will  be  yours.  Refentment 
indeed  may  remain,  perhaps  cannot  be  quite  extin- 
gniihed  in  the  nobleft  minds ; but  revenge  never  will 
harbour  there  : higher  principles  than  thofe  of  the  firll, 
and  better  principles  than  thofe  of  the  latter,  will  infal- 
libly influence  men  whcfe  thoughts  and  whofe  hearts 
are  enlarged,  and  caufe  them  to  prefer  the  Whole  to 
any  part  of  mankind,  efpecially  to  fo  fmall  a part  aS 
one’s  Angle  felf. 

Believe  me,  my  Lord,  I look  upon  you  as  a fpirit 
entered  into  another  life* *,  as  one  jufl;  upon  the  edge 
of  Immortality  where  the  paflions  and  affedlions  muib’ 
be  much  more  exalted,  and  where-  you  ought  to  defpife 
all  little  views,  and  all  mean  retrofpedls.  Nothing  is 
worth  your  looking  back  ; and  therefore  look  forward, 
and  make  (as  you  can)  the  world  look  after  you.  But 
take  care  that  it  be  net  with  pity,  but  with  efteera  and 
admiration. 

I am,  with  the  greateA  Ancerity,  and  paflion  for  your 
fame  as  well  as  happinefs. 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER  XXIV. 

From  the  BiAiop  of  Roc  n e s t e r. 

Paris,  No'v.  23,  1731. 

will  wonder  to  fee  me  in  print;  but  how  could 
I avoid  it  ? The  dead  and  the  living,  my  friends 
and  my  foes,  at  home  and  abroad,  call’d  upon  me  to 
fay  fometbJng ; and  the  reputation  of  an  HiAory  f 

* Tile  EiiTiop  of  Rocheft;r  went  into  exile  the  month  following, 
ir.d  continued  in  it  till  his  death,  which  happen’d  at  Paris  on  drft 
fifteenth  day  of  February,  in  the  year  173Z, 
i E.-rl  of  Clarendon’,. 
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which  I and  all  the  world  value,  muft  have  fulFered, 
had  I continued  filent.  I have  printed  it  here,  in  hopes 
that  fomebody  may  venture  to  reprint  it  in  England, 
notwith Handing  thofe  two  frightening  words  at  the 
clofe  of  it*.  Whether  that  happens  or  not,  it  is  fit 
you  fhould  have  a fight  of  it,  who,  I know,  will  read 
it  with  fome  degree  of  fatisfadlion,  as  it  is  mine,  tho’ 
it  fhould  have  (as  it  really  has)  nothing  elfe  to  recom- 
mend it.  Such  as  it  is.  Extremum  hoc  7nunus  morientis 
habeto ; for  that  may  well  be  the  cafe,  confideiing  that 
within  a few  months  I am  entering  into  my  feventieth 
year  : after  which,  even  the  healthy  and  the  happy  can- 
not much  depend  upon  life,  and  will  not,  if  they  are 
wife,  much  defire  it.  Whenever  I go,  you  will  lofe 
a friend  who  loves  and  values  you  extremely,  if  in  my 
circumftances  I can  be  faid  to  be  loft  to  any  one,  v/her 
dead,  more  than  I am  already  whilft  living.  I expell- 
ed to  have  heard  from  you  by  Mr.  Morrice,  and  won- 
der’d a little  that  I did  not ; but  he  owns  himfelf  ir 
a fault  for  not  giving  you  due  notice  of  his  mo- 
tions. It  was  not  amifs  that  you  forebore  v/riting,  or 
a head  wherein  I promifed  more  than  I was  able  tc 
perform.  Difgraced  men  fancy  fometimes,  that  the) 
preferve  an  influence,  where  when  they  endeavour  t( 
exert  it,  they  foon  fee  their  miftake.  I did  fo,  m) 
good  friend,  and  acknowledge  it  under  my  hand 
You  founded  the  coaft,  and  found  out  my  error,  i' 
feems,  before  I was  aware  of  it ; but  enough  on  thi, 
fubjedl. 

What  are  they  doing  in  England  to  the  honour  o 
Letters ; and  particularly  what  are  you  doing  ? IpJ, 
quid  audes  ? ^ae  circunmolitas  agilis  'Thyma  ? Do  yol 

* The  Bifhop’s  Name,  fet  to  his  Vindication  of  Bifliop  Smalridge 
Dr.  Aldrch,  and  himfelf,  from  the  fcandalous  Reflexions  of  Old 
mixon,  relating  to  the  Publication  of  Lord  Clarendon  S Hillory 
Paris,  1731,  4to,  lince  reprinted  in  England, 
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porfue  the  Moral  plan  you  marked  out,  and  feemed  fix- 
teen  months  ago  fo  intent  upon  ? Am  I to  fee  it  per- 
fedled  ere  I die,  and  are  you  to  enjoy  the  reputation  of 
it  while  you  live  ? or  do  you  rather  chufe  to  leave  the 
marks  of  your  friendfliip,  like  the  legacies  of  a will, 
to  be  read  and  enjoyed  only  by  thofe  who  furvive  you  ? 
Were  I as  near  you  as  I have  been,  I fhould  hope  to 
peep  into  the  manufcript  before  it  was  fnilhed.  But 
alas  ! there  is,  and  will  ever  probably  be  a great  deal 
of  land  and  fea  between  us.  How  many  books  have 
come  out  of  late  in  your  parts,  which  you  think  I Ihould 
be  glad  to  perufe  } Name  them  : The  catalogue,  I be- 
lieve, will  not  coft  you  much  trouble.  They  mull  be 
good  ones  indeed  to  challenge  any  part  of  my  time» 
now  I have  fo  little  of  it  left.  I,  who  fquandered 
whole  days  heretofore,  now  hulband  hours  when  the 
glafs  begins  to  run  low,  and  care  not  to  mifpend  them 
on  trifles.  At  the  end  of  the  Lottery  of  Life,  our  laft 
minutes,  like  tickets  left  in  the  wheel,  rife  in  their 
valuation  : They  are  not  of  fo  much  worth  perhaps  in 
themfelves  as  thofe  which  preceded,  but  we  are  apt  to 
prize  them  more,  and  with  reafon.  I do  fo,  my  dear 
friend,  and  yet  think  the  moft  precious  minutes  of  my 
life  are  well  employed  in  reading  what  you  write.  But 
this  is  a fatisfadlion  I cannot  much  hope  for,  and  there- 
fore mufl  betake  myfelf.  to  others  lefs  entertaining. 
Adieu ! dear  Sir,  and  forgive  me  engaging  with  one, 
whom  you,  I think,  have  reckoned  among  the  heroes 
of  the  Dunciad.  It  was  neceffary  for  me  either  to  ac- 
cept of  his  dirty  challenge,  or  to  have  fuffered  in  the 
efteem  of  the  world  by  declining  it. 

My  refpefts  to  your  Mother ; I fend  one  of  thefe 
•papers  for  Dean  Swift,  if  you  have  an  opportunity,  and 
think  it  worth  while  to  convey  it.  My  Country  at 
this  diflance  feems  to  me  a Itrange  fight ; 1 know  not 
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how  it  appears  to  you,  who  are  in  the  midft  of  the 
feene,  and  yourfelf  a part  of  it ; I wiih  you  would  tell 
me.  You  may  write  fafely  to  Mr.  Morricc,  by  the  ho- 
ned; hand  that  conveys  this,  and  will  return  into  thefe 
parts  before  Chrifbnas ; flcetch  out  a rough  draught  of 
it,  that  I may  be  able  to  judge  whether  a return  to  it 
be  really  eligible,  or  whether  I fliould  not,  like  the 
Chemift  in  the  Bottle,  upon  hearing  Don  Quevedo’s 
account  of  Spain,  defire  to  be  corked  up  again. 

After  all,  I do  and  muft  love  my  Country,  w'i'.h  all 
its  faults  and  blemiihes ; even  that  part  of  the  conllitu- 
tion  which  w'ounded  me  unjuftly,  and  itfelf  through  my 
fjde,  {hall  ever  be  dear  to  me.  My  laft  wiih  fnall  Iw; 
like  that  of  father  Paul,  Ej?o  perpetua  ! and  w'hen  I 
die  at  a difcance  from  it,  it  will  be  in  the  lame  manner 
as  Virgil  defciibes  the  expiring  Peloponnefian, 

Siernltur, 

et  dulces  7ncrievs  remirdjcitur  Arges, 

Do  I ftill  live  in  the  memory  of  my  friends,  as  they 
certainly  do  in  mine  ? I have  read  a good  many  of  your 
paper-fquabbles  about  me,  and  am  glad  to  fee  fuch  free 
conceiTions  on  that  head,  tho’  made  tvith  no  view  of 
' doing  me  a pleafure,  but  merely  of  loading  anotlier. 

I am,  etc. 


LETTER  XXV. 

From  the  Bilhop  of  Rochester, 
On  the  Death  df  his  Daughter. 


Montpelier,  AW.  20,  1729. 

T am  not  yet  Mailer  emough  of  myfelf,  after  the  late 


wound  I have  receiv’d,  to  open  my  very  heart  to 
you,  and  am  not  content  with  lefs  than  tliat,  whenever 
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1 converfe  with  ycu.  My  thoughts  are  at  prefent  vain- 
Jy,  but  plealingly  employed,  on  what  I have  loft,  and 
can  never  recover.  1 know  well  I ought,  for  that  rea> 
fon,  to  call  them  oft'  to  other  fobjeds,  but  hitherto  I 
have  not  been  able  to  do  it.  By  giving  them  the  rein 
a little,  and  foft^ring  them  to  ipend  their  force,  I hope 
in  fome  time  to  check  and  fubdue  them.  Multif  J'or- 
tvnae  ^uincrtbus  perculfits,  huic  uni  vne  iniparem  fenji,  et 
pene  fuccubui.  ^ I’his  is  weaknefs,  not  wifdom,  I own ; 
and  on  that  account  titter  to  be  trufted  to  the  bofom 
of  a friend,  where  I may  fafely  lodge  ail  my  inhrmi- 
ues.  As  loon  as  my  mind  is  in  fome  meafure  cor- 
reded  and  calm’d,  1 will  endeavour  to  follow  your  ad- 
vice, and  turn  it  to  foinething  of  ufe  and  moment  j if 
I iiaye  ilill  hfo  enough  left  to  do  any  thing  that  is  worth 
reading  and  preferving.  In  the  mean  time  I fiiall  be 
pleas’d  to  hear  that  you  proceed  in  what  you  intend, 
v/itiiout  any  fuch  melancholy  interruption  as  I have 
met  ivith.  Your  mind  is  as  yet  unbroken  by  age  and 
ill  accidents,  your  knowledge  and  judgment  are  at  the 
height ; ufe  them  in  writing  fomewhat  that  may  teach 
the  prefent  and  future  times,  and  if  not  gain  equally 
tne  applaufe  of  both,  may  yet  raife  the  envy  of  the 
one,  and  fecure  the  admiration  of  the  other.  Employ 
not  your  precious  moments,  and  great  talents,  on  little 
men  and  little  things  ^ but  chufe  a fubjed  every  way 
worthy  of  you,  and  handle  it  as  ycu  can,  in  a manner 
which  nobody  elfe  can  equal  or  imitate.  As  for  me, 
my  abilities,  if  I ever  had  any,  are  not  what  they 

were  : and  yet  I will  endeavour  to  recoilecft  and  employ 
them.  ^ ^ 


Gehdus  tardmite  fenefia 

Sanguis  hebet,  frige  ntqice  effoeto  in  cor  pore  ^ircs. 
However,  I fliould  be  ingrateful  to  this  place,  if  I did 
not  own  that  I have  gained  upon  the  gout  in  the  fouth 
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of  France,  much  more  -than  I did  at  Paris,  tho’  eren 
there  I fenfibly  improved.  I believe  my  cure  had  been 
perfefted,  but  the  earneft  defire  of  meeting  One  I dearly 
loved,  called  me  abruptly  to  Montpelier ; where  after 
continuing  two  months,  under  the  cruel  torture  of  a 
fad  and  fruitlefs  expedlation,  I was  forced  at  laft  to 
take  a long  journey  to  Touloufe ; and  even  there  I had 
miffed  the  perfon  I fought,  had  fhe  not,  with  great 
fpirit  and  courage,  ventured  all  night  up  the  Garonne 
to  fee  me,  which  fhe  above  all  things  defired  to  do 
before  fhe  died.  By  that  means  fhe  was  brought 
where  I was,  between  feven  and  eight  in  the  morn- 
ing, and  liv’d  twenty  hours  afterwards,  which  time 
was  not  loft  on  either  fide,  but  pafs’d  in  fuch  a man- 
ner as  gave  great  fatisfadtion  to  both,  and  fuch  as,  on 
her  part,  every  way  became  her  circumftances  and  cha- 
rafter.  For  fhe  had  her  fenfes  to  the  very  laft  gafp, 
and  exerted  them  to  give  me,  in  thofe  few  hours, 
treater  marks  of  Duty  and  Love  than  fhe  had  done  in 
Si  her  life-time,  tho’  fhe  had  never  been  wanting  in 
either.  The  laft  words  fhe  faid  to  me  were  the  kindeft 
of  all ; a refleftion  on  the  goodnefs  of  God,  which  had 
allow’d  us  in  this  manner  to  meet  once  more,  before 
we  parted  for  ever.  Not  many  minutes  after  that,  fhe 
laid  herfelf  on  her  pillow,  in  a fleeping  pofture, 

placidaque  ibi  defnum  morte  quic^it. 

Judge  you.  Sir,  what  I felt,  and  ftill  feel  on  this  oc- 
cafion,  and  fpare  me  the  trouble  of  defcribing  it.  At 
my  Age,  under  my  Infirmities,  among  utter  Strangers, 
how  fhall  I find  out  proper  reliefs  and  fupports  ? I can 
have  none,  but  thofe  with  which  Reafon  and  Religion 
furnifh  me,  and  thofe  I lay  hold  on,  and  grafp  as  faft  as 
I can.  I hope  that  He  who  laid  the  burthen  upon  me 
(for  wife  and  good  purpofes  no  doubt)  will  enable  me 
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to  bear  it  in  like  manner  as  I have  borne  others,  with 
fome  degree  of  fortitude  and  firmnefs. 

You  fee  how  ready  I am  to  relapfe  into  an  argument 
which  I had  quitted  once  before  in  this  letter.  I fhall 
probably  again  commit  the  fame  fault,  if  I continue'to 
write;  and  therefore  I ftop  Ihort  here,  and  with  all 
fmcerit}^  affedlion,  and  efteem,  bid  you  adieu  ! till  we 
meet  either  in  this  world,  if  God  pleafes,  or  elfe  in 
another. 

I am,  etc. 


N 
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